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PREFACE. 



"W 



ITH Harp and Crown ^ is. a lifory of woman'ii fidelity, 
patience, aad nnmerited misfortane. Contrary to 
the nsual practice in novels, and more in accordance with the 
experience of real life, Marion Revel's snflFerings are rewarded 
— cynically, some critics, unthinking, said — by the withhold- 
ing of life's supreme happiness. Who will deny that this is 
no strange and unknown fate ? The years of self-denial, were 
women like Marion to look for the reward of selfish joy, would 
seem, in the end, a mockery and a waste. There are thou- 
sands such as she: their youth is spent in toil for others 
more helpless than themselves. They have no crown of 
husband and tender children. But in their calm and passion- 
less faces, in the smile of content which reigns like the sun of 
heaven in their eyes, we know that they have their reward. 
Is there not in every family such a history, such a memory, 
such a woman? '' Strength and honour are her clothing: 
she openeth her mouth with wisdom : in her tongue is the 
law of kindness : her own works praise her in the gatdg." It 
is nothing to her that the strong and the crafly, like Joe 
Chacomb, grow rich : that the helpless and the weak of will, 
like her brother Fred, live in idleness and eat the fruit of her 
hands. She is happy. For the sake of these good women, 
and for the real lesson of their lives, we have written this 
book. 

W.B. 
J.B. 
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CHAPTER L 



WHEKT the Princess Belle-Belle in the story is ravished 
from the castle, and carried off by the wicked sorcerers 
and demons of the rabble rout, she meets her troubles resigned, 
and leaves them unchanged. No anxieties of mind are able 
to dim the lustrous splendour of her beauty, or to furrow that 
fair cheek with the lines of trouble. She plunges into the 
sea of sorrow with a sigh, but emerges with a smile. Prince 
Florio is sure to be constant : her loveliness is not evanescent, 
like that of ordinary damsels ; she waits in patience, conscious 
of the abiding disposition of her charms, and the fidelity of 
her lover. Above all, she has no duties. Heroines are never 
expected to do more than sit down. If the worst comes to 
the worst, she has but to cry, in the attitude of a startled 
&wn, "Unhand me, sir!" and straightway one at least of 
her defenders rushes in, sword drawn, and frees her in a 
twinkling from her oppressor. These dramatic rescues, 
indeed, are nothing more than the Princess Belle-Belle ex- 
pects. And when the last chapter arrives, after which comes 
the real dulness of life, with tranquil wedded love and the 
rearing up to virtue of Princess Belle- Belle the Second, she 
steps to the throne on which, beneath the glare of the lime- 
light, she poses a graceful farewell, ere she quits the agitated 
waters of adventure for the secluded haven of safety. In the 
after-years she will yawn, perhaps, over the peaceful present, 
while she recalls the variety and the charm, the doubt and 
the uncertainty, of the troubled past. It is a great thing 
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to be a heroine of romance ; but then it is so different from 
being a heroine of reality. 

For, to begin with, in real land, Princess Belle-Belle is not 
alone in her misfortunes. If she is torn &om the delights of 
her childhood ; if the fabric of fortune fall about her ears ; if 
the grim order of destiny oblige her to pack up her traps, 
and be off and away &om her earthly paradise — she does not 
go alpne. The thunderbolts which strike one, strike many ; 
the misfortunes which fall upon one, fall upon all her family ; 
and the fair young princess, instead of bewailing Iier fate, 
must needs tuck up her sleeves, put on her oldest dress, and 
work with the rest and for the rest, oblivious, save when the 
respite of night brings time for thought, of all she has lost. 
Florio is gone. Ah ! will he come back unchanged ? The 
years are passing on ; will they leave the cheek as fkir, the 
eye as bright, the lips as ripe, the smile as ready, the dimples 
as deep ? Poor Belle-Belle of reality ! She forgets herself 
in her devotion to the rest ; she lives out her life spending it 
for others. Hers is the self-denial which is the highest lot 
of poor humanity, and yet seems to us creatures of self the 
hardest and the saddest. When the winters have passed 
their appointed number ; when her fair hair is touched with 
untimely grey; when the crows'-feet have fallen too early 
around her lustrous eyes; when her hands are rough with 
toil ; when her face — her sweet, comely face — is lined with 
care ; when her shapely figure is shrunken ; when the thou- 
sand little graces and delights of her maidenly ways are 
forgotten and lost — Florio returns. He comes back to his 
Belle-Belle, but, alas, he loves her no more. Down falls the 
castle of cards ; the chambers of imagery are despoiled of all 
their golden pictures. Were it not for the vision that greets 
her streaming eyes, and comforts her stricken heart, poor 
teelle-Belle would be sorrowful indeed. But she has gained 
the higher glory. To those who wait and work comes a 
reward not hoped for or expected. The peac^ which passeth 
all understanding is theirs at last. Theirs are the soft strains 
bf rejoicing resignation; theirs is a crown, if they care to 
wear it, more glorious than any wreath of the Nemsean games ; 
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theirs is the golden harp, with which to celebrate the myste- 
riona victory over sorrow and disappointment — the solution 
of the problem insoluble to the world, the iinal triumph of 
Love over Pain. 

We are on the highest slope of a breezy cliff, a foreland of 
the glorious coast which makes North Devon the loveliest of 
English counties. The path, mounting straight up from the 
ullage below without any curve or winding, out of effeminate 
regard for the steepness of the hill, has left the thick hedges, 
which at its lower levels rise over it on each side, like an old 
arch out of which the keystone has dropped, but which yet 
preserves its stability. It has passed beyond the fringe of 
flowers on either hand — the tall foxglove, yellow hawk weed, 
pink herbrobert, and the white milfoil ; it has emerged upon 
the open down, where it runs along the edge of the precipice, 
and looks out upon the tossing sea beneath and beyond. The 
great waves of the channel show from this height no signs of 
motion, save in the white lines of crested foam and wild sea- 
horses' manes that lie flecked about the surface ; the steamer 
below, that is tossing and rolling as she plunges along, seems 
to be moving on a sea of molten glass ; the clouds that fly 
across the sky cast their shadows before and behind them 
upon the waters ; and the face of ocean, as you gaze upon it 
to its blue distances beyond, is as bright, as profound, and as 
impenetrable as the face of the Sphinx rising out of the white 
sands and warmed with the cloudless sunshine of the desert. 
For that " multitudinous smile " which we quote so often is a 
subjective thing. We see in the ocean, as in nature, what 
we feel in ourselves : We are in a mood of laughter, and ocean 
smiles; we are in a mood of sadness, and ocean is grave; we 
are contemplative, and its face is like that of the owl-faced 
Ath^nS for unutterable wisdom. On either side the hill de- 
scends rapidly; on either side the view is nearly the same. 
To right and left is seen a circular cove, into which the waves 
rush through the narrow mouth and sweep back, dragging 
with them shingle, stones, drift-wood, seaweed — all the flot- 
sam and jetsam of a wild coast. On either side are long 
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jagged teeth of rock, lying in slanting strata, stock at the 
entrance of the little bay like sharks' teeth, ready to grip and 
destroy. Behind the cove is the perpendicular face of the 
rock, with ledges on which grow wild rose, honeysuckle, 
blackberry, and bramble; and curving down to meet the 
sands slide the long slopes of the hill, planted thickly by the 
great gardener — Nature — with giant ferns, among which a 
tall man would tramp, shoulder high, like some Titan among 
the palms of a tropical island. On the right hand is a narrow 
ledge of sand, with rock that crops up in dentated edges, and 
backed only by its bulwark of straight and steep precipice ; 
and on the left is a hamlet, consisting of half a dozen cottages, 
and one pretty house standing by itself, apart from the rest. 
You may distinguish it without the aid of any glass in this 
bright and clear August sunlight. It is little more than a 
cottage, with its single storey rising above the verandah, 
which seems to run all round it ; it is covered to its highest 
chimney pots with a flowing robe of clematis, fringed with 
westeria and Virginia creeper. It has a fair lawn in front, 
stretching away from the sea ; and if you were near enough, 
you would see that its gardens are planted almost wholly 
with roses — roses of every colour: roses white and red, of 
York and of Lancaster ; roses brighter than any that bloom 
in the gardens of Gulistan ; roses of Provence and of Auvergne ; 
roses of Gueldres, and roses of England. 

Hard by the cottage is the church, never-failing adjunct of 
the English hamlet — a grey old structure, too large for the 
scanty congregation which on Sunday gathers within its 
mouldering walls. The pathway slopes down the hill to join 
the cart-road — a Slough of Despond in the winter, and in the 
summer a gridiron of Saint Laurence. This winds in and 
out among the houses ; passes here by the mill-wheel, rolling 
slowly round under the light pressure of the streamlet, that 
drips rather than flows upon the broad feathers, and turns 
round the creaking, strong machine ; here by the gate of the 
farmyard, where the pigs lie poking contented noses into the 
reeking straw, content to believe that the days of transforma- 
tion into bacon are yet far ofi*, though the fiat has already 
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been iasaed, and the knife of &te been sharpened ; here by 
an orchard, red and yellow with the apples that will soon be 
gathered and sent to the cider-press; here by the village 
school, where the voices of the children are rising in the 
afternoon hymn of dismissal ; and lastly down to the shore, 
where the rats are lost in sand and shingle. It is high tide, 
or else yon might see the carts gathering the seaweed, which 
is drifted np in heaps ; bat now the waves are beating and 
lashing about the sides of the cove, and the one boat which 
belongs to Comb Leigh is tossing like a cork at anchor. If 
yoa look inland, yon see a long valley stretching back far into 
the grey distance, where the mists of the summer afternoon 
lie over the hillsides, and wrap the trees that are nearer 
with the softness of a Claude landscape, and those that are 
farther with drapery of transparent muslin, through which, 
as through the Coan robe, you may see the leafy limbs all 
ranged in seemly order. The meadows lie between the 
trees — broad slopes, green with pasture land, or yellow with 
the ripened com that waits to be cut. A fair Euglish land- 
scape, meaning peace and prosperity and the blessing of 
heaven and earth. 

And on the cliff, on the very highest part, between the 
path and the precipice, where a gentle slope affords ten feet 
or so of breadth on which to lie and rest and watch the sea, 
are two young people. 

One of them — she — is sitting pulling a flower carelessly. 
Mid the other — he — is lying at her feet, looking now upon 
the sea beneath him, and now at the fair face above him. 

It is a face a little irregular of feature, though oval of 
form; the forehead is too high, the chin a trifle too pro- 
nounced, tne nose not quite straight; and the whole is 
crowned with brown hair, with just — as the sunlight falls 
slantingly upon it — the smallest tinge of gold to give it 
colour and warmth. It is a face where you might expect a 
pair of bright and restless, mutinous eyes ; in their stead 
you find them clear and steadfast of expression — eyes whose 
depths a painter, could he study them, might take as models 
for the illustration of many virtues, but chiefly those of 
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courage, truth, and love. If I were to classify women, as 
my own sex has been so often classified by philoBophero, I 
should divide her, first of all, into two great sections by 
means of her eyes. For the eyes of some women mean love, 
and of some an incapacity for love. The former are the 
sisters, wives, mothers, and aunts to whom children of all 
ages passionately cling; the others are those whom we re- 
spect, or love perhaps, as in duty honnd^ because they happen 
to be near to us. Their hearts are cold; they love them- 
selves more than their own; if they have children, they 
neglect them ; if they have husbands, they slight them ; if 
they have abilities or the faculty of imitation, they write 
movingly about domestic afifections with that unreal twang 
that we know as well as the familiar gag of an actor. The 
girl sitting on the cliff had eyes that could love; they 
rested from time to time furtively upon the curly head by 
her knees, and on the comely limbs which lay stretched at 
full length upon the sward. Her head was bare, and in 
her lap lay the straw hat she had worn on her walk up 
the hill. 

The young man broke the silence with a laugh. 

"We have got metaphysical, Marion — another word for 
nonsensical. Have we nothing better to talk about aft^rour 
long parting ? And tell me, cannot you find some way of 
reconciling duty with pleasure ? " 

She turned her head a little to one side — girls in the 
country get these tricks and ways — while she thought a 
moment, before she answered — 

"I do think that the way of duty is sometimes a veiy hard 
one. And when so many people are disappointed in the 
world, when we read of so mfiny lives falling short of their 
ideal, oh, surely it is better to give up thinking of life as 
bringing pleasure, and only make up our minds to bear and 
do what IB right ! " 

" Yon to give np the pleasures of life, Marion ? You — 
why, Democritus in — in — a brown holland fixxsk and a red 
ribbon!'* 

^^ The ribbon is not red, but magenta.* 
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'* Matter of detail ; and — ^the prettiest little boots in the 
world.'* 

She drew them back with a blnsL 

" Gerald, if life has pleasures and duties too, I think it has 
besides great nonsenses, which must not be allowed." 

" Forgive me, Marion," he said, looking up with his frank 
smile. " Forgive me, and let me finisL Do you seriously 
propose to give up looking for happiness ? " 

" Ah, no," she replied, softening at once, and brightening 
like the face of a lake when the April cloud has passed. 
" No, it is not that, Gerald. I look forward to a great deal 
of happiness. I am happy now at home — I hope I shall be 
happy always, in some way or other ; only I think it cannot 
be right to set your entire heart upon one way of happiness." 

"I do so set mine," said the young man. "Marion, I 
think life is fall of joys and glorious gleams of happiness. 
They call it stormy. Nonsense ! it is a Pacific Ocean for 
calm and sunniness. See now, I am six-and-twenty, or very 
nearly ; you, Marion, are already two-and-twenty. We have 
walked and talked together for at least twelve years — how 
muiy unhappy days have we known ? " 

« None, Gerald, thank God ! " 

** And how many shall we know ? None, Marion, none ! " 
He sprang to his feet, and looked out upon the sea, where the 
sun was hastening to his western bed. " It is an invention 
of old women and cowards that misfortune is always hanging 
over us. Why should we pitch our songs in a minor key 
because bad things happen ? They will not happen to us ; 
and if they do, our singing penitential psalms will not alter 
the course of events. * If I ever wanted a thing,' Byron used 
to pule and cry, * I never get it.' Then why the deuce — I 
beg youp pardon, Marion — why could he not help himself to 
it ? Did he expect it would drop into his mouth ? I hate a 
man who sits and wishes, when he might be up and working. 
It is far better to have no wishes at all, to sit and wait like 
an Arab. I used to watch them, Marion, in the desert of 
Egypt, before I went to Brazil, under the blue sky of evening 
and night, in their attitude of dignity, while we smaller fry 
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chattered. They are the only people who want nothing and 
hope for nothing ; they accept and are contented. We who 
belong to a colder climate are for ever discontented with our 
lot ; we gramble and struggle/* 

She laughed. 

'' No one, at least, will accuse you of being contented with 
things as they are. Are you as great a Radical as you used 
to be when you left us four years ago ? " 

" We are all Radicals at one-and-twenty, I suppose. Bnt, 
Marion, I have found out now the truest lu^piness of life, 
and I mean to try for it." 

"What is that, Gerald?'' 

^* Marion, it is love.** 

She did not reply, but her cheek turned a deep red ; and 
presently she became aware, without looking up, that his 
eyes were fixed on her. If you know people very well, and 
are thinking of them, you get to feel when they are looking 
at you, without turning your own eyes to ascertain the &ct. 
Perhaps this is elective affinity, or perhaps it is biology, or 
perhaps we know all about a thing when we can give it a fine 
name. Scientific gentlemen, it is certain, when they have 
once called a millstone by a Greek name, are instantly enabled 
to see several inches deeper than other folk into it. 

" Love, Marion,*' he went on, sinking again on the grass, 
and gazing into her face — " love requires two people. Let 
us two love one another." 

" We always have, Gerald," the girl murmured. 

" Always, Marion. How many times have we climbed this 
hill together, and sat here looking at the sea ! We have 
been lovers always, from the days when I had to help you 
along if you got tired Always we have loved each other, 
Marion. But I did not know how much, or with what kind 
of love, till I was coming back to England, and thought of 
you day and night. We used to be brother and sister, but 
we are that no more. The long separation has parted the old 
bond between us, but the new one has come in its place. I 
want you to be more to me than we have ever been before to 
each other. Marion, I want you to be my wife." 
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She was sileiit far a while. 

** Tell me, dear, that you can love me with a wanner feeling 
than that of a sister for her brother.** 

She looked him straight and fall in the face ; there was no 
doubt, no hesitation there. 

" I do lore you, Grerald. I do not know how you want me 
to love you, but I am certain that no wife could ever love you 
more.** 

He took her hand and kissed it, sofUy at first, and then 
passionately. 

" The thought has never been out of my mind, dear Marion, 
since I became a man. I have seen no other girl that T could 
love, and resolved to tell you my heart the first day we were 
alone together. Yesterday I was afraid to speak lest I might 
spoil all, lest I had made a mistake. Marion, we have made 
no mistake, have we ? We love each other ; we will give each 
other our lives. Speak to me, dearest ! *' 

^^ If thy handmaid find favour in the eyes of my lord, and 
if—'' 

^' No, Marion, you are not my servant ; you are my princess 
and my queen." 

And this time he did not kiss her hand, but drew her face 
down to his own, and pressed her lips to his. Marion's heart 
passed from her with the kiss, and she drew back blushing, 
coniused, trembling. 

Then Gerald began to tell her of the lives they would lead 
together, and the happiness before them ; and as he talked, 
Marion grew cold, and her heart fell. She shivered. 

" I feel," she said, " as if I had lost something." 

^' It is your hand that you have lost, my darling, for that 
is given to me." 

"Not that, Gerald, not that," she replied. "Let us go 
home ; I am cold." 

The douds had gathered up from the south, and were 
lowering black before them as they rose to go down the hill 
to Comb Leigh. Marion turned for another look at the sea 
the waves were black, and the grey face of ocean was troubled 
with the crows -feet of inn umerable cares. There was no sun- 

B 
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light on the waters, and sea and cloud were blended together 
in the far horizon, (herald passed his arm through hers, and 
led her gently down the hill. 

*^ Don't be saddened by a rain clond, Marion dear,*' he 
whispered. " Life has got nothing to do with weather. Look 
at the lightning up the valley ! One might as well hear evil 
in the growling of the distant thunder." 

" It is not the cloud," Marion replied, bursting into tears, 
— " it is not the cloud, Gerald ; but as you spoke to me, I 
knew that you loved me ; I knew it was coming, and I felt so 
happy — oh, so happy ! — all in a moment to know that you 
were really and truly my lover. I had not thought of it till 
the last few days, since you came home again, and we have 
been different to each other. And suddenly my happiness 
seemed to be dashed like a cup of water from my lips. What 
does it mean, Gerald ? what does it mean ? " 

'^ It means that my Marion is the best and dearest of all 
the girls that ever lived, as well as the prettiest and sweetest. 
It means that she gave me her heart, and felt cold for a 
moment for want of it. And it means that my love is a little 
frightened to think what she has done, and all she has pledged 
herself ta See, dear, the clouds are rising again over the 
woods ; there is the rifb among them, and the bit of blue. 
Look at the glint of sunshine on the copper beech yonder. 
Everything is brighter for the rain, though it has been but a 
shower. See how the hills seem to start into light and colour 
again ; that is a picture of our life, dear. Marion, Marion, 
stay here by the stile, and let me tell you again how I love 
you — so ; let me press you in my arms. Dear, dear Marion, 
how I love you — how I love you ! " 

It was two hours later when they reached the bottom of the 
lane — Marion bright again, laughing at herself, and animated. 

At the gate of the Rosery they stopped. 

^^ I must go home," said Gerald. ^^ Tell your father what 
you like, dearest." 

'^ I cannot say anything even to Adie, Gerald* Oome and 
tell papa to-night. Good-bye." 

" Good-bye, sweetheart, good-bye.** 
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He pressed her hands, and looked her fall in the face with 
eyes of passionate longing — a look that Marion was to treasure 
up in her heart for ever. The first tender words and the first 
warm look of a lover are as sacred to a woman as the first 
little shoes of her eldest bom. It seemed as if his eyes were 
on her and his hands in hers still when she recovered from 
the first tnmnlt of her heart, and lifted her eyes to watch 
her lover, striding along the road that led up the valley to 
Chacomb HalL 



CHAPTER n. 

CAPTAIN' REVEL, on half-pay, of her Majesty^s Navy— 
that service which we treat so badly and regard so proudly 
— was not in any respect like the mariner Ben Bowling, or 
Admiral Benbow, or Lieutenant Lufi*, the sailors with whom 
the literature of imagination has made the world familiar. 
He did not wear loose blue trousers and a pilot coat, nor did 
he hitch up his garments in moments of aroused virtue, nor 
did he drink rum, nor did he swear, unless under provocation, 
nor did he stand habitually with his legs apart, nor did he 
have a red nose. He was a sailor of quite the modem school, 
thoagh now a man of between fifty and sixty years of age; 
being a rather quiet and precise man, with little of the self- 
assertion that usually comes from habits of command ; modest 
of speech, and diifident in manner. He was pale, and had 
cheeks hollowed with study ; short-sighted, and carried double 
glasses; and was absent, frequently wandering away from 
the topic, and having to be recalled by his daughter Marion. 
He was a student in literature and a dabbler in science, as 
great a gardener as Adam, and learned in flowers, especially 
roses, of which he had all the varieties that he could afibrd 
to buy. His face, with thin sharp features and delicately 
clear outlines, proclaimed his foreign extraction ; for Captain 
Fabien de Lussac Revel was a Frenchman and the son of ft 
Frenchman, although an English officer. Out of the great 
army of ^migris — who mostly, it must be confessed, left their 
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countiy for their country's good — a few fonnd oommisaiona 
in the English navy, and fonght as manfully against the 
France of the new r^ime as any Frenchman had ever fought 
under Jean Bart or Labourdonnaye. Among these was the 
Comte de Reville, who carried abnegation of his country so 
far as to Anglicise his name, and appeared on the Navy List 
as Lieutenant BeveL He never mounted any higher on the 
ladder of promotion, but he put his son into the service and 
brought him up as an Englishman. Captain Bevel preserved 
the papers which proved his ancestry and his title, in case he 
should ever wish to resume it, and pleased himself with the 
comfortable reflection that his race was an ancient and 
honourable one, with a history as long as its pedigree. 

He came to Comb Leigh when he retired from the navy, 
some sixteen years before our story opens, with three children, 
his half-pay, and a modest patrimony. He had married 
twice. By the first marriage he had one child, Marion, now 
aged twenty-two; by the second he had a son Fred, now 
nearly twenty, and a daughter, Adrienne, now sixteen. 

Marion you have seen. Of two girls one is always the 
daughter of the house, the father's friend and confidante — 
the ruler, if there is no mother ; the prime minister, if there 
is; and in any case the teacher and adviser. This was 
Marion. As for the son Fred, he was at Oxford, where it 
was felt certain that he would achieve great things. Adrienne, 
little Adie, was the plaything and darling, and, like all 
darlings, childish for her years, and exacting of much tender- 
ness and sympathy. 

It was a household full of tenderness. The captain was a 
soflr hearted man, fond of his children ; the children, brought 
up in the seclusion of a happy valley into which the outer 
world penetrated rarely, believed that no one was so wise, so 
good, and so learned as their father. Those are the happiest 
femilies where all believe in each other, just as he is the 
happiest man who mostly believes in himself The quality 
of self-conceit, if it is valuable for the individual, is priceless 
for the family. We all know those domestic circles, never 
tired of each other^ in which Jack^ otherwise a miracle of 
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stupidity, is supposed to have the finest voice in the world ; 
Tom, who got prizes at school, is the cleverest man in the 
world; Snsan, the saucer-eyed, is the prettiest girl; and 
Jane, with a face like a frying-pan, the most remarkable. 
Marion Revel honestly believed that her brother Fred was 
far cleverer than his compeers, though he failed to get any 
prizes at all as a boy, and had not yet distinguished himself 
at college ; while little Adie seemed to her the personification 
of brightness, aflFection, and beauty. To the outer world, 
Fred Revel was a good-natured, handsome young fellow, who 
took things as easily as if he hud been born to ten thousand 
a year ; to the unprejudiced observer, Adie was a girl with a 
face which a few years might render beautiful, and a figure 
which required the ripening of two or three summers before 
you could pronounce an opinion on it. And, up to the pre- 
sent, if the captain has had any anxiety about his son's future, 
it has not crossed his lips. In truth, he has had none. When 
Fred refused at thirteen to go into the navy, his father was 
grieved, but let the boy have his way. When he grew older 
and resolved upon going to the University, the captain, con- 
vinced that education was the finest thing in the world, 
devised with Marion schemes of pinching and economy, to 
get for the boy all the advantages of learning. He is at 
present making the most of those advantages. He attends 
the college lectures, at which undergraduates learn so much 
and are so thankful for; he has, through the thoughtful 
kindness of Oxford tradesmen, a fair mount occasionally, a 
tolerable glass of claret in his room, can give those little 
breaklasts by which the fatigues of study are dispelled, can 
decollate his apartment with costly engravings, and can par- 
take in all the amusements of the place. Oxford and Cam- 
bridge are rich indeed in endowments, but they are richer in 
those fine philanthropists who force fine things upon inex- 
perienced youth, and teach them lessons, never contemplated 
by the pious founders, in the luxury of that rich outer world 
to which few undergraduates will ever belong. Like so many 
of his kind, young Fred Revel, too, on his allowance of two 
hundred pounds a year^ was living at the rate of a thousand 
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in eight montlis, without as yet troabling himself as to what 
the end might be. 

Ah, how pleasant it is, this paradise of the youthful fool, 
whose every banquet is a delight, and every noisy revelry a 
feast of reason ! A dream from which the awaking may be 
bitter, bub the recollection is sweet. We in England have 
much to be thankful for, and especially that we have two 
such places as Oxford and Cambridge, where for three years 
the poorest undergraduate may enjoy the privileges of 
unlimited tick, and feel all the reality of being rich. A great 
English University is like a dream of feiry-land ; in it those 
who work and are good boys and are lucky get pocketsful of 
money for all the rest of their lives ; those who lie idling in 
the sun or sit singing in the shade are patted on the head 
by their tutors, tempted to eat, drink, and be merry by the 
benefactors above named, and troubled by no difficulties or 
debts till the allotted time runs out. So the Sheikh of the 
Mountains took his young men into an Edeu, where houris 
brought them iced sherbet and played with them upon beds 
of roses for three days and three nights; then they were 
taken out, and paid the penalty for the brief season of joy 
by a life of obedience and slavery. After all, they could 
remember. 

The girls knew nothing of this pleasantness ; girls are taught, 
very properly, to believe that young men are always engaged 
in intense study when they are not discussing points of phi- 
losophy. Marion and Adie thought that Fred was hard at 
work. When he came home, resplendent in the gorgeous 
costume proper to the High, he wanted a long holiday, and 
must put away his books. Moreover, he must tell them of 
the Oxford world. Fred was willing to listen to reason; 
during the vacations he was content to forego the improve- 
ment of his mind, and devoted himself, like the best of 
brothers, to boating, fishing, and his sisters. 

This little Anglicised French family, living in the quietest 
place in all England, without any relations or connections in 
the country, where they had settled like Naomi in the tribe 
of Judah, had but one house where they could find inter- 
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oonrse with the outer world. It lay a mile and a half up the 
valley, and was called Chacomb HalL There had been a 
hamlet of Chacomb and a race of Squire Chacombs from time 
immemorial. No Chacomb had ever distinguished himself; 
no event connected the place with the history of the country ; 
the annals of the hamlet boasted no village Hampden, so that 
very likely there never was one there at all ; and if there had 
been a Milton ever bom among them, he was mute and 
inglorious, and so might just as well have been a Smith. 

But for the Revels there was Gerald Chacomb. He was 
older than Marion by some four years, and had been her only 
friend and chief companion. The two, when Gerald was at 
home for his holidays, roamed about the hills together like 
Paul and Virginia, as loving and as thoughtful of each other, 
Hiough of sterner stuff than that sentimental and unfortunate 
couple. They knew every bird in the woods by its call, 
every wild flower, and every tree; they were wise in the 
manners and customs of the smaller beasts of prey — weasels 
and polecats and martens, and their like — which lie hidden 
in the Devonshire woods; they learned together by long 
familiarity that neglected science of woodcraft which no 
books can teach ; and when the boy, obeying the instincts of * 
his nature, took to reading works of travel and natural 
history, it was to Marion that he read them, filling her soul 
as well as his own with images of the strange wild animals 
of those Southern lands, dim with the haze of perpetual heat, 
filled with the haunted silence of a tropical moon, and bright 
with the splendour of cobra, panther and jaguar. They sat 
side by side on the edge of the cliff, while Gerald read aloud 
of the mighty river, across whose broad bosom the green and 
gold serpents glide in the blaze of the sun ; on whose shores 
lies the lazy alligator ; and to whose waters come to lap, at 
morning and at eve, the chattering monkey, the sleek puma, 
and the giant python. 

" It is over there, Marion." Gerald would point across the 
sea. " Only three weeks' voyage, and we could get there and 
see it for ourselves. When I am a man I will go." 

When he was a man he did go. Nothing could stop him. 
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He left the University, and obtained a travelling fellowship, 
which, with the little fortune he had inherited from his 
mother, made him independent of his father's opposition. 

Marion stayed at home, and tried to paint — ^it was her 
only accomplishment — the scenes which Gerald's letters 
described. She covered acres of paper with imaginary 
sketches, in which were reproduced his stories of the life he 
led upon the Amazons and Orinoco. 

While he travelled, she, womanlike, looked on, watched, 
and waited, almost unconscious of the place he filled in her 
life. 

Four years : it is a long time even in the life of a man 
whose years are like a piled- up sheaf, and whose days are 
hastening the swifter to their autumn, as the waters hurry 
the faster as they near the fall ; but it is a great gap indeed 
in that period when a girl is becoming a woman. Marion 
was eighteen when Gerald Chacomb went away, full then of 
the trembling perplexities and twilight visions of the future 
which surround the way of a girl. She was twenty-two 
when he came back, a woman ripe for love; and Gerald 
Chacomb was doubly a man, because he was a lover. 



CHAPTER in. 

GERALD CHACOMB strode with swinging step along 
the road up the valley to Chacomb Hall, his heart 
aglow, his eyes aflame, his lips trembling with the recollec- 
tion of the last two hours. Nor did he trouble himself to 
wonder how his father might take it. That consideration, 
indeed, one must own, was not one that often stood in the 
way of his resolutions. His plan was rather to treat the 
paternal permission as a kind of grace after meat; to act 
first and ask afterwards; to do, and then, with filial care 
that his father should have some part, to insure a kind of 
^KDsthumous concurrence in the deed. And as he stepped 
along, his thoughts ran mainly on the life he would lead at 
Chacomb. 
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^ The governor wanto me to live at home and potter aboat 
among the Collection. Hang the Collection ! Well, he will 
be happy. Marion will like to be near her own people, so 
she will be happy too. I should like to take her away wiUi 
me somewhere, bat I suppose that cannot be. My pretty 
Marion ! " 

About a mile irom Comb Leigh he was awakened disagree- 
ably from his meditations by the appearance of a man waiting 
for him by the roadside. He was a big, burly man, dressed 
in a fashion not often seen in the lanes of North Devon : a 
sober suit of black, with a tall hat ; his long-tailed frock coat 
swung back fix)m his big, brawny shoulders ; and his waist- 
coat, as far removed from the M.6. type as is possible in a 
black waistcoat, showed an expanse of shirt front which 
might have been whiter ; his trousers were wide and bulged 
at the knees, as if he sat wxiting in them with his feet under 
the chair, afler the manner of those to whom Nature has not 
been prodigal in the matter of legs — ^though his were long ; 
his hat was glossy, and yet not new ; and he wore no gloves. 
In his hand he carried a silk umbrella, which had seen 
slenderer days ; and about the whole appearance of the man 
there was manifest the desire to preserve somehow a respect- 
able exterior. His features were coarse and common, but 
not more vulgar than may be seen in many a man who is 
bidden to sit up high at great festivals. When he laughed, 
which was oflen, he laughed with the mouth, and not the 
eyes ; when he smiled, the frequency of his smiles depending 
a good deal on the company he was in, he smiled with his 
lips, and showed his teeth. Strangers, who were apt to take 
a violent dislike to him at first sight, often found themselves 
before the evening was over talking confidentially to him, 
and next morning repented. His name was Joseph Chacomb, 
and be was Fellow of the Royal College of Physicians, and 
first cousin to Mr. Chauncey Chacomb, the squire of Chacomb 
HaU, 

^* You here?" said Gerald, holding out his hand with no, 
veiy cordial show. 

** I am, as you see, my boy," returned the other. " And 
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ri^ht glad to welcome the traveller home. Left the patienta 
with a brother poisoner. He is younger than I am, and his 
conscience is clearer. Came down last night as far as 
£xeter. Yon are looking in splendid condition. As for 
your father, he is a different man already. Tou know, my 
dear boy, his temper." 

" Never mind my father's temper.** 

" I don't mind it. I am the only man who never did mind 
it. In fact, I rather like it. If I was his son, I dare say I 
should think a great deal of it. Being only Dr. Chacomb — 
Joe Chacomb^with a practice like a joint-stock company 
(Why ? Because it's limited), I can afford to sit down and 
laugh. However, he has made a splendid addition to the 
Collection — an undoubted Dow, and he's now at home with 
it on his knees. My cousin Chauncey ought to have been a 
good father if he treated his baby— you, the only — as he 
treats his Collection. But then your head was not by an Old 
Master, eh?— after the manner of an Old Master." 

Gerald was irritated, partly at a long-standing dislike of 
the man, and partly owing to the interruption to his thoughts, 
but he laughed. 

" You are on your way home, I suppose. Captain Bevel 
is with your father. It wants two hours of dinner. This 
Devonshire air, what an appetite it gives ! If I lived here, I 
would have two dinners a day and a supper. It must be 
dreadful to be poor at Chacomb. Perhaps it is to escape their 
country appetite that so many people come up to London — 
that, and to get their medical attendance for nothing. Tell 
me about your travels, Gerald. Your beard improves you, 
and you've filled out about the shoulders. You are like your 
grandfather : he was a fair Chacomb. Your father is a black 
Chacomb. And I am a red Chacomb. We are nearly 
prismatia All the colours of the family represented in us 
three. In the smoking-room to-night you shall tell me some 
of your adventures, eh ? " 

He winked, and looked so knowing, that Gerald felt in- 
clined to kick him. 

'^ By Jove I I wish I had had your chances of seeing the 
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world. But when I was one-and- twenty I was walking the 
hospital; and ever since I've been making blue pills and 
brewing black draughts. All the rest of the Pharmacopooia 
is humbug, Gerald. With blue pills and black draughts I'd 
dear out half the sick wards of the hospital : beat doctors 
black and blue, eh ? But never mind that. Tell me where 
you went, and all about it. The Squire is hazy in geography. 
I believe he thinks Brazil is in Africa." 

Presently they reached Chacomb Hall. 

The Hall was approached by an avenue of elms, under 
which the carriage drive ran, grandly arched over by branches 
BO close together that the crowded leaves supported each 
other, and remained upon the trees till January. The house 
stood on a slope : a great square modem house, with no pre- 
tensions to beauty save a western gable. This portion was 
built of brick — a warm and soft brick, over which years had 
spread a mellow tinge ; two sides of it were clothed with ivy ; 
the third looked due west down the valley to the sea ; and in 
clear days — most days in North Devon are clear — you got a 
glimf)s© of Lundy in the far distance from the upper window. 
This bit, the last of the old Hall, had been mercifully pre- 
served by that interposition of Providence which killed the 
former squire — a great builder — and gave the estate to his 
cousin, Gerald's father. 

Between Chauncey Chacomb as a young man and the 
estate there had once been so many lives, that in accepting 
a clerkship in Somerset House at a hundred a year, he 
thought himself provided with all the goods the gods would 
send him. Dis aliter visum. The owner of Chacomb had 
no children ; the two intervening lives fell in ; and Chauncey 
at thirty came into possession. 

At thirty-five he took a wife. Also, about this period he 
began to form those Collections of his which, he felt, could 
make him famous. When he was thirty-seven his wife pre- 
sented him with a son. The same annus mirabilis was also 
remarkable for the acquisition of a rose noble ; an original 
Murillo, purchased through the agency and by the advice of 
Mr. Burls, the eminent picture dealer ; the picking up of an 
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ancient pike-head, which marvellously resembled the nseftil 
end of a modem spud ; and for the death of his wife, who 
never recovered the effects of her confinement. 

The Collection was the bugbear of Gerald Chacomb's boyish 
existence. He knew every glass case and its contents. He 
knew by heart the expository discourse with which his father 
would explain his treasures while he exhibited them to the 
unhappy wanderer whose steps brought him to the door. The 
cases were placed in what Mr. Chacomb called his library, 
though he never read, and his son had carried away the books 
to his own side of the house, the ol3 portion. The Collection 
contained coins, flint implements, bronze ornaments, beads, 
swords and daggers, and a multifarious collection over which 
the rustic gaped and the antiquary yawned. For, in truth, 
Mr. Chacomb's Collection was as valueless a set of trumpery 
forgeries, worthless curios, modem antiques, and twopenny 
bric-d-irac as might be picked up at Cairo, Rome, Naples, 
Jerusalem, or any other place where the chief industry is 
that of forging ancient relics. No bishop of the twelfth 
century, travelling to Palestine for the good of his sinful 
soul, was more eager after saints' bones than Mr. Chacomb 
after any old fragment to which he could attach a history. 
He had travelled, too, and brought homo with him, eStev each 
voyage, stones from the places he had visited. These got a 
good deal mixed on the way ; so that what had been a frag- 
ment from Luxor was exhibited as a specimen of the marble 
of the Acropolis at Athens, and what had been knocked off 
the long-suffering Sphinx was labelled as a stone from the 
Colosseum of Rome. Young Mr. Chacomb, too, in his irre- 
verence for the past, had still further jumbled and confused 
things, by altering labels and changing stones — sins pardon- 
able only on the score of youth and ignorance of archaeology. 

All his spare moments Mr. Chacomb devoted to writing 
the catalogue of his Collection. It was a bulky manuscript, 
which he constantly wrote, re-wrote, and corrected. Here 
was recorded the history of each precious relic, told at length, 
with all the circumstances connected with its find, and an 
excursus on the probable connection of the treasure witii the 
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political history of the period at which Mr. ChacomVs imagi- 
Dation chose to fix the date. The docament was the repository 
of all that its author owned of fancy, history, or scholarship. 
His reading, such as it was, bore perpetually upon his cata- 
logue. He bought journals of the archaeological societies, and 
he hunted them for new hints with which to embellish his . 
catalogue. ^ 

On the walls of the room in which the Chaoomb Collection* 
was placed hung a dozen masterpieces, to which the squire 
added as opportunity offered. 

" I have," he was wont to say, " only a few pictures, but 
I am proud to say that they are originals.** 

In one sense they were originals, having been mostly 
painted for Mr. Burls, and at the request of that distinguished 
collector, by young men in his employ ; their natural merits 
being improved by a resemblance, perhaps accidental, to one 
or other of the great mastera Any one can copy a picture 
in a gallery, but it requires a painter of genius to produce an 
original work in the style of a master. Latterly, however, 
Mr. Burls had few dealings with his former patron ; for Dr. 
Joseph Chacomb suddenly developed a curious taste in oil 
paintings, and became the fortunate means of introducing to 
his cousin one or two chef9-d^0Buvre of the very greatest value, 
which he obtained for him, on commission, at a comparatively 
small cost. 

Glerald found his father, as usual, in the Collection. The 
glass cases were open ; on the table stood his basin of .water, 
his hydrochloric acid for treating the coins, his cameFs-hair 
brush, and his labels. But instead of fussing, as usual, among 
them, the squire was sitting in an easy-chair by the window, 
nursing a blackened and smoke-dried picture in a tarnished 
gilt frame. And standing by him, eye-glasses in hand, was 
Captain Eevel. 

Mr. Chauncey ChacomVs appearance did not proclaim 
aloud his parentage of Gerald. For the son was fair and 
tall, square-shouldered and stalwart, while the father was 
short and dark. Gerald's face was round and comely, while 
his father's was sharp and hard. The squire^ in fact, recalled 
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the old portraits of Richard the Third. He had the same 
look of ability in the low, square forehead; the same cunning 
which the limner always depicts in the expression of that 
wicked Plantagenet : he was strong, like Richard ; and, like 
Richard, he was slightly deformed — though not in the same 
way, for his right shoulder was higher than his left. This 
gave his appearance an awkwardness to which no familiarity 
ever quite accustomed his friends. His manner was always 
cold, but with a studied civility. He smiled a good deal, but 
not so often nor in the same way as his cousin, the doctor ; 
and he never deceived any living soul into the belief that 
he was going to commit, for him or her, an unselfish act. 
Chauncey Chacomb, as a clerk in the Admiralty, was unsocial 
and unpopular. When the news came of his cousin's death, 
there was an impious but intelligible expression of feeling 
among his fellows that so great a piece of fortune might have 
been bestowed more fitly upon one with more of the makings 
of a g(X>d fellow. As a lady supplies with ceruse, rouge, 
paddino-, and other artful agencies the deficiencies of Nature, 
so Mr. Chacomb learned to wreathe his face in habitual smiles, 
and assume a cordiality towards the world which he did not 
feel. He was not cynical, but indifferent. He did not sneer 
at people, nor was he envious of them, nor did he impute 
unworthy motives, nor did he say bitter and carping things ; 
he was only cold and careless. To the aims and objects of 
his kind, to the tendencies and movements of his kind, to the 
sufferings and sorrows of men and women — to these hopes 
and fears Chauncey Chacomb was dead. He loved but one 
created thing — not himself, because he was too conscious of 
his own defects to love Chauncey Chacomb, but his son ; and 
he had only one vulnerable point at which his hide of indiffer- 
ence could be pierced by a simple pin's point — his invaluable 
Collection. 

When the rhinoceros, at whom you may discharge your 
arrows and hurl your javelins till you are tired, actually feels 
the prick of one which by accident finds out a thin place in 
the hide carelessly flung across the creature's back, like a 
railway rug over a lady's knees, he begins to rage and roar. 
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and makes things perilous for the black Nimrods in his 
neighbourhood. The rhinoceros, in fact, gets into a vulgar 
rage, and plays indiscriminate devilry. The elephant, on the 
other hand, if anybody hurts him, keeps his resentment to 
himself till the chance comes of paying off old scores. Then 
he puts his big foot on the offender, who is seldom strong 
enough to preserve much rotundity after the operation, and 
pretends, with an apologetic twirl of his trunk, that it wafl 
by accident. 

Mr. Chauncey Chacomb, not elephantine in any other 
respect, had the nature of that glorious creature in this, that 
he nursed his wrath. When he was offended he smiled, and, 
taking the injury night after night to bed with him, tenderly 
looked after it, fostered and fed it, kept it always alive and 
flourishing, and looked on admiringly while the little ugly 
monster grew up into a great amorphous Frankenstein. 

He brooded over a wrong. He pleased himself with invent- 
ing schemes of imaginary revenge, on which he would gloat, 
picturing the agonies of the victim and his own ungodly 
triumph. Twenty years before this story begins, he had 
received, as he thought, a great injury and a wanton insult 
from a man who unthinkingly scoffed at his ancient arrow- 
heads, and disputed the authenticity of his beloved rose noble. 
The man who did it had long ago forgotten the whole thing, 
but in Chauncey ChacomVs mind it was flourishing like an 
evergreen bay tree, growing ever taller and spreading wider, 
like a Norfolk Island pine. For twenty years ho had been 
in almost daily intercourse with this man, dining at his 
table, walking and talking with him, asking and giving 
advice, receiving his confidences, and appearing, to all the 
rustic world of Comb Leigh, his dearest and most intimate 
friend. 

And he hated him all the time. Day after day, and night 
after night, Chauncey Chacomb pursued the shadow of an 
ima^nary revenge for an imagined injury. It was a sort of 
habit. Perhaps he would have done his enemy no harm had 
he found the opportunity. But the hatred, unforgivingness, 
and malice lay in his heart, like those little devils whom the 
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magician pnts into bottles — so lively and so harmless, so long 
as the lottle is corked. 

This enemy who believed himself, who was believed by 
everybody to be Chauncey Chacomb's greatest friend, was 
the man who stood by him, looking at the newly bought 
picturej when Gerald and the doctor came into the room. 



CHAPTER IV. 

*• T Think I should have it cleaned, Chacomb,** the captun 

X said, looking at the picture with puzzled eyes. " See 
what you make of it, Gerald." 

At first sight nothing was to be made out of it at all, ex- 
cept a perfectly black surface, covered with a dull and much 
cracked varnish, set in a dingy frame. Mr. Chacomb placed 
it on a chair before the window, and began to move slowly 
before it in a semicircle, so as to catch the light from every 
possible point of view, holding his hands, afler the manner 
of art critics, slightly curved over his eyes. His attitude 
was one of speechless admiration. The doctor, with a gleam 
on his face which might mean amusement, and might mean 
incredulity, or, indeed, almost anything, took his place beside 
his cousin, and began a similar pantomime of observation 
with a grave countenance. 

There was one thing especially noticeable about Dr. 
Chacomb, that the spirit of mimicry was so strong in him as 
sometimes to make him overact his part, and even to lead, 
by too zealous an impersonation, to the loss of many little 
coups carefully prepared beforehand. On the present occa- 
sion, with an involuntary glance at the other two, to see if 
they realised the humour of the situation, he crept with the 
squire slowly from left to right and from right to left, sway- 
ing his big shoulders and rolling his head, in grave imitation 
of his cousin, occasionally throwing in a gesture, a gasp, or 
an indication of rapture, as some hitherto unobserved beauty 
rewarded his inspection. 

*^ What delicacy ! " murmured Chauncey Chaoomt^ - 
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^ What fidelity ! " echoed the doctor in a whisper. 

"Splendid breadth of outline!" exclaimed the sqnire, 
bringing bis forefinger round in a comprehensive circle, 
which finished by pointing to the fine proportions of the 
doctor. 

^' Majesty and height ! " replied the doctor, with an upward 
sweep. 

" You see it, Joseph ? ** said the squire. 

" I do, Chauncey. Now that you point it out, I do.** 

^^Then hang me," said the captain, who had no per- 
ception of the ridiculous — '' hang me if I can see anything 
at all!** 

Chauncey Chacomb answered not a word, but pointed to 
the centre of the panel. 

Bevel shook his head. The doctor sighed with pity, and 
nodded approbation. 

" I suppose," said Gerald, " that we have not been able to 
catch the right light. I can see nothing at all ; but 1 dare 
say I shall make it out presently. Perhaps there are duskier 
pictures even than this in galleries, and people admire them. 
Tell me what it is, father." 

"I am studying it," replied Mr. Chacomb, solemnly. 
"There is a trunk, and — and — yes — it is a leg — an arm 
and hand, and what appears to be a head, but I am not 
quite sure. More delicate flesh tints 1 think I never saw. 
Revel, it would be a sin to have this masterpiece touched. 
Look at that curve — see — Hogarth s line of beauty 
anticipated." 

"I see," said the perverse captain, "a daub of drab-colour 
paint, that looks as if it bad been laid on by the brush of a 
house painter. All the rest is black panel, varnished by an 
apprentice. Come, Chacomb, you do not surely mean us to 
admire this ? " 

" Not unless you like. Revel. Eh, Joseph ? not unless he 
likes,'* said the squire, chuckling. 

" Certainly, Captain Revel, no one can force you to admire 
anything" said the courtier. ** Still, if delicacy and breadth 
of outline fail to please you, what will ? " 
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"Tut, tut," said the captain; "I may be a fool, but I 
cannot see anything." 

"Grerald," said his father, "look at it carefully. Come 
where I am standing; here, my boy. You must see that 
leg," he added, almost piteously. 

" There is certainly something, but I cannot — my 
eye wants your training, father — I cannot make out what 
it is." 

The captain whistled softly. 

" Mr. Burls said it was a Dow, did he? Well, it may be 
a Do ; but I don't think it is a Dow." 

At this simple joke they all laughed, except the squire, 
who had not learned how any one could dare to laugh at a 
picture of the Collection. 

" What do you proi)ose to call it ?" asked the captain. 

" Burls believed it to be the village Porkshop," the doctor 
said, modestly. " lie promised to bring up all the details 
by a new process if — " 

" I won't have it cleaned," the squire interposed, 
putting his hands in his pockets, and falling back in 
admiration. 

" Nothing should induce me to have his confounded pro- 
cess applied to this beautiful thing. What are you doing, 
Revel?" 

The captain, turning it round, was tapping the back with 
his knuckles. 

"It is odd," he said. "The panel seems double. Lend 
me a knife, Gerald." 

He cut the paper, and loosened the nails which held 
the board to the frame. Then behold a great marvel 
For it was a false back, and behind it, on the reverse 
of the panel, lay the true picture, the back of which they 
had been admiring. A young girl's face, fresh as Etty, 
creamy as Greuze, bright as Titian, with the pearly tints 
of health and innocence — a beautiful painting, whose 
pigments were as unfaded as if they had been laid on the 
day before. It had been turned round for some purpose 
of preservation, and so had been left, forgotten and secure 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 35 

— guarded only by some tradition that it wt^ a picture — 
and probably lying among a lot of lumber waiting for a 
purchaser. 

" Why, in the name of all that's — " the captain turned it 
round and round — " here's the picture itself; and, by gad, 
Ghacomb, weVe been looking at the back ! " 

" Then it is a Dow, after all," cried the doctor with much 
presence of mind. " Dow, you see, Gerald ; dos in French — 
back — eh? Ho! ho! Chauncey, my boy, weVe been sold! 
That rascal Burls ! Wait till I get back to town and have 
it out with him." 

'^ It is the most extraordinary thing I ever knew," said the 
captain. " And a sweet little painting, after all. Chacomb, 
you are in luck. This damsel's face strikes me as a good 
deal better than the delicate — ha! ha! — the delicate flesh 
tints and the fidelity of touch. I don't think — " 

Hero he caught a glimpse of the discomfited squire, and, 
though little prone to extravagant mirth, sat down and fairly 
bubbled over with laughter. 

" The back of the picture, after all. Only the back ! How 
about the flesh tints, eh? And the leg, and the line of 
beauty ! The delicacy and the fidelity ! Chacomb, we shall 
never forget it, never ! " 

When Don Quixote, the Knight of the Rueful Countenance, 
experienced that adventure of the fulling-mills, which is 
known to all who are acquainted with his biography, he 
showed no more melancholy spectacle of discomfiture than 
Chauncey Chacomb at this sudden collapse of his newly 
acquired masterpiece. His frame shrank ; his hands hung 
down; his face was pale, save where the cheeks were 
flushed with an angry red. The doctor had retired. Oue 
glance at his cousin had been too much for him; and 
stealing quietly through the window, he retired to a con- 
venient spot out of sight, where he might sit down and laugh 
at his ease. 

The captain turned the picture round, and set it in its 
proper place. 

"This is almost worth sending to the papers," he said 
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"The prettiest little picture, too, Chacomb. Come, man, 
you can afford to laugh, because you have won. Why, this 
fresh, bright girl's face is worth all the sham Gerard Dows 
you could buy in a lump of Burls and all his people/* 

But Chauncey Chacomb was too disturbed to answer. 

" Come, Chacomb, you are not angry, are you ? Even the 
best judges get deceived sometimes. Though, of all the 
wonderful things — how Marion will laugh when I tell her! 
Now who could have suspected — who the deuce could tell 
that the thing was hindside before ? IVe seen a sailor get 
on horseback with his nose to the crupper ; but hang me if 
I ever saw a picture stern on before ! " 

" Angry ? ** echoed the squire. " Angry ? No, why should 
I be ? As you say, we all make mistakes. My cousin there, 
for instance — " 

"Oh, I," said the doctor cheerily, who had returned re- 
freshed — " I was the first to make the mistake. It was I 
who put you all out. Laugh at me as much as ever you like, 
if you must laugh. Ho ! ho I " 

He laughed as if he was laughing at somebody else. 

" Yes," said Chauncey, with woebegone face. " Ha ! 
ha!" 

It was an interjection with so little of the emotional and 
spontaneous character about it that the doctor laughed the 
louder. 

" When I think of myself," he said, " in Burls's shop — I 
went there, you know, with this thing under my arm — I will 
never forgive Burls — never. * What is it worth. Burls?* I 
asked him. * It's worth — ' Well, never mind the price Burls 
put upon it, because it would astonish you. ^ It is a genuine 
Gerard Dow ' — Burls's own words, not mine. * A Gerard Dow ; 
and I shouldn't wonder if it does not turn out to be the long- 
lost Village Porkshop/ The long-lost Village Porkshop— 
think of that, Chauncey." 

" I never heard of that picture," said the captain. 

"Perhaps not," the doctor went on. "Very few people 
have." 

This struck him as being a remark so true, and so apposite 
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to the fable he was inventing, that he broke into a now 
langh. 

" Excuse me, Chauncey ; you ought to laugh, not I. But 
I can't help it, for the life of me. What I thought were 
flesh tints, he said was dead pig. Never trust Burls again, 
Chauncey." 

The squire's face relaxed. 

"Of course I was deceived," he said, rather hoarsely. 
"And as for the picture, Joseph, you may take it back, 
and—" 

" No, don't do that," said the captain. " The picture is 
really a good one. Look at it again, Chacomb. Do keep it 
if you can." 

The squire shook his head gloomily. 

" No ; I shall send it back." 

But he kept it all the same, and the picture still hangs in 
Chacomb Hall, where those who now own the place tell its 
strange story. 

Then the captain looked at his watch, and went away, 
Gerald with him. Chauncey Chacomb listened to their voices 
outside the house. When their steps had died away, he 
turned to his cousin, who was expecting one of the sharp 
speeches which the head of the Chacomb house was accus- 
tomed to use in moments of displeasure to such of his relations 
as owed him money. It was annoying to the doctor, because 
he wanted to borrow more, and was most sincerely anxious 
that his cousin should be kept in good temper. But the squire 
was not thinking of him. 

"It is envy, Joseph," he whispered, with a kind of groan 
— "it is malignant envy. I am richer than he is, and he 
envies me and sneers at me. You saw it, Joseph — you saw 
how his lips turned pale with envy when he found the 
picture hidden behind the frame. He envies me my money, 
he envies me my Collection, and he even envies me my son — 
my Gerald." 

The doctor was entirely confused with this sudden and 
unexpected turn; he bet?an, indeed, to murmur that it was 
highly creditable to the captain, but left off in time. 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



38 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

"If I were like other collectors," the squire went on, "I 
should be annoyed at such an incident. It might be a 
blot on my reputation; but I can aSbrd to disregard that. 
It is not even that he should be able to make up a story 
out of it, and laugh at me. It is the man's real natnre 
that I see through and despise. That is the contemptible 
thing." 

" It is," sighed the doctor, getting interested. " That really 
is the saddest part of the whole affair." 

" I am glad you noticed it as well as myself. Joseph, let 
us two have one more look at this picture — what he calls the 
back of it — eh ? Put it in the light again — so. What do you 
think ? Tell me candidly, Joe." 

The doctor's eyes glistened as he caught the cue. 

" Think ? What I thought all along, Chauncey ; though 
Revel put me out a little at first with his confounded discovery. 
The real picture is here, after all ; just where we were looking 
at it." 

He glanced doubtfully at his cousin. The assertion seemed 
too daring. But it was received with credulity. 

" I Icaew it all along — I was certain of it. We can't deny 
the girl's head, Joe — any one can see that. A modem thing, 
put in by some copyist Pretty enough, too. It wants eyes 
to see the other, though. Let us look at it again. Yes; 
Joe, vou are quite sure — are you quite sure that you see the 
details?" 

" As sure as I was at the very first." 

This, at least, was true. 

" Ah, now it is our turn to triumph ! Joe, if he makes a 
stoiy out of it — * good enough to send to the papers,' Revel 
said — if he does, we shall have the laugh over him, eh ? After 
all, yon can't take in the real connoisseur." 

" Burls would hardly go so far as to see a picture when 
there was none. I rely more on Burls and yourself than on 
my own eyes. But, there it is — why. Lord bless me, how can 
Revel—" 

"Spite and envy, Joe ; it is what we must expect in the 
world. Ah, sometimes one would be a hermit." 
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** You feel things too much, Channcey. It is the goodness, 
you see, of your heart that runs away with you." 

" Perhaps, Joseph, perhaps." 

He had spoken in a braggart, self-satisfied voice ; 
but in putting the picture down, he laid it with the face 
upwards. 

" Now," said the doctor, when the squire left him to dress 
for dinner, " I wish for once that I knew a little of my own 
profession. Chauncey lias got a twist somewhere to-day. I 
thought he would have had a fit when Eevel went away. 
Perhaps it is his lieart going wrong, if I only knew it. Too 
much goodness — ho ! ho ! Humbug won't teach me, however, 
what I should like to find out. It is a good thing enough for 
the workaday world. Humbug doctors sick people ; humbug 
makes them thankful when they get well again; humbug 
even, sometimes, makes them happy to go off; humbug fills 
my scanty cofiers; humbug makes my clients believe in a 
couple of capital letters and a red lamp ; but humbug breaks 
down when you want it to be uncommercially useful. It 
pays all my bills, but it won't help me to read the problem of 
Chauncey Chacomb. Is he cracked ? Has my cousin dropped 
a tile ? None of the family ever showed any inclination to 
mania. But it looks queer. He rounds on his dearest friend, 
and slangs him. He gets as mad as a badger in a cask, without 
even being baited with the rubbish and the general foolish- 
ness of the Collection. As for this picture, which I bought 
without looking at it — who the devil would have thought 
that a picture could be hindside before ? However, Joe, my 
boy, you have not done so badly. You have sold it for ten 
times what yon gave. You have had a holiday from the 
infernal shop ; you have got your travelling expenses paid, 
with a trifle over ; you are in hopes of borrowing the hundred 
pounds your creditors want so badly ; and you have got a 
whole bottle of port before you. I don't think, on the whole, 
that the original Joseph, in his palmiest and artfulest days, 
could have done much better for himself with Pharaoh 
than I have done with Channcey. And then," he added, 
with some confasion as to scriptui*al sequence, 'Hhere ia 
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certainly no Potiphar s wife in North Devon. Potiphar lives 
in London." 

Chauncey Chacomb locked the door with extreme care in 
his own room, and tlien abandoned himself, with all the 
pleasure of a secret voluptuary, to the rapture of unbridled 
rage. He strode backwards and forwards, swinging his arms, 
cracking his fingers, dancing, gesticulating, with fiercely 
glaring eyes, as he gave full play to a revenge worthy of the 
Furies, devising schemes of retaliation in which he had his 
enemy at his feet and crouching before him. I believe, and 
am firmly convinced, that if one half of the world were judges, 
the other half would be condemned to undying torment ; else 
why the frequent "damn?" But then, the usurpers of the 
throne of Minos, lacking that functionary's judicial coldness, 
would presently rejient and be sorry. To be sure, their re- 
pentance would not make the fatigues of Sisyphus, toiling 
after his aggravating stone, a whit more endurable; but, to 
the philosopher, the picture of judges and prisoners, both 
justly unhappy together, might not be without its useful 
lesson. At this moment Chauncey Chacomb believed that, if 
an opportunity should occur, there would be nothing in the 
way of revenge too dreadful to resolve upon. The laugh of 
the captain had fallen upon his nerves like the lecturer's 
oxygen upon the wire in the glass — that instructive experi- 
ment which we used to see at lectures before chemistry was 
taught in schools — rousing and stimulating the dull spark to 
a flame. 

It is one of the advantages of a small place, where society 
is limited necessarily to a circle of two or three, that the soil 
adapts itself especially to the growth of the passion flowers 
of envy and suspicion. In gi'eat cities they are reared with 
extreme difficulty, and kept alive only with watchfulness and 
attention. But in the country they grow like the giant lianes 
in the tropics, twisting and twirling, strengthening and in- 
creasing, till they S(|ueeze the spiritual life out of the tree 
which has been their host. 

In London we hate each other honestly, particularly we 
who have reviewed each other's books, and been reviewed: it 
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is a keen emotion, bet seldom ronseA Nobbs hates Dobbs ; 
when Nobbs meets Dobbs his liver is stirred to the extent of 
wishing he could knock him down, were he strong enough and 
were no one looking. If Dobbs is spoken of, Nobbs coarsely 
swears if he is of the old school, or calmly smiles — the smile 
of superior venom — if he belongs to the party of sweetness 
and light. For the rest, neither Nobbs nor Dobbs wastes 
time in thinking of each other. But in the solitudes of the 
country, hatred may become a cherished and a beautiful pos- 
session, the priceless pearl of imagination, the salt and spice 
of life, the chief thing which confers superiority, dignity, and 
the sense of power. 

" I could kill him now where I stand," said the wry-necked 
little squire, who, like the majority of mankind, felt most 
largely the gifts of bull-dog tenacity and reckless daring when 
there was nothing present on which to exercise them. " I 
could kill him now, with his cold laugh and his sneer. He 
thinks I am his friend ; how can I undeceive him ? He thinks 
he can do what he likes with me ; how can I show him the 
truth ? He thinks he can direct and order me ; how can I 
let him know — Gar ! If I could crush him to powder beneath 
my feet ; if I could sell him up, and send him and his beggars 
upon the streets; if I could ruin his name; if I could blight 
his hopes — I would do it. If, unknown to all the world, I 
could compass his end — I would — yes, yes, yes, I would do 
that too ! " 

And the squire burst into a short laugh, not the laugh of 
irony, or that of conscious power — these being impossible, 
except in works of fiction — but a laugh of pretended amuse- 
ment combined with spite : it is a laugh that may be heard 
any day among men discussing those of their friends who are 
in the same trade with themselves. Its invention is said to be 
due to Sir Fretful Plagiary ; but my own belief is that the 
distinguished dramatist appropriated that, as well as other 
beauties, from older men. Lucian, to my certain knowledge, 
laughs in much the same way, and perhaps earlier authors 
handed down the method to him. Chuuncey Chacomb 
laughed, hitching up his uneven shoulder with an action 
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which seemed like imparting a confidence to his right car. 
Then he opened a secret drawer in an escritoire by touching 
a spring. In it, among a lot of old jewellery and trifles, lay 
the most commonplace of all worldly possessions — a simple 
box, labelled " Cockle's Antibilious Pills." This he took out 
and opened, gazing at the contents with a look which 
amounted almost to rapture. To the superficial observer 
the box contained only those blue-black globules and the 
nasty white magnesia, put in by the philanthropic manu- 
facturer to deter us from taking too many. To Chauncey 
Chacomb the box spoke a whole volume, in folio, of evil 
imagination and back-handed revenge. 

" I wonder which of them it is," he said, sitting down and 
shaking up the pills. " Who would think that it lies among 
the rest, so like them all that the Devil himself could not tell 
which it was. There were a lot of pale yellow crystals — 
poisonous little deadly crystals — in a drawer in the laboratory 
which Joseph showed me. When nobody was looking I took 
a pinch. And in the night I made up a pill, rolling up the 
crystals in the middle of coloured bread so that it looked like 
a Cockle. He who takes that pill will have pains and con- 
vulsions all over; and then he will bend back, like a bow 
turned the wrong way, with his heels touching the back 
of his head ; and then he will go off altogether. Ha ! 
Revel would look well with his heels kicking the back of his 
head. And dignified. Just as he was having his final curl, 
I could whisper softly in his ear that I had done it, and 
that it was a lesson to teach him for the future not to sneer 
and flout at better men — yes, better men than himself! 

" It would be dangerous, because some one else might take 
the pill, and I bear no malice to any one else. Revel is my 
only enemy. Perhaps the girls don't take Cockle's. But 
then Fred might. If I could make sure that only the captain 
would use the box, I could leave it on his dressing-table. 
And I should watch and wait. A week, a month, a year 
would pass, and the captain would be strong and well. Then 
would come a day when he would feel a little queer. And 
then — then — then— ah-h !" 
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He gave a sigh of infinite satisfaction, and closed the box, 
grazing at it with loving eyes, such as a mediteval bravo might 
have turned, after purging his sonl by confession, upon his 
sharp and trusty stiletto. Then he replaced it in the escritoire, 
and locked up all safe. And then he rubbed his hands softly, 
dressed for dinner, and went downstairs just as the gong 
Bounded. 

" For the moment, his ill-temper and malice had vanished. 
They came from time to time, like those familiars, formerly 
the plague of foolish old women, who, to be fed, sold their 
ridiculous souls to the Devil. Chauncey Chacomb allayed 
their voracity with dreams and schemes of revenge. Perhaps, 
had he been induced to carry his visions into reality, there 
would have been nothing left to dream about, and so the 
world would have become a thirsty Sahara of actual fact. 
The Tempter insinuates his abominable counsels into some of 
us with fancied evil. We dream of crime and wild revenore, 
wearying, not satiating, the worst passions of the soul ; and 
to some the vision is dearer than one of luxury, pride, glory, 
honour, or even fair women. 

The squire, then, having indulged his genius, fed his 
familiar, smoothed his mind, and crushed his imaginary 
enemy, came down to dinner in better temper. The doctor 
was cheerful, as he always was at dinner-time. Gerald was 
happy, if a little silent, and the talk went round as if no one 
of all three had a single thought in the background. This, 
you see, is the grandest achievement which our modem 
civilisation has wrought for us. It has enabled us to use 
speech so as to forget care, as well, according to the cynic, as 
to conceal thought. The squire put his secret hatred behind 
him ; the doctor forgot his anxieties about money ; and 
Gerald, as hungry as a man of five-and- twenty ought to be, 
forgot Marion. 

As soon as dinner was over, the younger man left the other 
two with the wine, and went out. Pi'esently they heard him 
crunching the gravel- walk beneath the elms. The squire's 
eyes contracted with an impatient expression. 

"Not back three days," he said, "and off again to the 
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cottage. You see, Joseph — you see ! He cannot be allowed 
to spend a single evening with his father. Revel entices him 
away." 

" There are other attractions at the cottage besides Revel ; 
there are two young ladies/* 

" Cousin Joseph," said the squire, "do you forget that you 
are speaking to a Chacomb, that you yoni-self are a Chacomb, 
and that Captain Revel is a mere half- pay officer ? " 

"Cousin Chauncey," returned the doctor, unabashed, "I 
remember that the Chacombs have been owners of this 
pleasant and secluded little hamlet for a large number of 
generations. During that time they have done nothing to 
distinguish themselves, except to show that they can hold on 
to what they have got. Do yon forget that Captain Revel is 
the last representative of an ancient and honourable French 
house ? " 

" Hah ! — ^a beggarly French title ! " 

" Whose ancestors were fighting men with the king, while 
ours were ploughing Devonshire clays. So far as family goes, 
my cousin, we must give in. To be sure, we — that is, you — 
hav^e got money." 

" I would rather give it all to — to — to you, Joseph," said 
Chauncey, flushing, "than that (ierald should have a penny 
if he marries one of those Revel girls.*' 

"Ay, ay?" the doctor replied, thoughtfully. Then he 
looked up and laughed. 

"To be sure, Chauncey, if you were going off before me, 
which isn't likely, comparino- your constitution and mine" — 
he was as strong as one of the New Forest oaks to look at — 
" I should say, leave me your money, by all means. Still, if 
you do not want mischief to be clone, you might perhaps keep 
(ierald out of the way of it. You know that the best method 
of handling the patent safety matches is not to let them get 
near the outside of the box, eh ? " 

Here the squire banged the table, and used a strong ex- 
pression — what some writers used to call a Saxon expression, 
until we were taught that there never were any Saxons at all, 
and reflected besides that the word is really of Latin origin. 
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"Everybody would think," the doctor went on, with a half- 
glance at his cousin's face, " that you wanted it. You and 
the captain are bosom friends ; you go there, he cotnes here ; 
the girls come here when they like ; you — No, Ohauncey, 
you really should not bang the table when all the glasses are 
on it. You have spilt some of my port on the cloth— a sinful 
waste of excellent wine. Before you bang again, allow me to 
take another sip." 

" Finish the bottle," said Chauncey, rising abruptly ; " I 
shall go into the garden." 

He left his guest, and, passing through the open windovr, 
stepped out upon the lawn. 

The doctor looked after him with a smile, and gave up his 
whole mind to quiet enjoyment of the poi*t. When there was 
no longer any in the decanter, he rose thoughtfully, and 
followed his host. 

Chauncey Chacomb was marching backwards and forwards, 
gesticulating. The devils, which had slept for a while, were 
awake again, and rending him to pieces. It was singular 
that the secret he had kept for so many years should be 
irresistibly torn from him by so foolish an accident as that of 
the picture. But it was so. He could no longer contain 
himself or his passion. Every feeling which overmasters a 
man must, soon or late, find expression, and take unto itself 
a confidant. 

" Come, Chauncey," said the doctor, taking him by the arm. 
" I am a medical man, you know, and cannot have you exciting 
yourself. Relieve your mind, and have done with it. ' Give 
sorrow words,* as Shakspeare says ; and if you don't tell me, 
tell somebody else. What a man like you, in good health, 
with a fine income and no debts, can have to trouble him, 
1 don't know. But you have something. Repressed care, 
my friend, is like suppressed gout — it plays the devil with the 
constitution. That's why they say that care killed a cat, I 
suppose. T had a case last week of a man, about your 
age, but of slighter build, who choked, Chauncey, literally 
choked, not to use the technical term, with the efibrt of 
keeping something on his mind. As he was dying, he tried 
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to comraunicate it to ine ; but too late, poor fellow, too late! 
— and he is gone. I bolicve if he had lived I should have 
corae in for soraethinsir hanlsome in his will. There is another 
man I attend every day, who is paralysed in the lower limbs 
through getting into a righteous rage with his son, and trying 
to keep it under. Give Nature way, Chauncey. You are 
annoyed, and very naturally, because Revel found out what 
had escaped you and me — ?h ? Bah ! Sit down and swear 
for ^VQ minutes and then forget it." 

" Oh, if I could trust you ! " groaned the squire. 

"That seems an odd thing to say, after all these years. 
Not trust me ? Why, who the deuce have you ever trusted 
except me? Who helped you to get the Collection to- 
gether? Who watched and lay in wait for bargains for 
yon ? W^ho stood 1 etween you and my lady when you 
had the kick-up? Who has always been your best friend? 
In the words of the poet, 

Who haile«l liiin when they ran him int 
Who liziukeil the bill and nailed the tin? 
Who never flinched through thick and thin ? 

His cousin.* 

Not that you were ever run in, Chauncey— on the contrary, I 
believe it was I who once — bat never mind. The meaning is 
clear. Codio, old fellow, out with it. Make a clean breast, 
or you'll be having — you'll be having — " he paused to think 
what he could best fiigliten his cousin with — "you will be 
having aiKjina perforv^. That's a thing that comes of sudden 
excitement. It catches you in the heart like the five claws 
of a wild beast ; grips there, and never lets go till it has torn 
it all to pieces ; and you die after five and twenty minutes of 
agony. Give me your wrist. So. Good Heaven ! a hundred 
and twenty to the minute. And now put out your tongue. 
My poor Chauncey, you must take care, you must indeed. 
I think I ought to bleed you." 

Chauncey sat down and gasped. 

" I hate him, Joe," he said. " I hate him worse than I 
hate mortal sin. Don't tell any one, but I hate him." 
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"Who? Gerald?" 

" No — Revel, Revel ! I Ve hated him for fifteen years." 

The doctor looked at him with a puzzled expression. He 
saw for the moment no possible way to make anything for 
himself oat of this revelation. 

" He tramples on me ; he insults me before my own son ; 
he sneers at me ; he gives himself airs of superiority. I hate 
him!" 

The doctor remained thoughtful for a little while. Then 
he spoke professionally. 

" Come up to town ; go and travel ; see other scenes and 
other people. If you hate Revel when you return, come to 
me again. No" — for the squire was going to speak again — 
" no, you have told me quite enough. I thought there might 
have been some reason ; I mean — ves — tell me of something 
else." 

The squire shrank back into himself again. * 

" Promise me, Joseph," he said, catching him helplessly by 
the hand, "that you will keep my secret. I can't help it," 
he added, piteously — "I can't indeed. The sight of him 
makes me mad. I want to kill him ; I want to do him mis- 
chief. I lie awake and think about it at night. Tell 
me, Joe — ^you know I have always told you everything — 
we have no secrets from each other, have we? We never 
had." 

*' None, Chauncey, none," replied the mendacious physician, 
whose pocket-book was bulging with secrets unsuspected by 
his cousin. " I am thankful to say that I have always been 
as open with you as you with me — as open with you as you 
with me," he repeated, pleased with the roundness of the 
phrase. 

" Then, Joe, tell me if you meant what you said — if you 
think there is any chance — any danger of Gerald falling in 
love with that Marion girl. If there were, I would — " 

" What would you do, Chauncey ? " 

"I would cut him off with a shilling, Joe. I would leave 
all my money to you, I would, by gad — Chacomb Hall, and 
the Collection, and everything." 
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The doctor looked round him. They were in the centre of 
the lawn: behind him stood the Hall; before him stood the 
great trees of the avenue ; on either hand stretched long 
green glades up the hillside ; a sweet breath of summer was 
in the air ; the sun was long gone down, and only the light 
sapphire hues of evening left in the west ; but the moon was 
up — the full August moon, the harvest moon — pouring floods 
of silver light on wood and copse, softening the straight lines 
of the modem part of the hall, and bringing out into relief 
every buttress and projection of the old western gable as 
lovingly as if they had belonged to Melrose Abbey. There 
was a deep stillness in the woods. To the doctor's heart, 
weary with struggle, trouble, and the endless fight that 
belongs to a man who is ever sinning and ever trying to 
escape the consequences of his sin, the squire's words brought 
a sudden hope like a ray of sunshine. 

" Answer me, Joseph. Have you reason ? " 

" Perhaps, Chauncey, perhaps," said the doctor. " So you 
would cut oflf your own flesh and blood for a marriage against 
your permission ? " 

"I would. Mind you, Joe, Chacomb belongs to the 
Chacorabs. K Gerald does not get it, it goes to you." 

" Lord, Lord ! " said the doctor, " we talk nonsense. You 
are only sixteen years older than I — and will outlive me. 
Put such things out of your mind. As for Gerald, of course 
he will marry to please you — sons always do," he added, in 
a sort of undertone. "Come in, Chauncey. Let us have 
some brandy and water after this cold talk. I must doctor 
you. And don't trouble yourself about Revel for a while. 
Control yourself, my cousin. We Chacombs should be strong 
to act, but slow to speak. Your secrets are safe with me." 

Gerald came home at twelve, and found the doctor smoking 
a cigar outside the house. 

They walked up and down together in the calm night. 

" If I were you, Gerald, my boy," said the doctor, " I should 
marry. It has always been my greatest regret tbftt I did not 
marry. Get yourself a wife, and soon " 
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" I mean to," said Gerald. 

" Very proper. And I hope you will have the good sense 
to choose the right girl." 

"I have chosen, if I may say so, the best and sweetest 
girl in all the world. IVe known her nearly all her life, 
and there can be no mistake about her being the right 
girl." 

" I am istry glad to hear it, Gerald, very glad ; and I am 
sure your father will be greatly pleased — greatly pleased. 
Good night, my dear boy, good night." 



CHAPTER V. 

IF there were rage and fury at the Hall, at the Rosery it 
was all love and calm. 

Gerald and Marion were together on the sands, which the 
receding tide had left dry : without, the wavelets followed 
each other, caressing the beach and lapping gently against 
the edges of the great sharp rocks ; the softest of moons was 
over their heads, the softest of breezes playing in their faces. 
Together they strolled hand in hand, with the soft warm 
pressure of early love. A woman unthinkingly lends her 
hand to be caressed, and, lo! her fond heart straightway 
glows with thoughts of unutterable happiness, and her 
charmed thoughts hover about the image of her lover, like 
the silly pigeon round the enchantress serpent. They were 
silent, because there was nothing to say. The immoral 
grammarians of every tongue have with one consent placed 
the verb to lorn first of all the conjugations, so that those who 
read may learn more things than grammar — lo t' amo, je i 
aime^ and all the rest. That said, little is left but to say it 
again, or to be silent while the pulses vibrate from one to the 
other, singing speechlessly, like the trembling strings of 
Anacreon's lyre, nothing but love, love, love, which swears to 
be unchanging and eternal. 

From the cottage came the sound of a piano. Adie 
was playing, while her father was reading. Presently the 

D 
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music ceased, and everything was etill save the ripple of the 
waves. 

"I suppose we ought to go in, Marion," said Gerald, 
" Reflect, dear, before we tell the world. There is yet time 
to reflect ; no one has heard your promise but me. Think it 
all over again, and tell me, dearest, once more if you can 
love me." 

There are many thousand stories yet to be written about 
human life, although so many thousand exist already. Fate 
shakes up the great kaleidoscope, and produces combinations 
without number ; but there is one which never tires. On such 
a night a youth told a maiden that he loved her ; on such a 
night she threw her white arms round his neck, and with 
self-abandonment most maidenly and pure, laid her face 
against his face, as he stooped his head to meet it, and 
whispered words, while her heart beat with the tumult of 
strange and new feelings, which were never to be forgotten 
or recalled. 

" Gerald, you know that I love you, and — oh, gently, gently, 
Gerald dear." 

He led her, trembling and glowing, back to her father's 
house, daughter still, but yet not quite the same. For maid 
Marion was pledged, and the golden cestus was ready to be 
loosed. 

They found Adie standing on the steps of the verandah. 
She is a girl of sixteen— the age when childhood and 
maidenhood meet, and make each other ashamed, as the 
old thoughts of the one are beaten back by the new-bom 
thoughts of the other; a tall and lithe damsel, with thin 
long limbs which want filling out. She is unlike her sister 
at every point. Her features are straighter and clearer; 
her blue eyes are bright, but they want the depth of Marion's ; 
her fair hair hangs, as a young maiden s should, loose about 
her shoulders ; she carries her head with a certain detiant 
haughtiness, unlike her sister's modest pose; and while 
Marion's lips are closed with the earnestness of duty and 
resolve, Adrienne s are lightly parted, as if catching at some 
unknown pleasure. 
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"You are come back, then !" she cried petulantly. " Gerald| 
it is too bad. Only home three days, and you monopolise 
Marion, the whole afternoon and evening. No, sir, I am too 
big to be kissed now ; and I don't want my hair pulled, thank 
you. And, Marion, something has happened. Fred has 
written to papa, and there is a big bundle of letters come 
from Oxford, and papa is put out." 

Marion's heart fell. Her brother Fred was one of that 
too numerous class of correspondents who wi'ite only 
when, as Adrienne said, " something has happened." That, 
in our euphemistic manner of speech, means something 
bad. 

"What is it, Adie?** 

" I do not know. The letter was brought this afternoon, 
but stupid Susan forgot to give it to papa till this evening. 
He turned quite pale when he read it, and of course won't 
tell me anything. Go in, Marion, and say what you can for 
poor Fred. I suppose he is in another scrape. Fred never 
writes unless he is in a scrape, Gerald. And ever since I 
have been old enough to be told things, the dear boy always 
has been in a scrape." 

Marion, troubled, went into the drawing-room, where her 
father was sitting at his own table with a pile of papers before 
him. It was the family room. It was long, low, and narrow : 
it had a piano, a bookcase, and a table — the captain's — 
covered with books. It was Marion's studio, Adie's practis- 
ing-room, and their father's library, all in one. When Fred 
was at home it was his lounging-room as well. Captain 
Revel's face, as he sat before the lamp and read his letters, 
was pale, and his hand trembled. 

"Come in, my dear. Is that Gerald outside?" 

"What is it, papa?" 

" Call Gerald, Marion. We want his advice. Gerald, 
help me if you can. We are simple people here," he said, 
bitterly, "and do not understand the ways of the learned 
wjrld. Read my son's letter, and advise me what I am 
to do. liisten, Marion, my child. It is your brother's 
latest Ireak." 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



52 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

Gerald read — 

" My Dear Father, — ^I am sorry to have to tell you that 
I got into a mess at Oxford last June. I did not like to let 
you know the truth at the beginning of the Long, and I 
hoped the tutor would manage to get me out of it. But I 
find that he cannot. Perhaps he has himself written to you 
by this time. The fact is, I was rusticated for a year for a 
little escapade, in which I foolishly joined. Lord Rodney 
Benbow was the other man. We laid a train of powder round 
the court for a firework, which no one would have cared very 
much about, only Rodney would finish it up with a cracker 
or two at the Dean's door. The porter saw us, and gave in- 
formation. So the Dons had us up, and made unpleasant 
remarks ; and we were rusticated. I hope you will not be 
greatly annoyed. It will delay my degree for a twelvemonth, 
but that is all. You will be glad to learn that I have enjoyed 
the reading party greatly. We had good fishing, and very 
good fun all round. Lord Rodney wants me to join him in 
a journey up the Nile, and to the East, to last till the expira- 
tion of our sentence. He very kindly offers to bear most of 
the expenses. But of course I cannot accept his invitation 
till I hear from you, as I cannot ask him to pay the travelling 
fares. Rustication is not so very awful a thing, after all ; 
and I daresay we shall get over it. Tell me if you would 
like me to run down to the Comb before we start for Egypt. 
Love to Marion and my little Adie. — Your affectionate son, 

" Frederick Revel." 

" Oxford is a place where young men are sent to receive 
the highest education the world can give,'' said Captain Revel, 
" and at twenty years of age they behave like naval cadets. 
He calls a public disgrace nothing. He talks of losing a year 
as if it was nothing. And he offers to go out to Egypt as if 
it was a pai-t of the course. Gerald, you know all our family 
secrets — if we have any secrets. Advise me what to do." 

Gerald hesitated. 

"After all, it is hardly a disgrace, sir," he began. 

" Not a disgrace ? Not a disgrace for a man of twenty to 
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be firing crackers at his superior officer's door like a boy of 
twelve? Why at twenty I was cutting out slavers on the 
West Coast. It may be no disgrace at Oxford, but it is a 
sore disgrace at Comb Leigh." 

" I mean," said Gerald, " that the offence is foolish enough, 
but not — not — in fact, it might have been worse." 

"The boy is light-headed," groaned the captain. "A 
feather turns him; he has no more will than the shuttle- 
cock; h&-" 

" Papa," said Marion, " don't be too hard on poor Fred." 

" It was for Oxford," the captain went on, pacing up and 
down the room, '^ that we saved and scraped, Marion and I — " 

" Oh, never mind that, papa ! " 

" It was to give him khe best start in life that a lad can 
have, and the best education, that I denied my girl here the 
training that she deserved. We pinched in her dress and in 
our living, Gerald ; we made Marion governess to Adie when 
she ought to have been herself at school; we have lived 
cooped up in this little village when I might have taken her 
to see something of the world — in order that Fred might 
have the means of going to a public school and the University. 
And this is the end of it. He was to have brought credit on 
the old name — a name oltler and more honourable on the 
other side of the water than yours, Gerald, my boy — he was 
to be the pride of all of us ; and see what it has all come to. 
Look at it, Marion — think of it." 

" Nay, sir," said Gerald, " all is not lost because Fred has 
been unluckily foolish." 

" All is not lost ? No. All would not be lost if the boy 
would work, but he will not. This is the last blow. Fred 
has spent all our savings, Marion, my dear. There is nothing 
left. You did not read his postscript, Gerald. He tells me 
the tutor has sent on his bills. And here they are. He 
adds a remark that they may wait." 

" Gerald ! " murmured Marion, " say something to help." 

"May I look at the bills, sir? " 

"Look at them all. It is a pretty collection for one year 
of Oxford life. Champagne, claret, water-colours, engravings. 
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boats, horses, for the son of a half-pay officer ! Yoa have 
been at Oxford, Gerald. Tell me, if you can, that all young 
men are so." 

Gerald was silent for a while. 

" Fred has been extravagant," he said. " Let us own that 
he has been as foolish as a man well can be. Still, he is but 
twenty." 

"But twenty? Yes, with a long life before him, and, 
like a ship with no ballast to keep her steady, without 
principle." 

"Opapa!" 

" Marion, shuffling words do not alter facts. Fred's life is 
before him, and what will he do with it? * Unstable as 
water, he shall not excel.' " 

" Let the debts wait,'* said Gerald. ** As he has contracted 
them, let him do what many a man has to do — pay them 
afterwards. They will be a log about his neck for years, 
but he will have to pay them in the long run." 

" No, Gerald," said the captain, " we will not do that ; will 
we, Marion? We will not let a pack of cheating horse- 
dealers and rascals make jokes on the name of Revel. We 
will pay them every farthing, if we starve for it ourselves. 
But he must never set foot again in Oxford." 

" Perhaps," said Gerald, hesitatingly — " perhaps, captain — 
if — if — if you would let me make terms with these fellows — " 

"Thank you, Gerald ; but I will not borrow of you. If I 
want a loan, I will ask your father, my old friend. He will 
do it for me. Fred's debts shall be paid. But the debts are 
nothing, nothing — we can scrape for a few years more, and 
settle them. As for the boy, all the world knows already, 
I suppose, that he is rusticated — all the world except our- 
selves. He came home, sir, with the shame of the thing still 
upon him, to play and sing and laugh with the girls whose 
money he had wasted ; and not a word to me, though he 
knew I must learn it, sooner or later. Marion, say, if you can, 
something in excuse for your brother. I can find nothing." 

Marion's tears came into her eyes, but she could not say a 
word. It was all too cruel. 
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" And he wants to travel — as a reward, I suppose, for his 
folly,'* said the captain bitterly. " I know what I will do ; 
I will see your father, Gerald, and borrow the money from 
him to pay off all in full. I will go up to town myself, take 
the boy down to Oxford, and settle up every liability. Then 
he shall apologise to the college authorities, and take his 
name off the boards. I sent him there to work ; and since 
he will only play, he may come to Comb Leigh and lay trains 
of gunpowder round the cove, if he likes. They cost less here." 

Marion looked at Gerald 

" Perhaps, sir," he said, ** I may be able to arrange for you. 
Let me go to town and see him. Let me bring Fred home 
to you. And — and — Captain Revel — perhaps a word or two 
of kindness may affect him more deeply than anger. You 
were good enough to take me into your confidence, you know." 

" Ay, Gerald, ay ; you can say what you like in this 
house" 

" May T, sir ? Then let me say another thing, though it 
is not a favourable moment Captain Revel, accept me as 
another son." 

He took Marion's hand. 

" I asked this dear girl to-day," he went on, " to be my 
wife. Will you consent if she will — since she does ? " 

" Marion, Gerald, I did not look for this ! " 

The captain was silent for a while. The two stood before 
him like a pair of prisoners waiting their sentence. When 
he spoke, it was with the voice and look of one whose 
thoughts are far off. 

"When Marion was bom, I was angry and disappointed 
that the child was not a boy. When Fred was bom, I 
rejoiced, because the old line might still be carried on. 
Fred's mother — well, never mind. Marion and I brought up 
the two babies. When Marion was only six years old, I 
repented of my disappointment, and thanked God solemnly 
for my girl, Gerald.'* 

He stopped, and taking her head upon his breast, patted 
her face, while he went on — 

"I have thanked God daily ever since for her. Not a 
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morning, not an evening, that I have not thanked Him for 
His great gift of this my daughter. What Marion has been 
to me and my house, who knows but myself? How can I 
tell, even to you, who have known her so long, how Marion 
has been the stay and comfort of my life ? Marion, you have 
wasted the spring of your time on your father and your 
sister — " 

" No, father, not wasted.** 

"Not wasted, dear," he repeated. "The life of love is 
never wasted: it is like the rain which fertilises, and the 
sun which brings forth ; we see the fruits, and we forget the 
way they grew. Not wasted, Marion ; only spent and given 
for us. You want to take her away from me, Gerald. It is 
a great thing you ask, but it shall be as my child wishes." 

" Gerald knows what I wish," said Marion simply. " But 
not to leave you, father — not to leave you." 

" Chacomb is not very far off," Gerald said. 

" It will be as good as a hundred miles away when I have 
to come to breakfast in the morning and find no Marion. 
My dear, your father is selfish — he thinks of nothing but his 
own comfort — forgive him, and go with your lover. I have 
nothing to give with her, Gerald ; but she brings you a heart 
full of love — ah, Marion, my daughter ! — full of love. That 
is her only heritage, for her brother has wasted all the rest." 

" Never mind her brother, sir," said Gerald. " You have 
given me something of a right to interfere, and I will go to 
town and bring him back to you to-morrow, if you let me." 

"Ay, bring him back, Gerald. Tell him that he must 
come home, and spend no more money, while we consider 
his future. My heart is too full to-night to have any anger 
in it. By Jove, I wish you could tie him up and give him 
three dozen, and so wipe out all the score. Now leave me, 
both of you, to go through these bills, and find out what I 
shall have to borrow." 

Not a thought crossed the simple sailor s mind that his old 
friend — his companion of near a score of years — could pos- 
sibly object to lending him any sum he might ask. Not an 
idea that a Chacomb could object to an alliance with a Bevel 
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CHAPTER VI. 



GERALD looked back at the captain as he drew Marion 
silently from the room. The papers lay spread beneath 
his hands, bat he was not looking at them. His thoughts 
had Hown back a long way beyond Fred and his debts ; they 
were in the old time before Marion was bom. His eyes were 
ftill, and his lips were moving. People who, in these superior 
times, believe in such things, might have thought him 
praying. 

Outside in the garden, swinging her hat by the strings, 
and singing as she went, was Adie — untroubled, though she 
knew there was trouble. Hers was the light nature, which 
she shared with her brother Fred, of being able to disbelieve 
in trouble. She was impatient with people who took things 
seriously ; she wanted everybody not to mind ; she could not 
bear to see Marion and her father vexing themselves because 
Fred could not keep in the straight and narrow way ; it was 
incomprehensible to her why anything should give trouble 
except sickness and suffering. 

"I am glad you have come," she said, "because now, I 
suppose, it is all made right again. I heard you all talking, 
and poor Fred's name used a good deal, so I thought I ought 
not to listen, and went right away down to the cove. See 
what it is, Gerald, to be in a small house when you are not 
considered grown up, and must keep out of the way. Well, 
Marion, you have smoothed things, I hope, for the poor boy. 
Marion is the greatest peacemaker in all the world, Gerald." 

" I am sure she is," said her lover. 

"See, dear," said Marion. "It is past eleven, and you 
will catch cold. Let us go in." 

Adie pouted, but obeyed. 

"Good night, Gerald. You may kiss me if you like; it's 
very nice, but I don't think you ought to, you know ; you 
don't kiss Marion. It is pleasant to have you back again, 
though I suppose I am too big now for the old games we used 
to have. But there's the swing still, and we can go fishing ; 
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and I can play to yon now, instead of Marion ; and we can 
sing trios. Don't go off to any horrid places. Marion used 
to read your letters a dozen times, and got creeps and shivers 
over the snakes and alligators. Marion, I keep fancying I 
hear footsteps in the shrubbery. I was getting quite nervous 
when you came in. Good night, Gerald." 

" Come, Marion," said her lover, when her sister ran in, 
" come to the gate, at least, with me. See, what a lovely 
night! Everybody is asleep; walk two steps up the lane 
with me. It has not been a pleasant ending to the first day 
of our engagement, dear Marion ; but you will be happy in 
spite of Fred's weakness, will you not ? After all, he is only 
a schoolboy, as you said." 

"No, Gerald; but a man ought to be strong; it is his 
duty." 

" I will go to town to-morrow, and see what I can do with 
him. We shall be back the day after, and —enough of Fred, 
dear Marion. Now, when no one is looking but the moon, 
which has seen so many kisses, put your arms round my neck, 
and promise me all over again. My love, it is too great 
happiness. This is what I dreamed of when I was abroad ; 
it was for this that I came home. My dear love, my Marion, 
could there ever come a time when I should cease to love 
you?" 

Ten minutes later Marion turned to go into the house. 
Gerald was walking home. Comb Leigh was all asleep. And 
then she heard, as Adie had heard, steps in the shrubbery. 

She stopped and listened. 

"Marion!" 

It was a voice that she knew, calling her in low tones. 
She turned sick with dread. 

" Marion, come here into the shrubbery.* 

She hesitated a moment, and obeyed. 

" Fred, Fred, Fred ! " she whispered, kissing him, " how 
could you be so wicked and so foolish ? " 

It is Fred, hiding behind the shrubs for a chance to speak 
to Marion. His handsome face is clouded with a little care, 
but not veiy much. His blue eyes and fair hair are like 
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Adrienne's, as is the lofty carriage of his head. His chin is 
narrow and retreating, and the corners of his mouth are 
weak. But for beauty of form he is a very Apollo, and his 
voice is as sweet as a flute. 

" I don't know,*' he replied. " I was wicked because I was 
so foolish ; I was foolish because I was so wicked ; and of 
course I have been a great ass. Don't reproach me, Marion ; 
I came here for a little comfort, and you must not turn 
upon me.' 

"How can I help turning upon you? You are breaking 
my father 8 heart." 

" Nonsense, Marion ! — nonsense, sweet maid Marion ! " he 
laughed flippantly. " People don't break their hearts for a 
trifle of money to be paid for their sons' debts. They get 
veiy angry, pay up, and then forgive them." 

" Come in, and see him. Don't hide behind the bushes in 
your father's own garden, Fred. Be brave. Come in, and 
beg his pardon." 

"I don't know about being brave," he replied. "If I 
hadn't gone such an awful cropper, I shouldn't mind so much ; 
but addition is a beast of a rule in arithmetic when you come 
to bring it home to yourself; and I find that the people have 
all sent in their bills, and there will be the devil and all, 
and—" 

" And, oh, Fred, why did you not tell us in June ? " 

" Well, you see, my sister, the fact is, I thought there 
would be a tremendous row, and — and — when I came down 
the tutor's letter arrived with me ; so I took it from the post- 
man, and thought it would be just as well that the governor 
should not have it." 

" Do you mean to tell me, Fred, that you actually stopped 
a letter intended for your father ? " 

"That, Marion, is just exactly what I did do. No one 
knows it except yourself, and no one ever will. Now, Marion, 
don't go on and be silly. There's no great harm done, after 
all." 

" Fred, Fred ! " she cried ; " and you that we hoped 
80 much of! It isn't only the debt and the folly and the 
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disgrace ; but oh, my brother, it is the terrible disappoint- 
ment." 

He shook off her hand from his shoulder. 

" That's the way with the women. They cry and lament 
about nothing. There, Marion, don't make mountains out 
of molehills. A little debt and a stupid rustication. Now 
kiss me, and say you forgire." 

" As if I should not forgive. But it is not my forgiveness 
that will do any good. Only come in and see him." 

"No, Marion, I will not. I came down this evening — 
travelled with the mail that brought my letter — and hung 
about here while you were talking with Gerald Chacomb. 
Adie wrote to me that he was back again ; but I could not 
see him through the trees. I knew his voice, though. If 
you were a different sort of girl, I should have thought you 
were spooning. Well, I want you to be my friend. Smooth 
him over. Tell him he need not worry about the debts. 
Oxford tradesmen always give long credit, and we will pay 
them somehow. And I want to go to Egypt with Lord 
Rodney. He*s quite the best fellow in the world." 

" And where is the money to come from ? " 

"It won't cost much. Rodney will pay for all but the 
travelling expenses. Don't you see the importance of keep- 
ing a friend like that ? " 

" Have you forgotten, Fred, that yon have no money, that 
you have spent all that your father set aside for you, and that 
you will have to work your own way in the world ? " 

" Don't put things in such a bald, coarse manner, Marion. 
It's bad enough to be poor, without being reminded of it." 

" What are we to do, Fred ? Oh, what are we to do about 
you?" 

" Just nothing, Marion. Let things go on by themselves. 
It is always the wisest thing not to fidget and fuss. My dear 
child, you are making a great deal of worry." 

" Fred, you do not understand — you will not understand ! 
There is no more money left, none at all ; but that is nothing. 
It is you that we are anxious about — your future, your own 
conduct. Once more, will you come in and see your father?" 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



VITH HARP AND CROWN. 6i 

" No, I will not," he returned, doggedly. " I shall go back 
as I came. You had better go and tell him that I have been 
here." 

'^ It would break his heart to learn that his son came home 
and waited outside like a — like a — " 

" Like a burglar, I suppose." 

^' Afraid to go into the house and seek his forgiveness." 

"Yes, 1 am afraid. It is all very well for you, Marion. 
You are his favourite. You have been his companion always. 
It is with me that he has always been stem and unforgiving. 
Poor little Adie and I are the children of his second wife. 
It is not our fault, I suppose." 

" Fred, you are unjust." 

"Very likely. I do everything that is wrong. I go to 
Oxford, and I live among gentlemen, and not among cads, 
as a gentleman. It costs my father a little more than he 
expected. I am unlucky enough not to get the scholarships 
and prizes you thought I should get. If you only knew the 
kind of men who do get these things, you would not think 
so badly of me." 

" Gerald Chacomb got a scholarship, and was a fellow." 

" Grerald Chacomb is a prig. Well, it is no use talking, 
Marion ; go and fetch my little Adie out to give me a kiss. 
She won't reproach her brother when he is down on his luck. 
If she cannot help me as you can, she can tell me I have 
done nothing disgraceful or dishonourable." 

" No, I will not bring Adie to you. She is in bed, poor 
child. Tell me what I can do for you, Fred — don't be cruel. 
You know there's nothing in the world I would not do for 
yon. But, oh, if you would only come in with me ! " 

" Then I tell you what you shall do for me. To-morrow 
you will get my father to write me a letter sanctioning the 
Egypt journey; and — and, Marion, have you got any money?" 

" I have ten pounds left from my own money." 

" Then lend me that, my dear girl. I will give it you back 
as soon as ever I have any more. I must get back to London. 
Run and bring it at once, because I must be off." 

Marion said nothing, but went away for her purse. It was 
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all she had, and with it vanished her last hope of any new 
dresses. But she gave it with a cheerful countenance, such 
as the Lord loveth. 

" And now, Fred, what are you going to do ? " 

" I shall walk on to Barnstaple, and go up to town by the 
night train. Write to me at the Tavistock, where Rodney 
and I are staying." 

" Fred, do not — do not spend more money." 

" The Tavistock is the cheapest place in all London," he 
replied airily. " You could not spend money th?re if you 
wanted ever so much. Good night, Marion dear. You are 
the best of all girls, only a little inclined to sermonise. You 
will never get a husband if you are so solemn and serious. 
Come, give me a kiss. There — you are a dear girl — and now 
one for Adie. And now I will be off. Mind, I depend upon 
your good oflSces. You will — '' 

" I will do what I can for you — when have I not ? And, 
oh, Fred — " remembering suddenly that Gerald was going 
to town on purpose to see him. 

But Fred kissed her lightly on the cheek, and was gone. 

Marion sighed, and returned to her father. 

"You will be happy, child," said the captain, patting her 
cheek, " as you deserve to be, ray dear — as you deserve to l>e. 
I am sorry that this other thing has fallen upon us on such 
a day ; we ought to have been all gladness and joy for my 
girl's engagement.*' 

*' Do not think of it, papa, more than you can help. Gerald 
will go to town and see Fred ; and we must hope for the best. 
Let us always remember our bright-faced boy, with his win- 
ning ways, and how we loved him." 

She spoke as if her half-brother were about ten years 
younger than herself. 

" Remember what you have always said al)out his weakness 
of will, and how he would fall into tera])tation — it was the 
fault of his nature : we must make allowances for all. Do 
not let him go to that wicked place any more ; we will keep 
him here for a little, and try to make him steady. And then^ 
papa, he is only a schoolboy — is he not ? " 
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*'I will endeavour, dear, to remember, and to make allow- 
ances. But the disappointment is grievous, Marion. After 
all, money spent is gone, and we are foolish to regret it. 
Only I can make no more now ; and when I die, dear Marion, 
what is to become of those two helpless children ? Who will 
provide for them ? Thank God, dear, that your future is at 
least placed above starvation point." 

" We are in better hands than our own, father. Now, go 
to bed, dear. Let me put up all your papers. See, here is a 
letter unopened among them." 

"Another bill, Marion — another bill. I will look at it 
to morrow." 

He put it into his pocket, and shut up the packet of Fred's 
bills in his desk. 

"My daughter" — he took her face in his hands, and held 
it up to his — two faces as honest, brave, and true as this 
world has ever seen, and both strangely alike — " my daughter, 
I am going to lose you. I, that have had the first place, 
shall have to be content with the second. It is the way of 
the world, and I do not repine, dear. Remember always, my 
child, that no husband can love you better than your father." 

"I know it, father! '* whispered Marion. 

" I did not think I should be so moved, my dear, by any- 
thing. It seems as if I had so much to say, and no time to 
say it in. I feel as if opportunities for talking to my 
daughter would come no more, and yet so much is untold. 
It seems as if I were going —not my Marion." 

"You are nervous, papa, dear. You will be better to- 
morrow." 

" Good night, dear. God bless my darling ! God preserve 
her from harm, and surround her with happiness and love." 

The captain's voice broke down, and his eyes melted into 
tears. 

So the girl's day, that should have been the happiest in her 
life, was spoiled by her brother's fault ; and the night that 
should have been as a bridal night was mintrled with a sense 
of bitterness that jarred upon her joy. Through her soul 
flowed the harmonies of love, but now and then the thought 
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of her brother struck discordant notes, and marred the ransia 
Somehow, in the education of our boys, we have dropped out 
one or two of the elements of morality. They do not leam 
in our great schools and univei'sities the grand duty of 
looking things in the face. If they are taught the lesson of 
working first and enjoying afterwards, it does not seem to 
stick ; and the simple principles of common sense, which 
should assign to every boy his own way of beginning the 
battle of life, are lefli to be taught by experience. Now, as 
Herodotus says, "Our lessons are mainly taught by oar 
sufferings." Poor Fred wanted to enjoy. And, that he 
might enjoy, he had brought upon his father's house the 
common tragedy of a ruined home. Meantime, with his 
sister's last ten pounds in his pocket, he was marching gaily 
across the country, to catch the mail train from Barnstaple. 



CHAPTER VIL 

EARLY in the morning Marion was roused from sleep by a 
familiar signal Not a lover's serenade, for Gerald was 
in his bed at Chacomb ; nor by the voice of the lark leaving 
his watery nest ; nor by the early crow of chanticleer ; but by 
the rattling of gravel thrown up at her window. She knew 
it for the riocUle of her father, and, throwing open the case- 
mate, looked out — her face making a pretty picture, with the 
long hair loose, crinibus solniis, floating round and over it ; 
her cheeks as dainty as a peach, and her dimpled mouth. 
I'aint me such a picture, cunning limner. Put in a hand 
holding a white garment to the throat, lest the sun, who 
wants to see so much, should catch a glimpse of her marble 
bosom. Let her eyes be bright, but full and deep withal; 
give her oval face the curves that belong to the artistic mind, 
the mind that feels what others only see ; give her eyebrows 
the slightest possible curve at the cornel's, to show a latent 
possibility of will ; her forehead must be narrow rather than 
broad, but a little higher than sculptors have granted to 
Venus; over her face throw, if you can, some of the expression 
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of the great Love goddess ; let there be a newly awakened 
look of Venns. She is looking ont of a sqaare casement with 
diamond panes ; above and on each side is the thick thatch, 
with green and grey for colouring, edged with deep shade; 
swallows are flying in and out of the nests, regardless of her 
presence ; creepers are climbing up from below, and twisting 
lithe tendrils round every little projection, and tossing un- 
occupied arms about the open window as the wind blows 
them to and fro. In the garden is her father. On his face 
no signs of last night's trouble, for the morn is bright. He 
has slept, and the good has driven off the evil. 

" Dress quickly, Marion, and come down," he whispered, 
loud enough for her to hear. " Do not wake Adie." 

Adie was in her own room, next to Marion's, sleeping 
soundly. The two servants, who completed the household, 
were asleep too ; for it was only five, and nothing astir yet 
but the captain. Nothing? Everything. The birds were 
busy with the early worm — the early worm was busy about 
affairs connected with his own digestive organs. The swallow 
h anted the fly, the fly looked about for the midge; and 
nature wore that busy and cheerful aspect — we associate it 
with universal joy and hymns of praise — when everything is 
hunting and being hunted. There were sounds from the 
village, whose life was already awake and hard at work: a 
pump-handle was working noisily; a ploughboy was whistling ; 
cocks were clearing their throats ; somebody was sharpening 
a tool upon the grindstone; pigs were grunting; an ass — 
probably a descendant of Lucius, the Golden Ass of Apuleius 
— full of emotion at the brightness of the dawn, was greeting 
Aurora with melodious bray ; a child was crying — Nature in 
her loveliest moods seems somehow dissatisfied unless she 
can throw in a squalling child ; a woman was scolding — if 
all were harmony the sweetest morning would pall upon the 
senses — but at such a distance as only to touch the soul with 
a little jar, a saddened sense of dissonance ; and the freshest 
of breezes was lifting the leaves upon their stalks and waving 
the branches. 

Happiness wakes first; hope, next; trouble, last. The 

E 
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unfortunate young gentleman in the picture, wlio is just going 
to be awakened to fight the tiger for the gratification of Nero 
and the delight of the Roman ladies, is veiy truthfully repre- 
sented in that stage of dreaminess which precedes the happy 
waking. In another moment he will open eyes full of hope ; 
in the next he will turn to the roaring and hungry creature 
who now pokes eager claws through the bars at him, eager to 
slay and devour, and the trouble of horrid anticipation will 
begin. Marion woke to happiness and hope. The only trouble 
in her heart was the thought of her brother, and this, for the 
nonce, she put aside. It was one that could wait. 

** It is such a morning, Marion darling," said the captain. 
" Dress and come down, and we will go for a sail." 

It was indeed a morning of the very finest — such a morn- 
ing as makes those who have been pulled out of bed at six to 
glow with conscious virtue, because it seems like the reward 
of a good action. Happy those who have only got up early 
on fine mornings. There are men — living men — who have 
risen at six on rainy mornings, and so learned to probe some 
of the deeper depths of remorse. 

Then began a day which was destined afterwards to live in 
her memory — so short, and yet so long — all her life. Not 
one single detail was ever to be lost. She remembered how 
she knelt for a moment while her father called to her ; how 
she prayed quickly for him, for Gerald, and for Fred; how 
she caught her straw hat — the dainty little straw, brown with 
sunshine and sea breezes, that sat on her head like a crown 
— and ran lightly downstairs into the garden and her father s 
arms. 

He took her face in his hands, kissing her on the cheeks 
and on the lips and on the forehead in a comprehensive way 
unusual with him. Then he held her for a moment without 
saying anything; and then he passed his hand through her 
hair, which hung loose in pretty morning fashion. 

" My daughter," he whispered, " and so I am going to lose 
you." 

" Not yet, papa ; and not altogether, you know,** 

He shook his head, and let her go. 
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** Let us make the best of the bright morning, my dearest. 
I lay awake half the night thinking of you and Gerald and 
poor Fred, until it occurred to me that thinking would be of 
no possible use ; so I gave it up and went to sleep. Never 
mind, dear. I will make it up to-night. Tell your father 
all about it, Marion.** 

" There is nothing to tell," she replied, reddening a little. 
"It was only yesterday afternoon that Gerald — *' 

" Well, dear, I am not going to ask you what Gerald said. 
You know that lovers' words are sacred." 

" Gerald told me he loved me, that is all. He said he loved 
me even before he went away ; and I knew nothing of it.** 

" But you were always fond of Gerald." 

" Oh yes, papa — always fond of him ; but not in that way. 
And it all seems so different now. I cannot tell you how 
different. The world is changed with me since yesterday." 

"Yes, life is so. A woman leaves her father and her 
mother, and cleaveth to her husband. It is the rule of 
Nature.'* 

" But I do not want to leave you, my dear father." 

"No, dear. You do not want to, but you will have to 
leave me. Thank Grod, you can go happily with the man 
you love." 

" I do love Gerald," she murmured. 

" And so yesterday was the very first time that young man 
spoke to you on this important subject ? " 

" Yes, the first time ; unless, perhaps, it was the day before 
he left us to go to America, when we had our last walk 
together, I remember it so well. We were walking home 
through Chacomb Wood, listening to the birds. I was say- 
ing how stupid and lonely it would be without him, and he 
—but perhaps he did not mean anything." 

"What did he say, Marion ? That is, if I may ask." 

" He said that he hoped I should always find it lonely and 
stupid without him." 

" Some prayers are granted," said her father. " One of 
the old philosophers — I suppose it must have been Socrates, 
because nobody else ever seems to have said anything at all 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



6S WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

— used to say that men ougtt to be very careful what they 
prayed for. The gods, he remarked, sometimes give us what 
we ask for, and pretty fools we look then. However, Grerald's 
prayer seems to have been a reasonable one, considering 
everything." 

" You are not jealous, are you, dear ? You know I love 
you better than anybody in this world ; better even — yes, 
perhaps better than my Gerald, But I love him too." 

" No, dear, I am not jealous," said the captain, stoutly. 

" Tell me you are glad, papa." 

" Half-truths, my dear, as your poet Tennyson would tell 
you, are a very dangerous kind of falsehood. I am not glad 
on my own account. I am saddened, and a little confused to 
know what I shall do without you. But I am more glad 
than I can tell you for your sake, dear. You are going to 
marry the best young fellow in all the world. I do believe, 
the most honest, the truest, the most loyal, and the most 
generous." 

Marion's eyes filled with tears. 

" You are the best and kindest of dear fathers. Gerald is 
all that you have said, I am sure, and a thousand things 
more." 

" You will have to find out how to manage your husband, 
you know, Marion. The old rule used to be, never to let 
him know how much you love him. That is nonsense. I 
will give you a better. Make him proud of his work, what- 
ever it is. Keep up the flame in his heart ; learn to follow 
him in his career ; cultivate his ambition ; never suffer him 
to think meanly of himself. Remember, my dear, that your 
husband's career is a more important thing than his love : 
keep him steadfast to the one, and you will have the other. 
The true ars amoris is the use of intelligent sympathy. You 
drive your husband with a light rein when you drive him to 
success." 

" But I do not want to drive Gerald, papa." 

" Do you not, dear ? Chaucer's ladies confessed that what 
they liked best of all earthly things was power. But perhaps 
tbo women of the nineteenth century are wiser." 
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" I shall always be proud of Gerald." 

" Yes, my dear ; there are ladies who value their lords 
according to the market value of their abilities and attain- 
ments. Well, be happy, dearest, let who will be wise. You 
will go and put yourself under the heel of that young 
man ; he will be your tyrant ; he will order vou and direct 
you—" 

"Papa, papa, papa — laill you be quiet? So long as he 
loves me, what matter what he does or says ? People who 
love each other cannot help being kind and thoughtful." 

" Come down to the cove, my dear, and let us get the boat 
ready/' 

The boat was tossing in the middle of the tiny harbour, 
firetting at the rope which held her, while the blue waves 
came rolling in over the bar of sand, and tearing themselves 
to pieces against the i^agged rock on either hand. She 
was a strong and serviceable little craft, not afraid of a 
North Devon sea or a stiff breeze — one of poor Kingsley's keen 
north-easters — and as safe in a squall as a Portsmouth 
wherry. 

The captain hauled in the rope, and Ifarion shipped the 
rudder while he went to the boat-house for mast and sails. 
If Marion had few accomplishments, she possessed one in 
perfection — the art of sailing. It was a kind of instinct with 
her. Had she been so fortunate as to live in the days when 
there were no boats, she would have been the first to arm her 
heart with triple brass, and invent a raft of some kind for 
herself. Fallen on days when there is little in this way left 
to invent, except torpedoe?, she made hers»»lf as handy as any 
boy on the whole coast, from Barnham to Clovelly ; good at 
the rudder, good at lowering the sail, good at keeping the 
boat's head before the wind, good at tacking, good at running, 
with gunwale touching the water, before the steady Channel 
breeze. 

"The breeze is fresh, Marion." He took the oars, and 
rowed out of the cove into the sea beyond. " Now, then, up 
with the canvas ; keep her steady ; so ! Now she feels it. 
Dip your nose in it ; jump and dance, my pretty ; show them 
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a clean pair of heels," He was addressing the boat. " Isn't 
this better than lying in bed ? And now, Marion, we are 
quite alone, and there is nobody but ourselves to hear — let us 
talk about your marriage." 

" But I am only just engaged, papa." 

"Gerald is six-and-twenty, dear — an age when a young 
man does not look on waiting with any rapture. This morn- 
ing I will walk over and talk to Chacomb about it. I expect 
him to be as pleased as I am myself." 

" Papa, I am afraid of Mr. Chacomb.** 

** Nonsense, Marion." 

" It is not nonsense. Sometimes he looks so odd. I have 
seen him looking sideways at you, papa, when he thought no 
one saw him ; and it was as if he wanted to strangle you. 
And we have known him all these years, and I never draw 
any closer to him." 

" Chacomb has his reserved side, Marion, but he is a good 
fellow at heart ; and he is very fond of Gerald." 

"Ah, yes," said the girl, softening, "he is fond of Gerald. 
His voice drops when ho speaks to him ; his eyes follow him 
about ; he forgets to hitch up his shoulder when Gerald is 
with him ; and — ^and, oh, papa, he is jealous of you." 

" Marion, you suspicious child, you are * making up,* " said 
her father. 

" No, I am not. It is all true. And suppose he were to 
become jealous of me after I am married ? " 

" Then he will be a great donkey, dear. Put these fancies 
out of your head. Chauncey Chacomb is as fond of you as I 
am almost, thongh he does not show it. As for me, I believe 
there is nothing that he would not do for me. For nearly 
twenty years we have been companions and friends. No, 
dear, we are happy in having such a neighbour as Chacomb, 
without thinking of his son at all. You will own it when I 
bring him back with me to-night to wish yon joy. Look at 
the colours on that rock, dear ; grey, purple, green, and black 
— a bluish black it looks from here. There are the cor- 
morants flying about the point. We will come out some 
very still day, and try to sketch the light of these early 
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mornings. But I shall have to come out alone soon^ shall 
I not? Marion, when you are married you will take poor 
little Adie with you to see something of the world, will 
you not?" 

They lapsed into silence for a while, wrapped in their 
thoughts, and watching the water as the boat flew before the 
breeze. The captain's face was composed and grave, but his 
expression was that of one who looks forward. 

So they glided swiftly past the long shore of headland 
after headland ; passing the peaceful villages lying in long 
streets behind the coves ; catching glimpses of homesteads 
dotted here and there, and hearing the tinkle of the sheep 
bells from the high downs. Presently the captain shook 
himself together. 

" I am dull for you, Marion ; but I was thinking. Let us 
Twut ship, and tack for Comb Leigh again. I was thinking 
about the old days — the days before you were bom, my dear. 
Strange that the time should come back to me to-day so vividly 
that I thought put away and buried long ago. I never told 
yon, Marion, about your mother's marriage; somehow we 
have not talked together a great deal about her, even when 
we have been alone. 

"She was very beautiful, Marion — more beautiful than 
you, my dear. She was the most beautiful woman I have 
ever seen, and the best and kindest. You are like her so far. 
She was the daughter of a man in the position of Chauncey 
Chacomb — a country squire of Dorsetshire. Until I knew 
her father, I did not understand what was meant by county 
femilies and county pride. My dear, your grandfather was 
as proud as Lucifer. He had nothing whatever, so far as I 
could ever learn, no single point of distinction, to be proud 
of. He and his grandfathers had held their estates for a 
great many generations. During all these centuries, always 
opulent, always well educated, always with every chance of 
success, not one single man had ever distinguish'^d himself. 
Most of the great Englishmen, somehow, do seem to come 
from the landed people ; but your mother's family had not yet 
produced even a third-rate great man« However^ the fact 
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remained that he was proud. I was only a lieutenant, with 
very little except my pay. Mary loved me. I spoke to her 
father, and was received with rather more contumely, I 
thought, than he would have bestowed upon one of his own 
footmen comin<r with the same request. I was a French- 
man ; that was his first objection * No Frenchman,' he said, 
* could possibly l)e of good family.* TJiereupon I produced the 
dear old genealogy — you know it, dear — with Cliarlemagne, 
Godfrey of Bouillon, and the rest of them. He laughed at 
the p9digree, which he politely insinuated was a forged one. 
*If I had a pedigree/ he said, * where were the estates?' 
You see, he could not possibly understand descent without 
estates. Of course, it was hopeless to explain to him what 
the Revolution had done for us. Also it was hopeless to tell 
him that, with his great fortune, it ought to matter simply 
nothing — and would have mattered nothing in old France — 
whether I had money or not. So, dear, as it was of no use 
to expect anything from him, and time was valuable, we 
took the law into our own hands, Mary and I, and ran away 
together. We were married the same day at Southampton. 
When your grandfather received the fatal news, he sent a 
letter cutting his daughter off with the little portion he 
could not touch. It is what you have now, dear Marion — 
your fifty pounds a year. Then he struck her name out of 
the big Bible, forbade her ever to be mentioned again, and 
sat down with the consciousness of having behaved in a 
manner becoming his dignity." 

" Poor mamma ! " 

" She cried a little at first, but we made ourselves happy. 
I had a little money to spend, and we went to visit the old 
place in France, which I had never seen at all. Then we 
agreed to live at Portsmouth until I could get a ship, for 
which I had to wait about a year. !Marion, it was a very 
happy year, the happiest year I ever had. Only a year, and 
then you came, my dear ; and — and I h>st your mother. So 
I went to sea again; and — well, until you grew up, my love, 
and could talk to me, I bad very little happiness." 

Of his second wife the captain never spoke to any one. 
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Fred and Adie had learned by some instinct to ask no 
questions about their mother. Nor had Marion ever ventui*ed 
to lift the curtain which her father kept closed. 

" And now, Marion, that you are going to marry into one 
of the oldest county families in Devonshire — ^as old as the 
Carews, or the Mays, or the Poles — we might, perhaps, 
think about a reconciliation. I have lived out of the world 
with you too long. You will be able, when you are man'ied, 
to go into society ; and I should like you to go with such 
family credentials as we can boast." 

" But, papa, have we no relations in France ? " 

" Cousins in plenty, dear ; and some day I will hunt them 
out, and we will go over and call upon them ; and I will take 
my own name and title again for the occasion." 

"I am glad," said Marion, "that in all the great family of 
humanity we have some one to call of our kin." 

" To-morrow, dear, I will give you all your mother's letters. 
You shall read her love letters to me. I think I could not 
have shown them to you before your heart had learned what 
love means, and what those letters had been to me — how 
sacred and how precious. I want your mother to teach you, 
from her grave, something of what a woman can be to her 
lover and her husband. I- should not like you to be married 
without learning for yourself all that these letters can teach. 
Enough talking, dearest. Here is Comb Leigh. Have you 
enjoyed your sail ? " 

" Yes, papa ; but the talk more." 

" Now, then. Hold her up, Marion — so— cleverly steered. 
There is Adie coming down to meet us. Breakfast — break- 
fast, both my daughters." 

He kissed Adie on the forehead; but as they walked 
up to the house together^ his arm was on the neck of his 
elder girL 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

PERHAPS if one were asked to name a time when his 
courage would be highest and his spirits most buoyant 
he would fix by choice upon a holiday morning in August, 
when the sun was shining. All the better, then, if he might 
be on the North Devon coast, watching the course of the 
south-west wind sweeping up the broad stretches of the 
Bristol Channel, and crisping the waves into foaming curls. 
Great, above all, is the power of the sun. When Aurora 
and old Tithonus, like a buxom young Cambridge bedraaker 
and an elderly gyp, have put out the stars and swept up the 
untidy clouds, the sun goeth forth to work marvels. We 
know very well how he brings with his breath the golden 
clusters to the laburnum, and the blushes with his staring 
to the young grape's cheek. What we do not sufiRciently 
take note of is his power on the heart of man, bringing to it 
flowers and firuit as to a tree, and making tender sprays of 
imagination shoot up even in the most unlikely breasts. I 
believe that if you nail a scholar to a south wall, he will 
become a ripe scholar; and I am sure that a young prig, 
caught early, and trained like a pear tree, may be made to 

produce in time big word- criticisms in the . People 

who live habitually in the sun never nurse evil dispositions, 
or brood over fancied wrongs, or spend valuable time in 
anticipating evil. It is best, therefore, to be bom in August, 
so that the first things your eyes rest upon in this world 
may be flowers, the clear sky, the sun, and faces which, like 
Ruth among the stooks, " praise the Lord with sweetest 
looks." I can hardly think it lucky to be born in March or 
April, when east winds blow. Children of those months are 
apt to grow up perverse, ill-conditioned, and of uncertain 
temper; and it is of course ridiculous for any one to be 
born between December and February. The folk of sunny 
lands, prone, it may be, to sudden storms — even to sticking 
wrathful knives in neighbourly ribs — are a gay and light- 
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hearted people, dwelling together in amity, careless of the 
future. 

The sunshine entered into Captain Bevel's heart. He had 
no misgivings this morning — no doubt about the future. 
What had been dark was now bright. The sky was clear 
above him. He left the cottage to call upon the squire, 
Marion watching him as he slowly started on his journey. 
First he loitered for a few minutes among his roses ; then he 
stepped into the road briskly, but stopped to hold a short 
conversation with a neighbour's dog, one of his oldest and 
most trusted friends. Then, apparently at the dog's invita- 
tion, he looked into the farmyard and inspected the pigs. 

" papa ! " said Marion to herself, " do go on." 

Then he stood for five minutes in the road, studying 
thoughtfully the mechanism of the water-wheel. Being quite 
satisfied at length with its working, he proceeded a few steps 
higher up. Here there was a smithy with the smith hard at 
work, the fire blazing and roaring, the anvil ringing, and the 
sparks flying. 

"Now he will go in and talk to the smith," thought 
Marion. 

The captain did not go in, but he stood at the doorway 
talking to the man. The sparks of the hammer ceased, the 
roaring of the bellows dropped to an occas onal groan ; and in 
the quiet of the noonday Marion heard the voices. Then the 
captain took out his pocket-book, and made a little sketch. 
Marion knew what he was dmwing. Back at the end of the 
low, dark smithy, part of the roof had fallen in, and the sun- 
light streaming through the opening made shifting lights and 
shades among the blackened beams and the iron tools hang- 
ing upon the nails. 

" I wish I was with him," said Marion. 

The sketch finished, the captain nodded a friendly fare- 
well to the smith, and proceeded a few yards farther. Pre- 
sently there crossed his path a file of geese, following each 
other with heads down, outstretched necks, flapping wings, 
and as much importance in their manner as if they were a 
band of strong-minded women with a particular engagement 
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now due, to go and sit upon a platform and demand that 
everything should be all argued out again from the begin- 
ning, with a special proviso that no more knowledge should 
be imparted into the controversy than each woman could 
herself boast. 

" Cackle, cackle, cackle ! " cried the geese. " Leave us to 
reconstruct the world : we know everything. Cackle, cackle 
— we will teach the world everything ; we will upset every- 
thing. Let the ganders lay the eggs. Cackle, cackle ! Sage 
and onions shall be cultivated no more. We will argue only 
with those who agree with us. Cackle, cackle ! We are the 
wise and learned sex. Who is this two-legged creature in 
the path ? Let him go and lay eggs." 

" Pardon, mesdames," said the captain, taking off his hat 
and making a very fine bow, quite a reverence of the ancien 
rigime^ to the little procession. 

They crossed the road and plunged into the next field, 
when they began to fall out with each other. 

Then the captain went on. 

Presently he came to where the road to Chacomb was met 
by the path which ran down from the cliffs, the same lane 
which Marion and Gerald had climbed the day before. Here 
he stopped, and hesitating for a moment, took the turn to the 
left, and began to walk up the lane. 

"I thought," said Marion, with a little disappointment, 
" that he was going to Chacomb Hall." 

The fact was that the captain, wrapped in his thoughts, 
quite forgot the purpose with which he started, and was now 
taking his customary walk up the hill. 

When he was out of sight, Marion went into the house for 
something to read. New and recent literature rarely found 
its way to Comb Leigh, and the most attractive volume she 
could find was one of Pope's poems. She chose this, and 
retreated to the shadiest place in the garden, where she could 
escape the rattle of her younger sister's talk, and sat down 
with the volume open before her. But her thoughts very 
soon wandered far away from the poet. Ah, philosophers 
and verse-makers, how many a time your books are opened, 
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and the characters, which never reach the brain, read by the 
eye alone ! The ghost of the little Twickenham poet was 
looking down upon her from the spirit world. "She ia 
reading ME," he observed, with pardonable pride, to his friend 
Bolingbroke. " She is reading MY poems. Observe, my St. 
John, she leaves all meaner things to vain ambition and the 
pride of kings. She could do nothing better. Prudent 
nymph ! Happy bard ! " 

First her thoughts wandered away to Gerald, and to the 
sweet confidences of vesterdav. There was the noviias ret, 
the newness of the thing, which yet seemed, under all the 
circumstances, as if nothing else could ever have been 
expected. It was not strange at all. She belonged to 
Gerald, she said to herself; but then, somehow, she always 
had belonged to Gerald, and so that was nothing new. And 
then she fell to wondering what Gerald's father would say, 
and her thoughts yielding to the soft influence of the summer 
season, she began, in dreamy fashion, with lids dropped, to 
listen to the sounds in the air around her. The geese after 
disputing with each other as to which knew most, through 
personal wrongs in particular, about the rights of geese in 
general, fell to pecking and snapping, quite like platform 
ladies, and with such a cackle as may be heard on a Saturday 
evening in Ratcliff-highway, what time the placens uxor 
expects her husband to return with wavering step and 
multiplying eye, bringing home the scanty residue of the 
weekly wage. After this battle, the geese, arriving at the 
conclusion that there was nothing to be got by arguing with 
nasty, obstinate things who would not listen, retired to 
separate comers and sulked, making savage dabs at tasteless* 
tufts of grass, and pitching, with more than usual vehemence, 
into the unwary worm. All this time the blacksmith's 
hammer was ringing on the anvil, the bellows was wheezing, 
the flames were roaring. Presently the old village carpenter, 
who was also a boatman, came along the road, swearing 
softly and melodiously, because there was nobody to talk 
to, at things in general, and bearing with him something 
hot and smoking, which he began to daub over the bottom 
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of his boat. The smoke curled up, black and sooty grey, 
darkening, where it spread, the clear blue of the sky. Then 
the carpenter, too, taking his hammer, chimed in with the 
blacksmith, the geese, the anvil, and the fire, with a steady 
tap-tap, as he tinkered and cobbled the bottom of his old 
craft. Every sound was separate and well-defined, but yet 
seemed to blend together and make music. Marion's thoughts 
passed away wholly from herself, and became a part of what 
she heard ; so that in the future, where this morning was to 
live for ever, it seemed as if no precious moment had been 
lost, nor one single thing dropped from her memory of what 
made it sweet and beautiful. Besides the blacksmith, and 
the boatman, and the geese, she became aware of the great 
water-wheel going round with a steady burr-r-r in deep 
undertone, like the pedal notes of an organ; there was a 
grasshopper at the foot of an apple tree, pretending to be an 
Italian and a cigale ; there were those big, foolish fellows, 
the credulous humble-bees, going about with their trumpets, 
firmly convinced, and trying to convince other people, that 
the devil was dead, and that " warm days should never 
cease ; *' there were the pigs, fond and faithful lovers of the 
present, grunting violoncello notes of satisfaction and content; 
there was the turkey, whom the poetical Scott calls the 
bubbly-jock, gobbling in the distance, with a melodious 
gurgle as of an oboe played softly ; with him were the ducks, 
a material- minded race, whose hearts are too much set upon 
things of this world — they quacked like the gentle flageolet 
in its lower notes ; there was a peacock who screamed, and 
it was as if cymbals clashed ; everytliing chimed in, as if 
there was no shirking possible on such a day, but all must 
help to swell the great concerted piece. The waves lapped 
gently upon the shore, the leaves rustled in the light breeze, 
and from the orchard came the twittering of the birds. 
Marion knew how to distinguish them every one; that 
was the cooing of the wood-pigeon ; that the shrill pipe of 
the wren. 

" August is lato for him," said Marion. 

The chaffinch, somewhere invisible, added his monotonous 
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BOTig ; the little bluetit flew from branch to branch with a 
short, quick note, in impatience at the concert ; the blackcap 
sang as if he was uncertain whether to imitate the nightin- 
gale or the blackbird ; on the top of a rugged and twisted 
old apple tree sat the chiff-chaff, calling his own name as 
loudly as if he were playing a part in a burlesque; the 
yellowhammer, who also had words as well as tune, sang 
his refrain of " a little bit of bread and no cheese," with a 
tremendous emphasis on the 710; and the great-tit added 
its two notes, like a saw grinding not out of harmony 
with the rest. 

" There are more," said Marion to herself; " but I cannot 
make them all out." 

As she listened, peace flowed in upon her soul with a rush 
like the bore of a tidal river; the music set itself to words; 
and voices sang round her — 

" Grerald — Gerald — Gerald — my lover Gerald ! " 

Presently her head leant backwards, her eyes closed, and 
the volume dropped from her hands upon the grass. 

" Observe, my St. John," said the rejoicing umbra of Pope, 
" she is closing her eyes to reflect upon the words of wisdom 
she has read in ME." 

Nobody now took any more notice of the magnificent 
village orchestra; but all the instraments, including the 
birds, the geese, the pigs, and the waves, went on, which is 
an unfeeling way with Nature, just the same. The face of 
the listener lay turned a little to the left; the lips were 
parted with a smile ; the wind lifted and dropped the brown 
hair upon the forehead ; in the dimples, at the comers of her 
mouth, lurked a thousand little sleeping loves; the eyes, 
Marion's sweet and steadfast eyes, were closed. The girl is 
happy. Let her rest^ 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THE lane op which the captain was walking was a lane of 
set and serious purpose. It ran straight up the hill, 
bending neither to the right nor to the left, perhaps in 
imitation of bigger roads built by the Romans. It was 
paved with loose flat stones, like stepping-stones or stairs, 
and now and then made you desire, when they slipped from 
your foot and brought you down, to pile them in a heap, and 
use them to raise your Bethel instead of your woes, as recom- 
mended by the hymn. Nevertheless a pretty lane, set on 
either side with a hedge whereon climbed and clung the wild 
rose, its blossoms gone for the summer, but bright with 
hips; the honeysuckle, which is mercifully ordered to bloom 
from June till October; and the sweet wild convolvulus, 
which flowers whenever it gets any encouragement in the 
way of sunshine. Half-way up the lane there was a pound, 
erected once by a defunct churchwarden of Puritanical views 
as regards straying animals. As he was alone in his opinions, 
and died without disciples, no living thing had ever been 
impounded in it. Sitting on the topmost bar of the pound, 
his feet on the second rail, among the long grass and weeds 
which grew up in the interior of this sunlit dungeon, and 
poked spikey heads through the rails, was the very man 
whom Captain Revel wished to see — Chauncey Chacomb. 
The squire was, unfortunately, more moody, more savage 
this morning than the previous night. He was especially 
angry with himself, because he had let his great secret, the 
secret of his overpowering jealousy and hatred, pass from 
himself to the doctor. So felt Samson when he awoke in 
the morning, and remembered what he had told to Dalilah. 
He had noticed his cousin's strange and searching glance. 
He knew what it meant. It wanted no words for him to 
understand that Joe Chacomb thought him — Chauncey — ^to 
be going mad; and he knew, besides, that it was trua 
He had pressed upon his cousin that morning a cheque for 
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double the sum he had asked for the day before, and both 
felt that it was to pay for silence. They had walked together 
gloomily after breakfast up the lane, and Joseph, tired of 
his moody companion, went on and left him on the rail, 
alone with his reflections. He did not look well. His face 
was pallid ; his eyes were bloodshot, for he had been awake 
all night; his lips were twitching ; there was a long, straight 
crease across his forehead; his right shoulder — the uneven 
one — was hitched up to his ear; his fingers were beating 
a tattoo upon the rail. What cruel fate was this that 
brought the two men together in such a place, and at such 
a time? 

It is in the seventeenth century style — quite rococo now, 
and antiquated — to attribute disastrous events to the agency 
of the Devil in person. The more modern, perhaps the better 
plan is to avoid going quite to the bottom of things, and 
say that accident, circumstance, or chance led to such and 
such a conjunction of events. What are we to say ? Is it 
design, or is it chance? One is taken, and the other left. 
One catches the train which is going to be smashed, but goes 
off jeering at the other who is too late, and is left behind 
upon the platform. One starts for Australia by the steamer 
which founders in the Bay of Biscay, while the other waits 
for that which is going to resist the storm. One gets a bullet 
in the head, while the other comes out of the battle with only 
his coat sleeve riddled. On this August morning, a man 
took a turn to the left instead of keeping straight on, as he 
had intended. Safety was in the one path, and in the other 
—death. 

The rugged upland path led the captain's straying feet 
slowly up the flat stones which formed the rough steps of 
the lane. Before him, leading him insensibly, in fact, by 
the hand, stalked the fine actor who plays the principal part 
in the Danse Macabre, It is a defect in that otherwise 
admirable series of drawings, that every single sketch is a 
group of two, wherein the intention of the leading figure, 
despite his politeness — you will observe the gallant bearing 
of the Chevalier La Mort towards the ladies — is but too 

P 
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apparent A later artist would have represented the Disguise 
of Mors. He would have shown him as lurking beneath a 
stone in the shape of a viper, or flying through the air as 
an eagle, or crouching in shrubs like a panther, or even sit- 
ting on an old village pound by the side of mad Ohauncey 
Chacomb, whispering devilry. But, in any case, the patient 
— or beneficiary — Dominus Moribundus, would have advanced 
to his fate with a step as cheery, a smile as jocund, a bearing 
as gallant, a countenance as unsuspicious, a heart as light, 
as Captain Revel. 

He greeted Chacomb with a laugh, which reminded him 
of yesterday's humiliation — a laugh which set every nerve 
of the jealous and suspicious man tingling ; a laugh utterly 
regardless of those morbid feelings which natures such as 
Chauncey Chacomb's generally mistake for evidences of 
fiiperior delicacy and refinement. 

" You, Chacomb ? " he cried ; " and up here ? The very 
man I wanted to see. Come ofiF your perch, man, and walk 
up to the top with me. Where's the doctor ? Did Gerald 
go off this morning ? How is the picture looking to-day ? 
Ha! ha! We shall find it a breather for the next five 
minutes. Not so young as we were, we old fellows. How 
are the flesh tints, and the delicate outlines of the panel, eh ? 
Ho! ho!" 

Chauncey Chacomb screwed his mouth into what he meant 
for a smile, and slowly descended fron^ his rail. If he was 
getting older — granted that he was sixty-one — so much the 
more reason for hiding the fact away. If he had made a 
mistake about the picture — ^and he was not so certain of that 
— it was an additional proof of bad taste in the captain to 
harp upon it. 

" Not so young as we were, Revel ! " he repeated. ** None 
of us are, I suppose." 

"I like the niggers for one thing," said Revel, lead- 
ing the way; "they never know their own age within 
forty or fifty years. I once knew an old fellow on the 
West Coast who died at a hundred and twenty, as near 
as could be guessed, and refused to be comforted when 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 83 

he was being snuffed oat, becaase he was cat off in his 
youth." 

''I am not a hundred and twenty/' returned the other 
gloomily. 

Eevel did not notice his bad temper. He was one of those 
men whose own tempers are so equable, that they are slow to 
suspect ill-temper in others. Nothing short of the wildest 
outbreak on the part of/Chaur.cey Chacomb would have 
made the captain realise that his old friend could be actuated 
by any but the most kindly and cheerful eentiments. 

" Look round, Chacomb, at the view up the valley. I do 
not know which is the best time in the day to mount this 
hill. I think such a morning as this, when there is no mist 
to hide the glorious breadth of colour. There was a light 
sea fog at six, but it has gone. There is a picture for you. 
It ought to be all the more enjoyable for being your own, 
eh? A more valuable picture than any in the Collection. 
Possession adds an additional charm of its own, I should 
think. I remember going to France about three and twenty 
years ago. I took my first wife there, in fact, for our honey- 
moon, poor thing, to show her the old place that was ours 
for a thousand years, until the Itevolution swept us all away. 
It was on a summer morning like this. The ruins of the 
cb&tean are on the left bank of the Loire as you go down — 
the diffUCy you know, is on the other side. There is a town on 
the right bank, just a scrap of a town; a bridge over the 
river, which runs like a brook over its shallow and pebbly 
bed ; and on the other side there is a little hill where they 
built the castle — one tower at each end, halls and chapels and 
dungeons between — almost a royal castle for the memory of 
abominable things; for my people were great sticklers for 
seigneurial rights. Very odd, Ciiacomb, that a man's heart 
glows with pride to remember that his ancestors were great 
rogues. The place is all in ruins now, but I went over it and 
spent the pleasantest day in all my life, pointing out to my 
wife the place where the thumbscrewing went on, where the 
rack stood, where the peasants were shut up on bread and 
water, and all the rest of it. It was just such a day as this, 
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and we stood on the top of the tower, and looked over miles 
of as fertile country as there is in France. All ours once. I 
understood the pride of ownership for the first time, though 
I had no part or share in a single rood of land. I envy you, 
Chacomb." 

The squire's head relented a little. It is undoubtedly a 
pleasant thing to be envied. The desire of exciting envy is, 
perhaps, next to the spur of necessity, one of the principal 
motives to work and stimulants to success. Those who de- 
precate the love of envy are themselves most liable to the 
passion — the poor and disappointed folk, not the rich and 
envied. I have known ladies who, I am quite certain, enjoyed 
their own fine things in proportion to the green and bilious 
feelings of envy they saw aroused in their friends and guests. 
If you want to see the highest enjoyment, chiefly caused by 
the awakening of profound envy in others, give a small 
schoolboy a watch and chain ; a youthful schoolgirl a seal- 
skin jacket ; or a charity child a fourpenny-piece. 

" Yes, Chacomb," the captain went on, " I envy you. I 
wish I had broad acres and forest land of my own, as my 
grandfather had. It would help me now, at all events." 

The squire, who was panting behind him, instinctively took 
his hands out of his pockets and buttoned up his coat. At 
all events, he would lend no money. 

'' Why now ? " he asked. 

" First, because I should have less anxiety about that boy 
of mine; and secondly, because I should not have to let my 
Marion go to your Gerald empty-handed." 

The squire lifted his head, wagged it, nodded it, and 
grinned silently. Then he accelerated his pace, and lessened 
the distance between the captain and himself. 

" Say that again, Revel. I did not quite catch." 

" I say, Chacotnb, that I am sorry to let Marion go almost 
empty-handed to her husband." 

" Ah ! " said the squire. 

"When did Gerald tell you ?" 

« He did not tell me." 

The captain went on, still striding in advance. It was 
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like one of those processions that may be seen in a mediaBval 
manascript. First marches the knight, chivalrous and frank ; 
behind him goes the villein, with the thoughts of a villein 
stamped upon his face ; with the latter, arm in arm, no less 
a personage than the Devil. The first walked with a light 
and springy step, the sunshine pouring over the hedge upon 
his face; he walked as one whose heart is full of hope; the 
second, crouching and bent, seemed to pull his feet painfully, 
step by step, up the ascent. He was in shadow, too, being 
much shorter than the other, save when a gap in the bushes 
allowed the sunshine to throw a gleam of light upon his face, 
which brought out the more forcibly the seaminess with 
which his passions were furrowing it. As for the third 
Person, he was invisible. Had it been otherwise, I would 
joyfully have described him to you in this place, and then 
my history would have been indeed original, unique, and 
priceless. 

" Gerald did not tell you ! Ah, he went off too early this 
morning. But you suspected, old friend, eh? You thought, 
perhaps, what might happen when the boy came home 
again ? " 

" I suspected ? Yes, I did suspect," said the squire. 

" I did not, Chacomb. You knew your boy better than I 
did. But it seems natural now : a thing so right and fitting 
Ibr both that, though it was only arranged last night, it has 
settled down in my thoughts as completely as if it had been 
arranged from the beginning. To be sure, the pair have been 
always together, except when Gerald was away. You know 
the long letters he used to send her. There was not a word 
of love in a deskful of them ; but it would be easy to read 
them now by the light of what we know, and find out proofs 
— eh? — of something deeper than friendship. I wish you 
joy, Chacomo, of your new daughter. Marion will make a 
fair chatelaine of Chacomb Hall." 

The squire answered nothing, but twitched up his right 
shoulder with a half-glance sideways, as if to make sure 
that it was there. That portion of las frame might have 
been the chosen seat of an evil genius, from the attention 
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he bestowed upon it in disturbed and anxious moments. 
A look of doubt, as if his way was not quite clear before 
him, crossed his face. Then he lifted his head- and listened 
again, for the captain's heart was full, and he must needs 
go on. 

"Gerald and Marion — ^Marion and Gerald — they have 
been in my thoughts together so long that it will be no 
eflfort to keep them together always. Gerald and Marion. 
It is a great happiness to me — a greater happiness, 
Chacomb, than I could have hoped or expected. Gerald 
has been to me always as dear as my own son. There is 
no boy to whom I would more gladly entrust my girl's 
happiness." 

His son's praises only made the self-tormentor more angry. 
But he chafed in silence. 

"I do think, Chacomb," the captain went on, "that 
Heaven is kinder to us than we can even ask. When things 
look darkest, comes a touch of fortune that lights up the 
whole atmosphere again. They looked very dull last night 
when I heard how Fred had disgraced himself. Did Gerald 
tell you that?" 

"No — no! Disgraced himself? Tell me about that,* 
answered the squire, quickly. 

" He has been rusticated for a year." 

"Ah!" The squire smacked his lips, and drew a long 
breath, perhaps of fatigue. " Was it — was it for anything 
more than usually shameful and dishonourable ? " 

" As you please to look at it. Gerald tries to make light 
of it. It was only a schoolboy freak" 

"A schoolboy freak, you call it. Fred is only twenty, 
is he?" 

" Very nearly. He is three years younger than Marion. 
The news came last night. I was gloomily looking over the 
letters and bills — " 

" Fred has got into debt, then ? Ah ! " 

" When the two came in, and told me all about it Well, 
I have had a long spell of fair weather : I must expect an 
occasional squall. But I have thought it all out, Chacomb. 
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I will tell you what I propose. I take it for granted, my 
dear old friend, that you are as pleased at the match as 
I am. Gerald will stay at home with you ; he will be your 
right-hand man. Marion will show you what it means to 
have a daughter. You shall lend me money to pay off 
the prodigal's debts. We will have the wedding in Sep- 
tember; and then I shall take the boy to London, put him 
to some work, and take care of him myself. Poor Fred is 
only a boy, after all." 

As the captain enumerated each clause of his proposed 
plan of perfect happiness, the squire's right ear and shoulder 
came together with little jerks, each of great meaning. 

"Oh, Fred is only a boy. And the marriage will take 
place in September. And you will go to London to take 
care of him. I see. Very good." 

" That is what I think of doing. It runs in the blood, 
you see. My father, who was forty-five when he married, 
began with what you may call a good solid foundation of 
debt. The hereditary tendency passed over me, and has 
attacked poor Fred. Unfortunate that I did not foresee the 
danger. Then I should not have had to borrow off you." 

"Quite so," said the squire, with a grin. "That's very 
unfortunate ; extremely unfortunate — that is." 

" Fred's debts come to about a thousand pounds, all told. 
Not so bad for the son of a half-pay officer, is it ? But what 
should we have said if he had emulated the example of his 
great-great-uncle, the chevalier, who distinguished himself, 
a century and a half ago, by a career rather shorter and a 
great deal merrier ? It only lasted six months. He was a 
private friend of the Regent, and a very particular friend of 
the Countess de Parabfere. Some other young fellow ran him 
through the body, after one poor little summer *on the chuck/ 
as we used to say in the navy, and they found his debts were 
half a million of francs. No one paid them, poor fellow ; 
and history, while it drops a tear over the chevalier, has none 
for his creditors. There must have been something winning 
about the young fellow to make all the world trust him. 
Perhaps Fred is like him. At all events^ Chacomb^ this is 
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the position of affairs. There is a balance of four hundred 
or 80 in the bank, all that is left of the money saved for the 
boy's education. Marion and I put it by, you know. There 
will be six hundred to pay. Now, I intend to ask you for 
that sum, Chacomb." 

" Ah ! " said the squire, who was growing purple in the 
face, perhaps with the exertion of going uphill. 

" Yes, you shall lend me that sum, and I shall be able to 
pay you back when Fred gets an income." 

" When Fred gets — ah ! — gets an income," gasped the 
squire. 

" It will be a few years — two or three years — first, I am 
afraid. But I shall devote myself to the boy. Never fear 
for Fred, Chacomb. Perhaps I have been too fond of my 
Marion, and neglected the boy. That shall be seen to — and 
at once." 

The squire, answering nothing, began to swing his arms 
backwards and forwards. Over his face came the same 
expression which had alarmed the doctor the previous night, 
a look of uncontrollable passion, whion surged up into his 
cheeks in bursts of crimson, and receded, leaving them 
pallid; which made his lips full and his mouth tremble; 
which gave unwonted fire to his eyes. Bat now the doctor 
was not present, and Chauncey Chacomb, with that invisible 
companion we have spoken of, had it all his own way. 

As the captain spoke the last words, the lane came to an 
end at a field gate which led to the open down. The level 
of the summit was reached. 

" Ah," cried Revel, " here we are at last." 

Without looking round he vaulted the gate, and turned 
off upon the level, springy turf towards the edge of the cliff, 
followed by the other two, a little distance behind him — 
Chauncey Chacomb and the Devil. 

"The grass is pleasant after the stony path," said the 
captain. " This is the place that my girl is so fond of I 
believe she used to sit up here by herself, and watch the 
ships coming up the Channel — ' silver sails all out of the 
west' — thinking that one of them might bring Gerald« I 
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will take you where she used to corae : the very best place 
for a good sea view, especially when it is fine enough to 
see Lundy, between this and Clovelly. You may watch the 
sea, if you like, while I read you my young scrapegrace's 
letter." 

Captain Revel was like the unfortunate draper in " Pierre 
Pathelin," divided between his wool and his sheep, inasmuch 
as his thoughts went from one thing to the other. They 
were divided between Marion and Fred. 

"And when we have read the letter, we will talk over 
Gerald and Marion's affairs." 

There was near them a fourth person lying on the grass, 
whom Chauncey Chacomb had forgotten, his cousin Joseph. 
He was reclining supine in considerable comfort ; his head 
was propped on a pillow made up of a little mound of tufted 
grass, surrounded by one of the squire's soft felt hats — a new 
and a very good hat — which he had crumpled up; he had 
put on a new Tweed coat belonging also to the head of the 
Chacomb clan — it mattered very little about the sleeves being 
too short ; he was smoking one of half a dozen cigars he had 
thoughtfolly taken from Gerald's own box, brought by him 
from Havana ; he occasionally tapped with thankfulness that 
portion of his chest on which lay the pocket-book with 
Chauncey Chacomb's cheque for ;f 200 ; his legs were crossed 
and his arms thrown out upon the grass, so that the warm 
sun and the cool breeze could work unchecked all their bene- 
ficent will upon him. 

His eyes were half-closed as he watched the blue wreaths 
from his cigar rise daintily into the air, and the wind blow 
them away, streaming like a girl's tresses by the sea-shore. 
Near him sat a fat and motherly-looking ewe, pretending to 
be pleased rather than frightened at the proximity of the 
stranger. Every now and then he made faces at her, blew 
the smoke in her direction, and even shook a menacing boot 
at her. In vain : the experienced matron smiled like a 
Celestial, but moved' not. Ugly faces do not hurt, they 
amuse ; boots may shake, but do not fly off like flints and 
pebbles; tobacco smoke is even pleasant in the open air. 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



90 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

To be snre, all sheep naturally have an aversion to the smell 
within closed doors, because butchers' assistants have a habit 
of smoking common tobacco in cei'tain places, never named 
among the race, where the associations are unpleasant. So 
the sheep sat and looked on ; while the doctor, in murmuring 
tones, like one who eats the lotos in a land where it is 
always afternoon, addressed her with honeyed words and 
dulcet tone& 

<< Mother of mutton," he said, with a smack of his lips, 
**fear not the stranger who comes with neither club nor 
dog. Tour children, madam, have gone, perhaps, to the 
bourne which makes that stranger the man he is. The 
lambs whom you imagine to be in exile in foreign lands 
have worked up into these arms and legs, and this scientific 
brain. 'Alas, unmindful of mint sauce, among the mint 
they played.' There is thus, madam, if one may say so, a 
kind of relationship between us. We may even one day 
knit closer the tie that binds ua The grass which you are 
champing — it is succulent, and eats short, I am sure, from 
the expression of your open countenance — may perhaps, in 
other forms, become part of the frame of the humble philo- 
sopher who addresses you. This, madam, is a law of the 
universe: life preys on life, the strong devour the weak; 
and though I sincerely hope that I shall not eat your lady- 
ship and that your sphere of maternal usefulness may be 
protracted for many a happy summer, you will acknowledge 
that I must devour somebody, and may have to devour you. 
Animals with brains are more dangerous to lambs than 
animals with muscles. Your respected husband, madam, 
Sir Timothy Ram — I believe it is a good old county name — 
is a strong creature, but a mighty fool ; the fox is a crafty 
animal, and though he lacks strength, has hitherto managed 
to preserve his independence. I, La Mfere, if you will allow 
me the expression, am both strong and crafty ; therefore I 
am to be feared by lambs. I will give you a wrinkle, 
madam: never you work for yourself, if you can get any 
one to work for you. Joseph Chacomb, sheep of solemn 
vacancy, is forty-five years of age ; he has hitherto made 
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other people work for him; he proposes to continue that line 
of action ; and he hopes devoutly never to do any more work 
at all. For his cousin Chauncey has blossomed into an Ass 
so enormous, that it would be an unspeakably sinful thing 
to let another have the squeezing and the plucking of him. 
Families should keep their hawks as well as their pigeons 
among themselves ; and it is only Christian to do unto your 
cousin that which other men would do unto him if they 
could. Gerald, madam, is an ass of another kind. My 
own sincere prayer is that Gerald may marry Marion, 
and—" 

Here his soliloquy was cut short by the sound of voices, 
or of one voice, and raising his head a little he saw 
Revel, with the squire following at his heels, walking as 
I have described across the down in the direction of the 
cliff. Naturally he did not see the third person, who was 
invisible. 

"What the devil is the matter with Chauncey?" mur- 
mured the doctor. "He looks exactly as he did last 
night." 

Just then the squire raised his face, so that the sunlight 
fell full upon it. 

"By gad," said the doctor, rousing himself, "I believe 
there will be al'ow. Look at the captain pointing placidly 
with his stick to the sea, while Chauncey mops and mows 
behind him, like an ape who would like to swear horribly, 
but forgets the words. This grows interesting." 

Chauncey Chacomb followed mechanically, his body bent 
and half crouching, though the ground was level ; but his 
hands were spread out half-way between the hips and the 
shoulders, with quick restless movements ; his eyes watched 
Revel's back with a strange intensity of gaze, which was 
like a wild beast's glare; his lips worked uneasily; his 
cheek twitched. 

"I wonder if he w mad?" said the doctor, watching. 
^ Tve a good mind to go and spoil the row. I believe he 
must be mad.** 
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He sat up to see better. The ewe, thinking the time 
for dissimulation was past, started to her feet and scuttled 
of in undisguised terror. But Dr. Chacomb was not think- 
ing of her. 

"I am sure," he said to himself, "that if Chauncey had a 
dagger he would stick it into Revel's back. He looks more 
dangerous than he did last night. There muM be a row. 
Why does not Revel turn round ? It would be fun to see 
him, just now, catch that charming expression on my 
cousin's face, when it looks most devilish. If they come to 
a fight I shall have to intervene, like the Queen's Proctor, or 
a policeman at a pantomime." 

He had not long to wait. 

The two moved on across the ground, which rose a little 
until it reached a sort of saddle-back, from which the turf 
sloped rapidly for eight feet or so, until it came to the edge 
of the cliff, which here descended almost perpendicularly to 
the sea. The figures stood out for a moment to the doctor's 
eye like two black silhouettes before the bright and sunny 
sky: the one erect and tall, the other crouched and mis- 
shapen. 

Then the captain stopped. 

"Here we are, Chacomb. The best place in all Devon- 
shire on a fine summer's day ; a place for lovers to sit and 
dream. I believe it was here that Gerald and Marion yester- 
day came to an understanding, as the country folk say. Ha! 
ha ! Now we will sit down and talk it over." He turned 
roond slowly, as a man does who is looking for a soft place 
to sit down upon. " Good God, Chacomb, what is the 
matter?^* 

The man's face was wild with boiling rage: his cheek was 
white ; his eyes were red ; his hands were raised to the level 
of his face, and held palms outward ; his teeth chattered, 
but he could find no words. Chauncey Chacomb was mad, 
much more mad than when, the night before, hie had poured 
out the secret of his foolish soul. 

" Chacomb ! *' repeated the captain. 

" I — ^I — I hate you ! " stammered the other, feeling about 
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the air with his hands, as if searching for words. " I hate 
you ! I would kill you if I could ! " 

He moved forward with a threatening gesture. Captain 
Revel, bewildered, stepped back. And then — ^then, all in a 
moment, the bloodshot eyes of the madman looked into space, 
for Captain Revel had disappeared. His foot slipped upon 
the smooth grass as he recoiled before the threatening ges- 
tures of his companion ; he reeled and staggered ; he fell 
head foremost on the slope ; he caught with both hands at 
the short turf, but the roots came away from the rocky soil 
in his grasp ; and, without a cry or a sound, he rolled over 
the edge of the cliff, and was gone. 

When the fit left Chauncey Chacomb, he remembered, as 
in a dream, the captain's last look of horror, and it remained 
with him an accusing spirit till the day of hii death. 

It took him a few moments to realise what had happened. 
When he did, his madness being still strong upon him, he 
threw himself forward on the slope, at imminent risk of 
falling over, and lay on hands and knees, with his head pro- 
jected over the edge. The cliff was about a hundred feet 
high, not quite perpendicular. Just above the water was a 
narrow ledge. On this ledge lay a helpless mass of clothes 
and broken bones, which had a minute before been Captain 
Revel. It still moved, so that he was not dead. 

The wretched man cried and shouted, exulting like an 
Israelite over the fall of his enemy. 

" Revel ! " — the rocks rang out the name, and the echoes 
took it up, and repeated it along the black line of curved 
and indented cliff — "Revel — Revel — Revel — listen before 
yon die. Gerald shall never marry Marion— do you^ hear ? I 
will lend no money to your spendthrift son — do you hear? 
Fred and the girls shall starve— do you hear? I lend 
them money ! I will see them begging their bread in the 
streets first Do you hear? do you hear? do you hear? 
There you are, and there you will die. Ho ! ho ! ho ! There 
you wiU die ! " 

Did the broken and shattered form of the man below 
catch the mockings of his enemy, as they rolled from point 
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to point round the coves and bays of the vexed shore ? Bnt 
the harsh tones did not break upon the sleep of the innocent 
girl by Comb Leigh Cove, to mar the beauty of her love 
dream. 

The squire felt with thankfulness that he had recovered 
his powers of speech, and was going on with greatly in- 
creased freedom and liberty of utterance, but found he could 
not, being suddenly and violently pulled backwards by the 
heels. It was his cousin dragging him up, at the risk of 
his own life and limbs — a more perilous feat than the rescue 
of a drowning man; for Chauncey Chacomb kicked and 
writhed, shouting curses and imprecations on Revel, on his 
cousin, and on Marion. Doctor Joseph, however, went 
about his work with great coolness, and, after five minutes* 
struggle, had his cousin safely on the level sward, with one 
hand firmly in his collar, coat and shirt and all. 

"Let me go!" cried the maniac; "let me go! Let me 
see him die! Joseph, it isn't half enough to kill him. I 
want to taunt him. Let me go ! Suppose he were to die 
before I have told him all. Oh, what a chance to miss ! " 

" Be quiet, madman, or I will squeeze the breath out of 
your miserable little body. Be quiet, I say." 

The doctor shook him backwards and forwards till his 
struggles ceased, and then turned him round, and looked 
straight into his eyes. 

"Let me go, Joe," he whimpered; "let me go — please 
let me go ; and I will give you five hundred pounds. I 
want just to have one more look — one more look. Ah, one 
more ! " 

Here his voice died away in broken murmurs ; and he fell 
to shaking like one who has an ague. For he could not choose 
but look back into the doctor's eyes, which seemed searching 
into his very soul. He struggled to speak, but his tongue 
refused to move; he tried to turn away his gaze, but he 
could not : the mesmeric influence of the stronger will was 
upon the weaker. His mania passed away from him, his 
arms dropped, his lips closed. The doctor, still holding 
him by one hand^ made a pass or two with the other, and 
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then laid him gently on the inner slope of the sward, his 
face turned inland. 

" So," he said ; " here is a devil of a business ! What is to 
be done next?" 

What, indeed ! He left his patient safe for a while in his 
mesmeric sleep, and crept warily down the slope. Where it 
shelved most steeply, close to the edge, he laid himself along 
the ground, and digging knees, toes, and ellx)\vs in the turf, 
he looked over. It was a fearful place ; the cliff was inclined 
at a slight angle to the vertical, was stuck with small ledges 
and projections, on which the man had broken his fall, and 
so prolonged his pains. He lay on the lowest ledge, but now 
seemed motionless and dead. The doctor noticed that the 
projection ran along the base of the cliff, and apparently 
round the comer, and into a cleft in the wall, where Nature 
seemed to have designed a cove, but changed her mind owing 
to the difficulties of the undertaking. 

" I might get down there," said the doctor ; " at any rate, 
I can try." 

He scrambled back, and looked again at his cousin. 

"Sleep on, you miserable little madman," he said. "A 
pretty morning's work youVe done. Sleep, you — you — 
you microcephalous imbecile, till I come back and kick 
you up.'* 

Chauncey Chacomb made no answer. His eyes were closed, 
and he was sleeping. 

"Had I known anything of the medical profession," the 
doctor murmured, " I should have locked you up last night. 
A strait- waistcoat and a little gruel, and myself for your 
private physician and adviser. What a chance — ^what a 
chance to miss ! Everything," he added with a sigh, and 
hurrying along the cliff to the gap — " everything is in the 
hands of the man who has taught himself his profession. 
Joseph Chacomb, you were a fool, a very great fool, not 
to read in the days of your youth. I wonder if I can get 
down there ? " 

It was his only chance, for all along the road bey op d the 
waves washed the bare faces of the vertical cliff But here, 
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where the ledge seemed to be carried round the curve of the 
rock, there was a deep indentation, as if a large knife had 
begun to cut a triangular stile, but failing partly in the task, 
had left a ragged mass at the bottom piled up by broken 
rocks and overgrown with brambles. 

It was possible to get down as far as this by an 
active man; but beyond? Beyond it the waters ran into 
the gap, and at its mouth the cliffs stood face to face to 
make a gate. But the doctor thought it looked just 
possible to get round by the boulders and rocks that lay 
about the entrance. 

"I don't like it," he said; "but I will try. I think 
Chauncey will do for half an hour." 

He talked to himself, as was his wont, in cheerful tones; 
but his &ce was pale and his hand shook as he thought of 
the murdered man. 

" Murdered," he said, half aloud ; " murdered, if ever man 
was murdered ! " 

There was a kind of landslip at the end of the gap, down 
which he lowered himself step by step, holding by bramble 
and briar, clinging to projecting rocks, which gave way 
beneath his weight, creeping warily along the edge of pre- 
cipices — ^not Alpine, certainly, but high enough to kill him 
if he fell — and dropping down smooth faces from ledge to 
ledge. But at last he stood above the water, where a single 
stone gave him a slippery foothold. He looked round him, 
and groaned. 

" Chauncey, if I get safe out of this, I will make you pay 
for it." 

It was a black and savage-looking place, in which the 
waves, though it was a comparatively smooth day outside, 
flung up jets and fountains of spray and foam, with loud 
whistlings and roarings, which sometimes frightened belated 
market women coming along the down after dark, when the 
weather was stormy and the wind high. 

He looked round him, and saw at the back the cave, dark 
and yawning. He shuddered. 

"I suppose the king of the octopods holds his throne 
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there. I hope his majesty is asleep. It would be a sweet 
thing to see his long claws coming out of the cave, and feel 
them catching me round the neck, and I without so much as 
a penknife — even a toothpick might be useful." 

He clambered, clung, and crept along the black and sloping 
sides of the infernal hole, towards the opening. There he 
found his further progress stopped by a rough, serrated rock, 
standing like a sentinel io bar his way. He whistled in 
despair. The big, dark rock barred his progress, and he felt 
as if he could neither get forward nor back. Then he sat 
down, his feet dangling over the water, and began to reflect, 
looking at the boulder. 

"I cant get over you," he murmured, "you big, black 
devil ; but I might get round you. Suppose I was to fall in 
and be drowned, like a rat in a trap, as I believe I shall ! 
It would serve me right, for getting down here at all. I 
should be found in a few years, perhaps, all that would be 
left of me — a button or two, a purse with some money, a 
silver watch : that would be the final edition of the works of 
this Josephus. Suppose, which is equally probable, that I 
have to wait here and starve slowly till the octopus in the 
cave thinks he is strong enough to throw off the mask and 
attack me. Chauncey, if ever I do get back, it shall be bad 
for yoa No ! " as he made another effort to get over the 
rock which barred him from further advance. He looked 
down into the dark depths beneath him. " That won*t do. 
Pah ! The crabs are mustering in all their force, and sending 
invitations to their relations. I can see them at the bottom, 
I believe. The lobsters will hear of it, and come without 
being invited. There are yellow starfish lying on the stones 
across the water — they have eyes, and are longing to be at 
me. There must be whelks, too, at the bottom. When 
they have eaten me, they will be caught and eaten them- 
selves, from a stall, with pepper and vinegar, in WhitechapeL 
If I fall in, they will say that I went a-shrimping. Come, 
Joseph Chacomb, pull yourself together — pluck up." 

He laid himself flat upon the rough and sloping surface, 
holding on by one foot and both hands, while he threw his 

Q 
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leg round till he met with a projection. Bit by bit he 
struggled on, panting and wheezing, for the doctor was not 
BO young as he had been, till he found himself round the 
point, and with both feet on the narrow and broken ledge on 
which the captain lay. He made his way cautiously along, 
and in five minutes was kneeling beside the form which lay 
apparently inanimate upon the rock. 

"Poor beggar! poor beggar !" murmured the doctor ; "and 
to think that he might have been alive and well still if 
Chauncey had not been an Ass ! " 

He felt the pulse — the left arm was crushed and broken, 
lying under the body, but the right appeared to be com- 
paratively uninjured. There was a faint motion — it takes a 
good deal to beat the life out of a man. The doctor dipped 
his hat in the sea, and, raising the head, poured the water 
over it. The captain's face was pale and white; from his 
mouth oozed the blood drop by drop. 

" Revel," whispered the doctor, " Revel, can you speak ? " 

There was no answer ; nothing to show that he heard, or 
comprehended, or lived — only the dull, slow beating of the 
pulse at the doctor s finger. 

" Oh, that I were on the cliff now ! " said Joseph. " What 
would I give for a boat ? And how the deuce am I to get 
him, or myself either, out of this ? " 

He resolved to try the next point; and stepping lightly 
over the prostrate form, to which he could do nothing, he 
crept along the ledge in the same direction, and disappeared 
behind the next point. 

It was half an hour later when he returned in Revel's own 
boat, rowed by a couple of farm boys. In the boat sat 
Marion. As the doctor — rough, coarse in grain, selfish, and 
cynical — looked at the face of the girl, so suddenly stricken 
that there was no time for weeping, no room for despair, the 
unaccustomed tears rolled down his cheeks. 

They brought It, the poor crushed form, covered with a 
sheet, home to Comb Leigh in the boat. As they lifted the 
body, the doctor saw Chauncey Chacomb standing near. By 
his trembling limbs, by the wan light in his eyes, by his 
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moaning and crying, he saw that the madman only partly 
understood what had happened, and how. As they bore the 
captain to the cottage, Chaancey followed with staggering 
step. His confused brain knew, in a bewildered sort of way, 
that he had somehow caused the thing to happen. He could 
not remember yet ; but he was filled with a dreadful terror. 
He dimly perceived that there would be no rest or happiness 
for him any more : the seal of Cain, the murderer, was on 
his brow. But his victim's pulse yet beat, though feebly. 
For three long hours they waited round the bedside. Marion 
at his head, dry-eyed; Adie, weeping and sobbing at the 
foot of the bed ; Chauncey standing helpless and silent, turning 
his bewildered eyes from one to the other. The sun shone 
in at the window, where the captain's roses climbed about, 
throwing their branches across the light, and making fantastic 
patterns in the shifting shadows of the floor. 

Suddenly the watchers saw a change. There was a slight 
quivering of the limbs, and the captain opened his eyes for a 
moment. 

" He is coming to his senses," the doctor whispered. " He 
hears, my girl ; be brave." 

" Father," she whispered, " do you know me ? " 

As she touched his poor pale lips with hers, he opened his 
eyes again, and looked at her in a strange, wondering way, 
with a tender pity in them. His thoughts were all with her — 
Marion saw it with a wild tumult of misery and happiness — 
all with her. 

Then his lips parted, and she went closer. 

"Marion," he whispered, "my poor, poor Marion! — I 
see it all! It was not my fault. Endure to the end, my 
darling — and always trust in God. My dear ! — my dear ! — 
my dear!" 

His eyes both dropped as in very weariness ; and presently 
the doctor, laying his hand upon the captain's heart, found 
that he had fallen into the sleep from which there is no 
earthly waking. 
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CHAPTER X 

A WEEK has passed ; the coroner has come to Comb Leigh 
upon his errand, and by the help of a dozen farmers the 
inquest has been held. The conduct and appearance of Mr. 
Chauncey Chacomb, the principal witness, were remarkable : 
the reporter said that his overmastering grierdid equal credit 
to his heart and to his head. In incoherent accents^ and with 
hesitating tongue, he set forth what was well known to every- 
body present — how the deceased gentleman and himself had 
been almost daily companions for many years; and how, 
while they were talking together on the cliff, the captain's 
foot slipped, and he fell. Being asked by an intelligent jury- 
man if he knew of any cause —orange peel now, a thing he 
had heard was fatal to many a man — why the captain should 
have slipped, he stated, after the coroner had called attention 
to the fact that orange peel would be a comparatively rare 
thing to find in August at the top of the cliff, that he knew 
of no cause or reason whatever. Being asked by another 
intelligent juryman if the captain was possibly unwell that 
morning — bile now, a thing often felt by himself, the ques- 
tioner, after a market dinner — Mr. Chacomb said that Captain 
Bevel had made no complaint as to biliousness. Being asked 
if the spot was considered dangerous, Mr. Chacomb said that, 
on the contrary, he had understood it to be a favourite spot 
lor lovers to sit and watch the view, and that he had never 
heard of any one under those circumstances falling over. 
Another juryman interposed with the remark that it was very 
true, and he had sat there himself in younger days; whereat 
everybody laughed. From time to time Chauncey Chacomb, 
while giving his evidence, looked nervously at his cousin, 
who sat with his head down, but made no sign. The doctor's 
testimony was given with greater vigour, and bore internal 
evidence of careful preparation. It made, as he intended, a 
profound impression. He had heard, he explained, his cousin 
Mr. Chauncey Chacorab's cry for help, and on hastening to 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



AVITH HARP AND CROWN. loi 

the place, and looking over the edge of the cliff, saw the 
deceased gentleman lying on the rocks below. He had then 
made his way to the spot by a breakneck path, which he 
described at length with pardonable aggravation of the 
diflSculties, and had finally succeeded in getting round the 
point and hailing the boat. The jury were unanimous in 
expressing their highest admiration of Dr. Chacomb*s heroism 
in attempting a rescue. They were also unanimous in con- 
curring that Parliament should be petitioned to put hand- 
rails round all cliflfe, and provide rope ladders in case of 
any one falling over. And then they brought in their 
verdict of " Accidental death." What other verdict was 
possible? Evil looks do not murder; and who was there 
except the doctor to say that the man slipped and fell, over- 
come with confusion at the threatening looks and gestures 
of his companion ? 

As for Fred, for whom Gerald had gone in search, he came 
home in time to attend the funeral. Not waiting for the 
paternal permission to go to Egypt, he had started at once, 
on getting the ten pounds from Marion, with a sanguine 
confidence that more would follow, and yet with some 
forebodings how his father might take it. At Paris he 
saw the news in Galignani^ and hastened back. He bore 
himself steadily at the funeral, and the village folk con- 
gratulated each other that the captain's boy was so brave 
and fine a young fellow, and so admirably qualified to help 
his sisters. 

Marion called upon him, indeed, at once for help, endeavour- 
ing to face the realities of the future. But in vain. Her 
brother would not look at the facts as they were. He put it 
off; he fenced with the necessity ; he refused to read through 
the papers ; he declined to let her know his liabilities. And 
yet he looked forward with a confident cheerfulness to a 
wonderful future ; for with men of Fred's character it is the 
leading trait that they never can face anything real. 

" You see, dear Fred, we must consider things ; we have 
very little money — only the insurance; and we must consider 
what is to be done." 
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" I think, Marion " — with a yawn — " that it shows singu- 
larly little regard for my poor father's memory to begin this 
kind of talk the very first day after he is buried. And as 
for the future, I see no cause for any anxiety at all. I have 
already told you that Lord Rodney — " 

" The firework man. Fred ! " 

"Has promised to get me something good. What will 
it matter, then, that my father has left us no money ? I 
hope, Marion, you will remember that, as the head of the 
family, I shall always feel it my dutv to provide for you and 
Adie." 

Marion repressed her rising irritation. 

" Yes, Fred, it is very good of you to say so, and to 
think so ; but Lord Rodney is in Egypt ; we do not know 
when he will com^ back; and it will not do to trust to 
vague hopes. We have to pay ofi* your debts first; and 
what are we to do till your friend finds something that will 
suit you ? " 

" Confound it, Marion, do not worry a man ! K things 
look bad, staring at them won't make them look any better. 
Let us sit down and wait till they come round again. At all 
events, there is the insurance ; and something will turn up." 

Always a belief that things, if left alone, would right 
themselves; always that blind confidence which borders 
dangerously near the Paradise of foola It is with certain 
natures infectious. Adie caught it of her brother. She, too, 
protested against the folly of anxiety about the future ; she, 
too, found it a flying in the face of Providence to add up bills 
and think of ways and means ; and, with Fred, would leave 
Marion alone with her papers, to wander along the leafy 
lanes, and to talk together of the merry days in store for 
them, and the pleasant paths of careless folly. It might 
seem safe to prophesy of Fred that there will be few more 
pleasant lingerings in the sunshine for him ; but prophecy — 
since the school of the Prophets finally broke op and dissolved 
when Malachi left it — has been an eminently unsafe thing. 
Some things we know, of course, from long experience. The 
clever boy of the school becomes a pauper, after a thousand 
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failures; the good boy gets hanged, after a long course of 
hypocrisy. Any one can prophesy so far ; but what shall we 
say about the Imd and lazy boy ? Observers have remarked 
that though in after-life he continues to wallow in his laziness 
and badness, like a pig of the flock of Epicurus, he too 
often gets a good income, a pleasant life, and easy times. 
" Women," Dr. Chacomb once said to me, " can always, un- 
less they belong to the passive or stupid class, foretell the 
future. Unfortunately their power is limited, and they are 
all like Cassandra, inasmuch as they only see the bad things 
that are coming." Still, that is better than nothing, especially 
when you get predictions about your enemies' coming misfor- 
tunes. Why is it that one-half — the greater half — of man- 
kind have been excluded from the Jewish Prophets ? Had 
it been otherwise, what a screaming sisterhood should we 
have had ! Fancy a dozen Deborahs pouring out the heart's 
fulness of invective, exultation, and denunciation! Fancy 
the lost splendours, the tragic predictions, of a wronged and 
angry Hebrew woman ! 

Marion, left alone, went carefully through her father's 
papers. The letters she put aside to be burned ; the accounts, 
and all that seemed to refer to money, she kept. And so one 
morning, a few days after the funeral, she came across a 
secret that sent the blood from her cheek. 

A dreadful secret; a shameful secret; a secret that 
touched the happiness and the self-respect of those dearest 
to her; a secret that told her why, in the prime of early 
manhood, her father, an ambitious and active man, could 
resign his hopes for the future, and take refuge in a country 
village, where he was unknown, and the thing could not 
follow him. 

"My poor dear father!" she murmured. "He suffered 
this through all these years, and made no sign. What shall 
I do, what shall I do to keep it secret ? I may at least tell 
Gerald." 

But where was Gerald ? He had disappeared. No letter 
came firom him, and he made no sign. It was strange. At 
Chacomb Hall the two men thought nothing of it ; Gerald 
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was not in either's thoughts. At the Rosery there was one 
at least who looked and waited all the day, who watched and 
waited all the night. But no news could come ; for Gerald, 
fresh from Brazilian lowlands, was working oflF a fever — 
one of half a dozen left in his system as a parting gift 
of the Oroonoko swamps — in a hotel at Boulogne, unable 
to write, and fretting over the delay that kept him from 
Marion. 

It was at this juncture that Joseph Chacomb, quite unex- 
pectedly and to his own astonishment, developed an entirely 
new side of character. He appeared as the man of sym- 
pathy. During the bad days before the funeral he would 
walk over every morning, and do what work there was 
to do. When that business was finished, he still came in 
readiness to work at Marion's request. She ended by liking 
him and looking for him. He was rough, and he took 
dreadful views of human nature. Still he was kind. He 
went through the papers with her — Fred's papers of debts — 
noting things that might be reduced; while the culprit 
himself was lying on the grass in the shade, or singing duets 
with A die. 

"Well, there are all the bills before us. Of course," he 
said, " we are not going to pay half of them." 

" But we must ; Fred owes them." 

" I know. We need not pay one single farthing, I 
believe. They are debts contracted in his minority. Fred 
is not yet twenty-one. Besides, they are all extravagant 
debts. You cannot make a minor pay for things manifestly 
unnecessary. Look here; an Oxford hack, no doubt a 
broken-winded, spavined, knock-kneed roarer, at two pounds 
a day ; the tennis court at three and sixpence an hour, with 
a few pounds added in for beer. Where is their licence. 
Miss Revel ? answer me that — where is their licence ? And 
what is this ? Rabbit coursing in a dog-fancier's back yard. 
Could any British jury pass that account — even a jury of 
small tradesmen ? Why, the thing is illegal. Come, Miss 
Marion, if you pay this bill, I will borrow a guinea of you, 
give it to the Society for the Suppression of Cruelty to 
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Animals, and make them prosecute the rascal, with your 
brother for principal witness. As for these bills — cham- 
pagne at a hundred and twenty shillings, claret at ninety, 
port at eighty-five — ^you will just leave me to do what I can 
for you." 

"It is very kind," said Marion; "that is, if it is 
just." 

" Of course it is just. There is one thing I should like to 
understand : why the young fellows at Oxford, who belong to 
exactly the same class as the young fellows at the hospitals, 
are so much better oflF in the way of tick. Show me, if you 
please, the London wine merchant who will trust a medical 
student with champagne, or even with the homely Bass. 
Lord, what a delicious time I should have had, with an 
undergraduate's credit at my back! Look here, again: a 
bill for badger baiting. Now, you know, that is too bare- 
faced. Fancy having your badger baited on credit ! Scoring 
up chalks for worrying a varmint in a tub ! He's a glutton 
for enjoyment, Fred is." 

He bundled all the bills into his pocket. 

"Leave it all to me. I will do just the reverse of the 
unjust steward. I will sit down quickly and write oflf half: 
the champagne shall stand at fifty, and that will leave a 
handsome profit; the port at forty-eight, and that will be 
dear at the price ; and as for the badger baiter, he shall not 
be paid at all. Miss Revel, the dishonesty of people is to 
the Christian mind appalling ; to the unchristian mind — that 
is, to me— it shows how very, very few Christian minds 
there are." 

" If they do not accept your offer ? " said Marion. 

"Then I button up my pockets. Then I say to them, 
* Men and brethren, naked came ye into the world ; naked, so 
far as I am concerned, shall ye continue to go through the 
world.' I beg your pardon. Miss Revel; I mean that they 
may then proceed to whistle for their money." 

"But I could not bear to have Fred laden with debts, 
perhaps worried and persecuted by lawyers' letters," 

"Could you not?" he replied, with a twinkle in his 
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eyes. *• Fred would bear it with very great resignation, I 
am sure." 

^^ Ah, yes, Fred has the sweetest of tempers,'' said Marion 
tenderly. 

"Hum! I like tempers a little more snappish. Well, 
never mind your brother for the present. What can I do 
for you personally, Miss Revel ? Do you propose to remain 
in this cottage ? *' 

" We are your cousin's tenants — ^Mr. Chaoomb's tenants. 
Did he ask you to put that question ? " 

^^ No, he did not. The fact is, Ghauncey is knocked silly, 
quite literally. I never knew a man such mournful com- 
pany as he i& Not that he was ever festive ; but of late 
days—" 

^' Yon forget. Dr. Chacomb, that the last few days have 
not been festive days to any of us." 

"Pardon me — I do not forget it. Well, Ghauncey has 
made no allusion whatever to the subject. The question 
was dictated by my own curiosity — my impertinence, if 
you will." 

^' No, no; but I have hardly yet considered it at aU. It 
is so strange to me, looking forward to the future; and yet 
we must. And Fred is no help to me as yet." 

"Then let me be a help." 

"Tou are very kind. Dr. Ghacomb. I cannot tell you 
how grateful I am to you. Please give me your advice 
about this letter. My father had insured his life for two 
thousand pounds. I noticed, the day before his death, that 
very letter lying on his table, and gave it to him. He put 
it in his pocket, and it was found there afterwards. Will 
you read it ? " 

It was an official letter on blue paper, reminding Gaptain 
Eevel that the days of grace for the payment of the premium 
would expire on the 13th of August, when the policy, unless 
the sum was paid, would become null and void. 

" He died on the 12th," said Marion. 

" Yes." The doctor looked grave. " I suppose we cannot 
put off the delay on the postman or anybody, can we ? He 
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got it on the i ith, or perhaps a week before, and forgot to 
open it. It looks bad, but it might perhaps be fought." 

" What do you mean, Dr. Chacomb." 

" I mean, Miss Revel, that your father's insurance policy 
is probably a piece of waste paper. You may light candles 
with it." 

'*6ut, Dr. Chacomb, it cannot be. My father has been 
insured for five and twenty years." 

'^ It can be, because the company have made an iniquitous 
rule, an^ because his premium was not paid at a certain date. 
There is one chance, and only one. Considering the circum- 
stances of the case, your father's long-standing policy, and 
the rest, the directors may concede the point." 

'' But, Dr. Chacomb, they mtcst concede it. I suppose the 
directors are gentlemen." 

" We are all gentlemen in this world. It is a /agon de 
parler. The mistake is, to suppose that the fact of our being 
gentlemen prevents us from doing dishonourable things, 
especially when we are on Boards. There is the custom of 
the trade, which enables a man to break the eighth com- 
mandment without a pang. There is the necessity of 
making money, which really does blacken the moral eye; 
and when one is on a committee, you see, the moral responsi- 
bility is divided. Dirty things are done by directors, which 
not one of them would do by himself. The railway directors 
overwork their servants, and overrun their trains. The 
insurance directors pass an unjust law about the premiums, 
and rob the children of their inheritance." 

" I wish I understood," said Marion. 

"It is an easy thing," the doctor went on; "only the 
actuaries are afraid to let people know how easy it is. Life 
insurance is an admirable plan of making the long-lived 
people pay for those who die first. Of course no one minds 
living a little longer than his neighbours. So many people 
are bom, sa many die, every year. It is all, or ought to be, 
carefully calculated and made out ; so that, you see, anybody 
knows at any time what is his expectation of life. Very 
well ; when your father insured, five and twenty years ago, 
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he agreed to pay so much a year, so that if he lived long 
enough he would pay for those who died young ; and if not, 
that he would be paid for by those who lived longer. He 
was to go on paying all his life, and at a certain day ; that 
was in the bargain." 

*' Then all my father's money is lost ? " said Marion. 

"But there is something else. It happens that at any 
time a policy has a surrender value, which is the greater the 
longer it has run on. In other words, the insurance company 
will always pay you a certain sura — which ought not to be 
an arbitrary sum at all, but a properly advertised one^for 
giving up the policy. Understand me : your father s policy 
a month ago, after twenty-five years' premium, was worth a 
large sum — nothing like his insurance, but still a large sum. 
Now listen: the insurance companies have robbed us for 
generations, and are robbing us still. As I have no shares 
in any of them, I have no interest in hiding the fact. They 
rob us in the surrender value, which they understate; and 
they rob us far more when, as in your own case, a premium 
is not paid, and they put into their pockets the whole of its 
surrender value." 

" Is there no help ? " asked Marion. 

" Perhaps ; we will try." 

He wrote the next day, explaining the circumstance. 
He first asked for the insurance in full. The secretary 
reminded him that the policy had lapsed. Then the doctor 
referred the case to the board, which confirmed the secretary. 
Then the doctor wrote a long and careful letter, setting 
forth his revolutionary views as to surrender value. The 
answer to this was referred to the actuary, who, not 
having time to write au essay on the subject of life assur- 
ance, referred the doctor to the two great standard works 
on insurance, and begged him to correct his views. The 
doctor, who enjoyed the correspondence amazingly, there- 
upon prepared the Prospectus of a Company which pro- 
pounded an entirely new system of insurance. No one took 
any notice of his pamphlet, which fell flat upon the market; 
and Dr. Chacomb, having some other work to do, allowed 
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the matter to drop. The following is an extract from the 
prospectus. 

^^ Every man shall insure for himself, and not for his 
neighbour, and he shall insure for the expectation of his 
own life. 

" If a man pay one pound at the age of thirty, his expecta- 
tion of life being then about thirty-three years, he shall 
receive a policy, not to be forfeited, for the sum of one pound 
at compound interest for thirty-three years. In other words, 
he can leave his heirs the sum of nearly three pounds. 

" The new insurance company is thus a savings bank, in 
which nothing but deposit accounts are kept, and from which 
no money can be taken. 

" A man can use his own discretion, by insuring when he 
pleases, and for what he pleases. 

" If a man, for instance, marries at twenty-four, he will be 
able to insure for a thousand pounds by paying a sum down 
of not much more than a quarter. 

" It is a system which will require very little expense of 
management. 

" The new company will take ten per cent, out of profits, 
but not more, and will be paid off; after which the rate of 
interest on insurance will be lowered. 

"The new company will engage the services of Joseph 
Chacomb, Esq., M.D., as secretary and manager, at a salary 
of one thousand pounds per annum, guaranteed for five 
years, in consideration of the idea. Dr. Chacomb will also 
be the consulting physician." 

It was a beautiful prospectus, and I have always thought 
it contained the germs of a just and prudent idea. But 
then I am not an actuary. As regards the letters, they 
gradually ceased, and the usual result happened — that the 
company won. But let us return to the present. 

Marion laid before her only adviser a paper on which she 
had pat down the family resources as clearly as she had 
calculated them. The list began with the insurance, through 
which the doctor ran his pen. 
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"We will talk about that afterwards. Now let us see. 
Deducting the arrangement I shall make with your brother's 
creditors, there will remain in the bank a hundred and fifty 
pounds ; your own little fortune, settled on yourself, of fifty 
pounds a year; and the furniture of the cottage. Is this 
absolutely all?" 

" I am afraid it is all we have. Dr. Chacomb ! do not 
say that they will take away all our insurance money ! " 

" I can say nothing till I have heard from the office ; but 
let us talk as if they were going to be rogues — most men in 
committee are, you know. And so, my dear young lady, on 
that supposition, what do you propose to do with those 
two children playing on the lawn ? " 

They were literally playing on the lawn, and, with the 
carelessness that belonged to their chai'acter, laughing and 
singing while they played. Marion looked, and sighed. 

" I have hardly begun to think about it. What can I do ? 
What are we all to do? And oh. Dr. Chacomb, where is 
Gerald ? Why does he not come to us ? " 

" We do not know. Surely, Miss Revel, if any one knew, 
you would." 

It was an arrow shot at a venture. 

" Yes ; but I have not heard from him since he went to 
London. Where can he be? I am not able to think about 
anything else till I have a letter from him." 

" She is engaged to him, then," thought the doctor, with 
great satisfaction. 

"Have you spoken to Mr. Chacomb yet?" he asked, 
aloud. 

"Not yet. Gerald was to have spoken. It was only 
the day before .... and when my poor father left the 
house for the last time it was on his way to Chacomb Hall, 
to tell his old friend — his old friend," she repeated, thought,- 
fiilly. "Mr. Chacomb does not like me. He never did. 
What will he say when he hears of our engagement ? " 

"What can he say, Miss Revel, except to welcome the 
daughter of his Mend ? " 

''I do not know. I have sometimes watched him when 
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he thought no one was looking, and was perhaps off his 
guard. I think Gerald's father is somehow an unhappy 
man. He has feelings that he hides; secret thoughts that 
he does not like to show to the world. I have seen him look 
at my father — his daily companion — with an expression that 
seemed full of suspicion, hatred, and revenge. Then he 
would turn to me, and it was with eyes of dislike. I used to 
laugh, thinking of it afterwards. But I do not laugh now ; 
for what may it mean to me ? " 

"It means that the squire will be proud of his new 
daughter, when Gerald takes you home." 

" Ah, when Gerald takes me home ! When will that be ? 
Where is he now ? " 

" At all events. Miss Revel, Gerald is not a man to trouble 
himself much about what his father thinks. At least, I 
should not if I were Gerald." 

This was a speech to which there could be no reply. 

Dr. Chacomb arranged with her about his visit to Oxford, 
gave her the name of a solicitor under whose care she was to 
place the slender family fortunes, and left her for the time. 
On the lawn Fred and Adie were lightening the load of 
anxiety with an extemporised Badminton, though that pas- 
time was not yet known to the world. 

"Battledore and shuttlecock is a very healthy exercise, 
Fred Revel," said the adviser — "capital for children, I 
believe. Can you walk a little way with me ? " 

"With pleasure." 

The young man's face did not manifest any lively emotion 
of joy, but he desisted from his game, tossed the toys to 
Adie, and lounged into the road after the doctor, yawning 
heavily. 

"You find Comb Leigh dull after Oxford?" 

"Dull!" said Fred. "It's dead and buried, put away 
and forgotten. However, under the sad circumstances, 1 
must stay here to advise the girls, and arrange the future 
for them, dull though it is." 

"Of course," said the doctor, with a smile of cynical 
delight, " they naturally look to you, as the head of the 
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family, for support and guidance. What would Marion do 
with the accounts without you ? " 

Fred reddened a little. 

"I wish I could support them/* he <iaid honestly. "I 
sincerely wish I saw my way. Can you give me any advice, 
Dr. Chacomb?" 

" Let us sit down," said the doctor. " The road is dusty 
at this season, and steep at all seasons. As the poet 
says — 

* These oonfounded long hills and rough, uneven waji^ 
Draw out our iniles and make them wearisome.' 

I will light a cigar, if you do not object." 

He lit one — it was one of Gerald's, the doctor having been 
so fortunate as to secure the whole box in the absence of its 
owner — but neglected to offer one to Fred. 

" I like being in the country," he said, stretching his legs 
in the shade of the hazel shrubs, and sitting on the grass by 
the roadside, " if it is only for the comfort of a cigar in the 
open. Comb Leigh is a delicious spot for a meditative 
weed. Now, my young friend, you want ray advice. Good ; 
I am forty- five and you are twenty. I have the advantage 
over you of a quarter of a century. I wish it was the other 
way about, because I would a great deal rather be twenty 
than forty-five. But, as Horace says — 

• The fleeting years go by, my friends, 
Time borrows what he never lends ; 
Youth does not save, but always spends^ 
Drinks all the wine that Heaven sends, 
And bums his candles at both ends.' 

And SO on. You are fresher from college than myself, and 
may go on with the quotation." 

" Tell me what you would advise me to take up as a pro- 
fession ? " 

" That is the most diflScult thing of all to do. Let us see. 
Can you keep accounts ? " 

" No ; I never could add up, except the points ^t whist," 

" Do you write a good hand ? " 
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"Am I a clerk?" 

" You would not be likely to pass any competitive exami- 
nation, I suppose ? " 

" Oh, no ! That is why I am afraid— only I don't like to 
tell Marion so — that Lord Rodney's influence will not be of 
much use to me." 

"Ah, sotne young fellows, without any turn for books, 
pick up a pretty fair living as parsons. Just now it pays 
better than it used to. Would you — ? No? Very well, 
then. I put the law out of the question, because, without 
reading something, it is, I am sorry to say, impossible to 
get anything in the legal profession. Some men — myself 
included — do pretty well at the medical line, without injur- 
ing the delicate structure of the cerebellum over the pre- 
liminary studies." 

" Nothing could make me read anatomy." 

" Then we must leave the beaten paths, and try the unre- 
cognised professions. My artless young friend, there are 
many pleasures in belonging to an unrecognised profession. 
You hold an uncertain social status, which has its charms ; 
you are a kind of Bohemian, which relieves you of many 
moral duties; you are not expected to exhibit any more 
virtues than you like ; you find the way open for association, 
particularly of a convivial nature, with crowds of good fellows, 
impecunious like yourself ; you are always devising new com- 
binations for making money, which sharpens your wits till 
they grow as keen as a razor; and the profits, ray young 
friend, the profits, if you do make a c(nip, are sometimes very 
handsome." 

The doctor spoke with the enthusiasm of experience. 

" But what are these professions ? " 

"Their name is legion. I call myself a doctor; but I 
belong in reality, for my practice is but small, to the tribe 
of adventurera Doing things on commission is the first 
method that occurs to me. You may sell anything on com- 
mission, but some things are not pleasant. I knew a man 
once, formerly in the Carabineers, who took to selling anti- 
bilious pills; they gave him a very handsome per centage 

H 
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indeed, but twelve months of the work aged him more than 
five and twenty previous years of hard drinking. Sc^ne men 
recommend shops to their friends, and get a commission 
from the shopkeeper — members of club committees do it, I 
believe, and it seems an easy way of making money ; but 
it does not last. You can't be always recommending people 
to go to difierent places to buy things ; and then the shop 
people cheat you shamefully in your commissions. They 
have no sense of honour, that class. A friend of mine in 
this walk of life was once very cruelly treated by a cigar 
dealer, after introducing a young millionaire who actually 
smoked himself to death off his shilling Havanas. Coals 
are not bad, though they have a bad name. But then, yon 
see, so many people go into coals. Ton want nothing but 
an office, and you are not obliged to buy a single ton. You 
get up the patter, and then you are a dummy, and all your 
orders go to the real people, who pay you ten per cent. 
Agencies are good, provided you can hit on one not yet 
driven to death ; but, Lord, the rapacity of people is dreadful 
to think of! A gentleman adventurer in these days has to 
fight very hard, whatever line he takes up. Literature, I 
suppose, you would have no taste for, though some literaiy 
friends of mine have managed to get along without reading 
anything except old magazines and the Anmud Register. 
How should you like to be an advertising agent? It is a 
business which depends entirely upon personal appearance 
and manners. You would have a very good chance — a very 
good chance indeed." 

" I don't like any of your professions," said Fred. " It 
does not seem to me that a gentleman would take up a single 
one of those lines." 

" A gentleman ! " said the doctor, impatiently. " I should 
like to write an essay, if I were an author — ^they are a scaly 
lot, and thank Heaven I am not one — on the word. For- 
merly it meant everybody who wore the king's uniform; 
now it means everybody who does not. Young man, put 
your gentility in your pocket till you can afford to take it 
out again. A gentleman out at elbows, and pretending to 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 115 

be a gentleman still, is a sorry spectacle. Let us see if we 
can find anything else for you. Remember, however, that 
we cannot escape certain laws. If we have no money, we 
must work or starve. Obviously, the thing is to get the 
lightest work possible. You have been trained to nothing ; 
you have to find some work that you can do ; you have, in 
short, to prove yourself capable of inventing your own path 
in the world." 

" It would not be quite the thing, would it, for the repre- 
sentative of a great French name to be selling coals on 
commission ? " Fred asked, with his sweetest smile, and as 
if the question was a clincher. 

"Representative — nonsense! Will your countship fill 
your pockets? Will it keep you and your sisters? Will 
it give you decent clothes ? If not, forget it as fast as you 
can. I've known a good many loose fish in the world ; the 
worst I ever knew was an Honourable without a farthing, 
who found it impossible to forget his birth. Look you, Mr. 
Frederick Revel, I like to call things by their right names. 
You have already wasted and squandered the whole of the 
little patrimony saved for yourself and your sisters by your 
father ; and you have got nothing to show for it. You have 
been sent to expensive schools, and only learned the art of 
getting tick. You are twenty years of age, and you have 
your living to get. What will you do ? " 

" I do not know your right — " 

" Very likely not. You may make up your mind to work, 
or you may make up your mind to parade your gentility. 
Gentleman, indeed ! When shall we hear the last of the old, 
worn-out rubbish ? " 

Fred was silent. 

" You must, if you work at all, begin with the hutiiblest 
kind of work — farm work even— or you must take up with 
some such line as I have shown you. Of course you may, if 
you please, live upon the very small fortune and the exertions 
of your sister." 

" You presume, sir," said Fred, " on the trifling services 
you have rendered us. Your advice is insulting and ungen- 
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tlemanly. I shall not live upon my sister's exertions, nor 
shall I become a tout and a cad. You will please to give me 
no more advice." 

He turned on his heel, and lefl the doctor. 

"I know the breed," said Joseph, watching the young 
man as he hurried down the lane with impatient gestures — 
"I know the breed well. They kick and fume when they 
hear the truth. They are full of noble sentiments ; they are 
your lip gentlemen. I know the receding chin, the shifty 
lips which curve into what novelists call a sweet smile ; and 
I know the bright eye, with what the same gentry call a 
hundred laughs lying in it, which looks as if there was 
nothing but sincerity and unselfishness behind. I suppose 
the lad got it from his mother. Wonder who his mother 
was? *The dancing eye,' as they call it, means a callous 
heart. I never knew a fellow with it yet who would budge 
a step to oblige anybody. That is an aphorism presented by 
Joseph Chacomb, Esq., M.D., to literature generally. The 
dancing eye means the callous heart. It's very neat. Give 
me the quiet eyes of Marion. Happy beggar, Gerald! — 
unless he's got into trouble. Wonder where he is ? Maybe 
gone dead, like the captain ; in which case — " he was growing 
calmly meditative in the bright sunshine, and lay back 
making his gentle reflections, and yawning — ^*' in which case, 
ah-h ! it wouldn't be bad for me. I should begin by locking 
up Chauncey. 

" Wonder if I was like that boy when I was twenty-one. 
Think not. I knew more of the world. There were the 
makings of a very fine man about Joe Chacomb, only he had 
not the fair start. Might have been difierent — Joe might 
—if he had had the Chacomb rents instead of the little 
Ass up yonder. Forty-five last month, and nothing done 
yet — ^no money in the Funds, nothing to cliuck away in 
foreign mines, and nothing in the Bank. As for his moral 
character, Joe*s best friends — that is, the men who know 
him best — don't believe he has got any morals at all. Once 
Joe was a mealy- faced boy, with a rosy cheek. Joe was one 
of the little cherubim ; sang anthems, Joe did, in a church 
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choir, with a white nightgown on, like a blessed angel. 
Life is rum — very rum. Joe would be uncomfortable now 
among the blessed angels. He wouldn't know how to 
handle his harp ; he's forgotten the treble of all the anthems, 
and can't sing bass. Joe makes schemes of plunder; Joe 
borrows without intending to pay back; Joe wants to see 
Gerald marry the Revel girl, and get cut off by his idiotic 
father. Joe is no longer a cherub at all — unless he is one 
of those unlucky cherubs whoVe tumbled down. After 
all " — he sat up and stretched himself, with a yawn — " we 
are as things have made us. Joe isn't any worse than his 
neighbours. It is beautiful weather, and this is a lovely 
cigar." 

CHAPTER XI. 

DURING these days Chauncey Chacomb kept entirely at 
home, and refused to go outside the gates of the lodge. 
His cousin, who watched him with an interest growing 
daily, observed that a curious change was creeping over the 
squire's expression. His very features seemed changed. 
Tiere had been formerly a look of cunning and suspicion 
latent in the man's face, which always made themselves felt 
in the sharp, quick upward glances of his small keen eyes. 
That was gone. 'His occasional wild glances, apparently 
uncontrollable, which first roused the doctor's suspicions, 
disappeared as well. There were no more bursts of a jealous 
rage, perhaps because the object of the rage was dead ; but 
in place of all these there was left a settled gloom, a sadness 
which never varied. The spare form was shrunken. Chauncey 
Chacomb had become smaller ; his head was lower between 
his shoulders ; he stooped as he walked ; he noticed nothing. 
If his cousin plied him with wine at dinner, he drank it, 
and remained as dismal as if it had been cold tea. He made 
no reference to the absence of his son, paid no attention to 
external matters, and made no sign of interest in anything, 
except that he heard the name of Revel with a visible shrink- 
ing and horror. The worst sign was that he neglected 
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the Collection ; he forgot to correct the Catalogue ; he locked 
ap his drawers, and left the keys on his dressing-table ; and 
he spent the day in wandering aimlessly about from room to 
room. 

"Go," said Joseph Chacomb one morning, pushing him 
into the Collection room — " go and potter about as you used 
to ; that will do you good." 

Chauncey made no resistance; but when, an hour later, 
the doctor opened the door, he found him sitting in a 
straightbacked chair, in the middle of the room, his thoughts 
far away from any of his curiosities. 

Then he watched his cousin more closely. He observed 
that every day after breakfast Chauncey manifested a keen 
desire to be left alone. One morning he pretended to go 
out, but returned after the space of five minutes. He found 
that Chauncey had crept away to Gerald's rooms, which 
were, as has been stated, in the western gable, the old part 
of the house. Hither, when Chauncey began to make his 
Collection, had been transported gradually the old shelves of 
books which once formed the library. They were ranged in 
rows in Gerald's study, Gerald's bed-room, and the room 
which Gerald used for his workshop: an old and curious 
library, consisting- almost entirely of French eighteenth 
centuiy books, those works of learning in which the French 
of that time excelled. People got together materials in 
the sixteenth century ; they learned in the seventeenth ; 
they boiled down, digested, annotated, and correlated in the 
eighteenth. Every kind of subject was treated of in this 
cyclopaedic collection, which was especially rich in books on 
medicine. The doctor, stepping silently over the carpets in 
the direction pointed out by the footman, passed through the 
open doors, and found Chauncey in Gerald's bed-room. 
He was not sighing over the vacant place of his son; he 
was not shedding a tear over the portrait of his son's 
mother, which hung upon the wall ; he was not thinking of 
son or mother either, because he was thinking of himself. 
He was standing at the shelves, with a book in his hands, 
swiftly devouring the contents. Dr. Chacomb marked the 
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eager and concentrated gaze of his eyes, as he read page 
after page, turning over swiftly, as if he sought for some- 
thing that concerned himself. Presently he put back the 
book with a heavy sigh, and sat down. The doctor marked 
the volume — it was an old calf-bound octavo, whose gilt 
lettering was faded so that he could not read the name, 
but he saw its place among the rest. Then, having made 
his observation, he slipped away, and presently his cousin 
came out, with a dejected air, and crept like some scared 
and sick animal into the shade of the trees of his park. 
Then the doctor sought the place, and took down the 
volume. It was a French treatise on hallucinations and 
diseases of the brain. 

" I thought so," said the doctor. " The poor little beggar 
has quite gone out of his wits. We may as well see what 
he has been reading, anyhow." 

He carried the book away with him, and read in it that 
night before going to bed. There was a strange and dread- 
ful fascination about the pages. They fixed the eyes on the 
letters, while the vivid images of haunting heads seemed to 
crowd round the reader, to float around his brain, and to 
whisper in his ears. The doctor threw it away at last, with 
a shudder. Before getting into bed he opened the window 
and looked out. On the lawn, a silver sheet lit by the 
splendid harvest moon, was walking backwards and forwards 
his cousin Chauncey, swinging his arms, tossinjEf them over 
his head, rolling about as if he were drunk. He looked at 
his watch. It was two o'clock. 

"I wonder if he has been carrying on this game every 
night," he murmured. " Upon my word, I don't like it. 
Why, hang it, he might come in and murder a man while 
he was asleep." 

He hastened to lock and bolt the door, and then, feeling 
a little safer, he went to bed and to sleep. 

Next day he tried to rouse his cousin. lie made him go 
with him for a walk, almost dragging him by the arm. 

"Chauncey," he said, "you are getting worse company 
than ever. I wish I could only hear you swear a little. 
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Try, my dear fellow, just one small damn, to break the 
ice. 

Chaancey shook his head mournfully. 

"I fear I shall never swear again, Joe,** he murmured. 
" Never again.** 

"Don't say that, Chauncey,** returned his cousin, really 
affected at this dreary prospect ; " you are young yet, and 
while there's life there's hope. Pull yourself together." 

But he would not be coaxed into cheerfulness. 

Then the doctor tried bullying. It was after dinner. 
Now, Joseph Chacomb, who was not at all times— owing to 
pecuniary conditions — accustomed to what the Americans 
call a square meal, was making the most of his stay at 
Chacomb. The dinner, when he was at the Hall, was like 
Mr. Cook's tours — personally conducted. JBEe ordered it and 
looked after it himself, down to the potatoes, which he liked 
served as a separate dish, to remind him of the merry days 
when he was a student in the Qaartier Latin ; and to the 
beer, which he drank from a tankard, to remind him of 
hospital days in London — for the doctor liked to be senti- 
mental over his dinner. In the same spirit of poetical 
reminiscence, he chose every day a bottle of Chauncey's best 
and oldest port, of which he dmnk every drop, to remind 
him of the aspirations which had once filled his brain. 
Naturally, after the port he wanted conversation, and then 
found himself with a man who neither spoke nor moved. 

"I would rather sit with the Aldgate pump, Chauncey. 
Hang me if the pump would not be a more lively companion. 
At least it could wag a handle. What are you staring 
at ? Do shut your eyes, man ; and if you must stare, look 
at me." 

His cousin was sitting with his short legs tucked under 
his chair ; his uneven shoulder was level with his right ear, 
and his head bent down to meet it. The room was dark, 
save for a pair of wax candles on the table ; the windows 
were open, for it was a sultry night, and thunder was in the 
air. Chauncey Chacomb was staring straight before him, into 
the darkest part of the room,- with a steadfast gaze. 
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" Don't glare in that way, Chauncey. It's simply disgust- 
ing to a man who wants to be cheerful. Tell me, my dear 
fellow," he continued, quite softly — "tell me, if you can, 
what you see eveiy night. Tell me why you go out into the 
park when you ought to be asleep." 

" Always the same thing, Joseph — always the same thing. 
I see Revel's eyes. There — ^there — there ! " he shrieked, as 
a gleam of summer lightning lit up the room for a moment. 
"He is here himself. I saw his face as well as his eyes. 
And yet he is dead. Joseph, help me 1 Oh, cousin Joseph, 
help me ! It is dreadful to see a dead man's face." 

His Toice dropped to a low wail. He sank his head 
into his hands, and bowed himself upon the table, covering 
his eyes and moaning. 

The doctor shivered, and looked round him uneasily. 
The dining-room was dark with crimson paper and heavy 
hangings. 

"I hate a place where there is no gas," he murmured. 
" And I hate a room like this, which nothing will light up. 
Here, Chauncey, old man, wake up! We will go into the 
drawing-room, and light all the lamps and candles. Come, 
I will play you backgammon for sixpence a game, if you 
like." 

This was genuine self-denial on the part of Joseph, because 
he hated backgammon; and, like a great many poor men 
with grand ideas of money, he despised sixpences. Chauncey 
got up, and followed his cousin in silence. Presently, he 
recovered so far as to take an interest in the game. He won 
three in succession, and putting up the sixpences in his 
pocket, went so far as to chuckle. But then he relapsed 
suddenly into his former moody state, and sat intently watch- 
ing nothing. 

When the doctor had put him to bed, with a little 
dose of morphia, he proceeded to consider the position. 

" Which," he said, " I cannot say I like. It is not inter- 
esting, and it does not promise to be profitable. I am wast- 
ing my time here — time is valuable at five-and-forty — when 
I ought to be back in town. Things will go wrong if I stay 
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idling here, and I do not understand what I shall gain hj 
waiting on. I believe Chauncey has gone mad ; but I don't 
see just yet how that will do any good to me. That Bevel 
girl runs in my head. I believe I shall end by seeing her 
eyes just as Chauncey sees the captain's. Perhaps something 
has happened to Gerald; but it is no use expecting that. 
Let us see. Gerald comes back ; Gerald marries the girl — 
as if that ought not to be enough for any young fellow. His 
father cuts him off — but his father is mad. Then who is to 
prove it ? Suppose I say he is sane. The worst of making 
calculations about what is going to happen is, that what you 
expect never does happen. The best scheme is disconcerted 
by the one thing that is least likely. After all, the cleverest 
man is the man who knows how to use things as they turn 
up, and at once. It is no use making a book on the events. 
I shall wait and see what turns up." 

The time wore on, with no news from Gerald. 

" Let us wait still," said the doctor. 

But it was weary waiting for Marion. The past was 
gone, and with it all the promise of golden fruit. The 
future was dark, the present was a blank. 

One day — a fortnight after the death of her father — 
Marion could bear the suspense no longer. At least she 
could see Mr. Chacomb, and tell him all. 

It was in the morning — such a morning as that when she 
sat in the garden and fell asleep, to be awakened by the 
tramp of feet that brought back her dying father. The 
house was quiet and lonely, for the other two had gone out 
together. The sight of the flowers, the wind in the trees, 
the songs of the birds, all fell upon her nerves like blows 
upon some heavy instrument. She left the cottage, and 
turned into the lane that led to Chacomb Hall. 

She met no one on the road. Had she been in a mood to 
mark them, the flowers of early autumn were springing in 
the hedges at her feet, and she would have rejoiced in the 
sounds and sights of Nature which called to her unheard as 
with a voice of sympathy. But Marion had no eyes or ears. 
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She was listening to the voices of her thoughts, which were 
sad and heavy. In a fitful way, as people do when they are 
disturbed by some great sorrow, she noticed little things 
which passed across her brain, assuming great importance 
for the moment, and then vanishing. Behind those evane- 
scent images lay the shadow of her sorrow, and with it the 
heavy prescience of more trouble. She recalled the words 
of her father, the last time they were together; the last 
talk with her lover — and where was Gerald? Dark and 
boding were the spectres of her brain, like those of Sisera's 
mother when her son lay murdered by the woman whom 
Deborah blessed above all women. " Why is his chariot 
long in coming?" But she could not return answer to 
herself even in words, "Has he not sped?" She came to 
the stone pillars and the iron gates of Chacomb Hall, and 
looked up the long avenue of elms, cool and shady, which 
led to the house. Then, after a moment's hesitation, she 
left the road, and walked quickly up the drive. On either 
hand lay Chacomb Park, with its broad stretches of grass 
and clamps of trees. At the end of the avenue she could 
see the western gable, with its warm red brick, its pointed 
roof, and its latticed windows. These were Gerald's rooms. 
Her pulse quickened when she saw them. Perhaps — perhaps 
there might be news of Gerald. Presently, in the shadiest 
and darkest part of the avenue, where there lay on either 
side thick plantations, there came across her path and stood 
in front of her — as Apollyon met Christian — the man she 
partly hoped but greatly feared to meet: Gerald's father. 
When he saw the girl coming, he threw up both his arms, 
and cried aloud — 

" Why do you come here ? What have I to do with you ? 
Why do you come to me in your black dress? Do you 
accuse me ? Do you dare to say I did it ? " 

" Accuse you, Mr. Chacomb ? " she stammered. 

" Then w hy are you here ? '* 

*' I came to ask if you know — if you have heard anything 
about Gerald." 

"Gerald — Gerald?" he replied, impatiently. "What is 
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all this about Gerald ? He is away — ^he has been away for 
four years. Stay; my memory is confused. Gerald came 
back again. He was at home for four days, and now 
he has gone. 1 forget things very strangely. Where has 
he gone to ? " 

" Ton are not well, Mr. Ghacomb ? " 

" I am quite well. That is, Marion, I am not well, and 
the doctor watches me about. I have dreadful dreams. 
Sometimes I think I did it." 

"Did what?" 

He looked cunningly out of his small eyea 

" No — no ; I am not going to tell you that. Let us talk 
of something else." 

As he spoke a change came over him, and he seemed to 
become quite suddenly quiet, self-contained, and impene- 
trable. 

"You came to ask after Gerald, Marion?" he said. 
" Pardon my brusqueness this morning. 1 was thinking of 
other things, and am not quite well. Yes; it is a great 
anxiety to me that I do not know anything about my son. 
He is, however, sure to return soon. The sad news, when it 
reaches him, will bring him home. He was always fond of 
your poor father." 

"I hope he will come back soon," said Marion, sadly. 
" Do you know that we are going away, Mr. Ghacomb ? " 

"No. Are you going away? Actually going to leave 
the cottage? Where shall I find another tenant? Going 
to — where are you going to ? " 

He spoke as if he was uncertain whether to be pleased or 
sorry. 

"We are going to London. We have no money at all 
now. The wicked insurance people refuse to pay my poor 
father's policy. We are going to sell all that we can, and 
move to where we can get employment of some kind — what- 
ever kind may suit us." 

"Ay— ay," he replied. "Well, Miss Revel, you have 
my good wishes, my very good wishes. I should think that 
your brother 8 talents would be quite certain, directly they 
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find a proper scope, a fitting channel, to put your sister and 
yourself in affluence." 

" Poor Fred ! I fear we cannot depend entirely upon him. 
I shall try to get some work for myself.** 

"Quite right; quite right. Many ladies get work for 
themselves nowadays, I hear, and do not mind it very 
much." 

" It is not a question of whether we mind it or not,*' said ' 
Marion ; " we have to do it." 

" Dear me, dear me ! — that is very sad." 

" I want to talk to you about Gerald, Mr. Chacomb," said 
Marion, blushing. 

" My son Gerald. Yes, yes— oh, certainly," said the squire 
blandly. 

" Tell me, Mr. Chacomb, did Gerald say anything to you 
ever about me ? " 

Mr. Chacomb shook his head, and looked surprised. 

" Did he tell you that — that we were engaged ? " 

" He did not," said Mr. Chacomb, with decision. 

"I suppose he had no time. We were engaged, with my 
father's consent — " 

" Oh, with your lather's consent ! Tour father agreed to 
it, did he?" 

" The day before — before the dreadful day my father went 
out to talk it over with you. He met you on the hill ; diJ 
he say nothing — ^nothing at all to you ? " 

" How could he find time to say anything. Miss Revel ?" 

"Then I must tell you, for it is right that you should 
know," said the girl. " Gerald told me in the afternoon — 
we were sitting on the very place where my father fell — that 
he — he loved me ; and I accepted him. In the evening we 
told my father." 

" Gerald had a father too," said the squire. 

" He promised to tell you about it. Why did he not ? ** 

"Young lady," said Mr. Chacomb, with dignity, and 
slowly, " you had better take the very first train to London, 
you and your brother and sister. It may save future un- 
Dleasantness. As the engagement has only been entered 
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upon for one day, to speak correctly, I think we may consider 
at once that it has never been made. You think me unkind. 
Perhaps ; but I wish you to know the truth. Understand, 
if you please, once for all, and clearly, that under no cir- 
cumstances should I have consented to your marriage with 
my son — ^under no circumstances — ^none. And certainly not 
now-— certainly not now." 

She looked at him with much the same eyes as he remem- 
oered in her father. He was staggered for a moment, but 
presently went on again, with dignity — 

" It would be best for all of you to go away at once, before 
Gerald returns. I can explain to him my reasons, if I choose 
to do so, for refusing my consent. It never could have been 
given, remember. Gerald Chacomb is heir to the Chacomb 
estate ; he must marry position and wealth. Besides — but 
my reasons have nothing to do with you." 

"Nothing," said Marion, proudly. " At least, I have told 
you I am engaged to Gerald. What your reasons may effect 
with him I do not know, and cannot tell. But I am engaged 
to Gerald until he releases me. Now I understand — now I 
understand." 

" What do you understand ? What do you mean ? " 

She looked at him steadily, trying to put a sudden gleam 
of conviction into her words. 

" Now I understand the expression that I used to catch 
sometimes in your eyes, when you looked at my poor father. 
Mr. Chacomb, you hated him. I know it now. And you 
rejoice at our misfortunes. You were with him at his death. 
You have not told us yet why, when you two were together 
on the cliff, my father, who had walked there a thousand 
times, fell over, and only one was left. Why did my father 
fall?" 

The words were spoken at random, but the man turned 
pale and trembled. He answered nothing, but his lips 
moved. 

" Why did my father stop and fall ? " repeated the girl. 

"I do not know," he stammered — " I do not know. How 
can I tell? He slipped, he fell. You heard my evidence 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 127 

at the inquest. Go and ask everybody if it is not true. 
How dare you say such things? How dare you ask such 
questions ? " 

" Why did you hate him, Mr. Chacomb ? " she went on, 
quickly. ** Was it because he was kind, and you are cruel ; 
because he was unselfish, and you are selfish ; because he was 
loved by everybody, and you — are not ; because he was frank 
and sweet-tempered, and you are jealous and suspicious? 
Were these your reasons, Mr. Chacomb, for hating a good 
man?" 

She stopped for a moment, and continued, with a softer 
voice — 

" You are Gerald's father — that is why we tried to like 
you. I see now that it was labour lost. When Gerald and 
I marry, it will not be to come here. Your permission will 
not be asked. I shall never pretend to love you, any more 
than you can love me. For I know too much — I under- 
stand too much. But I am engaged to Gerald still, and 
shall remain pledged to him until he releases me him- 
self." 

The blood ran hotly to his cheeks, and he moved his hands 
uneasily. 

"You shall never marry him— do you hear? You shall 
never marry him. I would rather that Gerald was lying 
dead before me in the path. I would rather — rather — " 

She interrupted him fiercely — 

" Rather say I fell from the cliff, Mr. Chacomb." 

The words fell from her lips before she understood their 
full meaning. They produced a strange effect upon him. 
He shifted his feet, and turned his head about as a man 
troubled with a sudden sharp spasm of pain. But he mas- 
tered this, and drew himself upright, reaching to the shoulder 
of the tall girl before him. 

" Then," he said, calmly, " if you will have th'3 truth, hear 
it. Marry my son if you like — marry Gerald if you can. 
But if you do, you will marry the son of your father's 
murderer. Yes," he continued, as she recoiled with a cry . 
— *' bis Murderer, I did it. I pushed him over the edge. 
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I always hated liim, and I never, somehow, got a good, safe 
opportunity till then of doing him a mischief. He drove me 
mad, too, all the way up the hill, talking of you and Gerald, 
and what fine things he was going to do when you were 
married, with my money — my money. I had no knife, or 
pistol, or anything to kill him with, or I should have done 
it when I was walking behind him in the lane. He laughed 
at me the day before about my pictures, too. It was not 
likely I was going to forget that So, when we came to the 
edge, I pushed him over. He fell very quick, Marion, so 
that I had only a short opportunity of seeing him roll over 
and over ; but I lay down when he was gone, and mocked 
him fix>m the edge. I think he heard what I said — at least, 
I hope so. If I had you in the same place, Marion Revel, I 
would push you over too. It is a nice wild spot for lovers 
to sit and talk, is it not? and a nice wild spot for people to 
wreak their revenge on their enemies. I cannot harm you 
here, because I should be found out; and my constant 
principle is never to be found out. For instance, I had 
thought of poisoning him with a pill, but I kept putting it 
off because I was afraid. I am glad now that I did not 
That damned cousin of mine finds out most things, and he is 
always watching and following me about. He would have 
found out, very likely, if I had used the pill. Well," he 
went on, with great steadiness, " you know the truth now. 
I do not suppose for a moment that you will want to marry 
Gerald after what I have told you. Take my advice, and go 
to London at once, to avoid any more trouble. I am a 
dangerous man, and if you don't accede to my wishes, I shall 
very likely do a mischief to your brother Fred, or perhaps 
to your sister. Gro at once, I say, and before a worse thing 
happens." 

The girl, stunned by the cruelty and horror of the thing, 
could make no answer. Mr. Chacomb's voice rose to a shriek 
as he began his last senteuce, but sank into a sort of moan 
as he finished it ; for he saw before him the doctor, walking 
up the avenue. 

He came straight to the squire, and took him by the amu 
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"Better go in, Chauncey — go in, and wait for mo. Go, 
Isayl" 

TOien Mr. Chacomb turned quietly, and walked away. 

**Has he been talking wildly, Miss Revel? I am sorry 
you met him. Chauncey is a little — no, if you please, not a 
little, but a good deal upset just at present. The sudden- 
ness of the calamity of last week affected his nerves, and he 
does not know what he says. You see, he is quite amenable 
with me: he knows his excitable nature, and obeys orders 
at least." 

" Is it excitement ? Is it madness ? " 

** Who can say what is madness and what is not ? '* 

" I know ho hated my father," said Marion. " That must 
have been madness. But now, I know more. Poor Gerald ! " 
she added, softly, " it is very hard on him ; and now it must 
all be over." 

" Why must it be all over ? " 

'^ I cannot tell you. It is another secret that I must bear 
in silence. Dr. Chacomb, help me, in the name of Heaven, 
to get away from this horrible place. The air stifles me. I 
am always finding something new and dreadful. There is 
murder in it, and madness, and horror. Oh, what shall I do 
—what shall I do?" 

" Tell me what Chauncey has been saying. Has he been 
talking wildly?" 

'^ No ; he has been talking sense. Ah, me ! he has been 
talking sense." 

" Then it is the first time for a week and more. Miss 
Marion, if you will tell me nothing, I can only obey your orders. 
You shall go to-morrow, if you will. I will send after you the 
furniture that you will want in London. Perhaps it will 
be best to get out of his way, and to go at once. Now let 
me know how I may help you with Gerald." 

She clasped her hands tightly, to keep down the tears that 
rose to her eyes and the sobs to her throat. 

" It is too much to bear," she moaned — " it is too much. 
What have I done, what has my poor father done, that he 
should be punished like this? It is but a week ago — ^no, 

I 
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a week ago we were in wretchedness — only a fortnight ago 
the world was brigat and happy. I had his love, my dear 
father's love, and Gerald's too. But that was only for one 
day. I had one day of the most perfect happiness .that a 
girl can have in this world. I had Gerald's hand in mine ; 
his lips touched mine ; I saw his eyes soften as they met 
mine — oh, what hafppiness, what happiness ! It all vanished 
in a moment. And now kis own father, my Gerald's father, 
sets between us a barrier that can never be passed. I must 
give him up." 

" Let nothing that Chauncey Chacomb has said mate you 
give up Gerald," said the doctor. " He is mad ; how mad I 
cannot'say, but mad enough to make his words wild. Forget 
what he has said." 

" I cannot forget what he has done. Oh, cruel, cruel ! " 

She sat upon a fallen trunk and sobbed. Joseph Chacomb 
watched her with a pity which penetrated even the triple 
folds of selfishness which wrapped his heart. 

" I will go," she said. " Thank you for all your kindness 
to me. I cannot tell you how I thank you. We will go to 
London to-morrow. Anything, anything to get away from 
this dreadful place. I will write a letter to Gerald, and send 
it to you for him. When he comes back you will give it 
him. Promise me that, without my permission, you will not 
tell him where we are." 

"It is odd," thought the doctor, "that now, at this most 
important juncture, when I ought to want her to marry 
Gerald above all things, my own interests seem nowhere. 
Can I be growing sympathetic — I, who have always been 
preaching self-interest ? It is only a troubled girl, only a 
woman breaking her heart, and I must needs help her because 
she bids me." 

" I promise," he said. " You sh»ll do with me as you 
please. 1 will keep your address a secret till you bid me 
speak. But think again, ^o not set the words t>/ a miser- 
able creature like Chauncey Chacomb againsj ^ he happiness 
of your life. Do not turn Gerald away l^Oause his fathe\has 
said harsh things. If Gerald were herM^self to plead — ** 



-> 
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** Ah ! " she caught at the words with a gasp. " If Glerald 
were here himself it would be harder to say, but sweeter to 
remember. We should part in love, and I should have his 
farewell. Now, oh, now what will he think of me — what will 
he think of me ? for I can tell him nothing." 

"In God's name," cried Joseph, moved out of himself, 
*' what has Chauncey said ? What mischief has he brewed 
in your mind?" 

She shook her head, and gave him her hand. 

" Good-bye. I will write you a letter for (}erald to-night 
— if I can, if I can." 

* She left him, and sped swiftly down the avenue, with 
bowed head. 

Joseph Chacomb looked after her with something like 
moisture in his eye. Then he blew his nose. 

" I have not felt so," he said, " since I went to the Adelphi 
for the first time, and saw Celeste play Janet Pride. I 
thought I had mastered the weakness. What the deuce! 
It was not I who made this girl's trouble ; it was not my 
fault, I suppose, that Chauncey broke out in a new place ; 
it was not through me. I believe that Chauncey — and 
what can he have told her, I wonder? Things in this world 
never go straight. It is just as I said last night: make 
every allowance and the most careful calculation, have your 
combinations arranged like a professional bookmaker, down 
comes an accident that no one foresees, and smashes it all 
up. Only a week ago — to be sure, I did think Chauncey 
cracked, even before thir last business — I saw the most 
beautiful, the most fortunate chance. Gerald, who is as 
headstrong as a mule, was going to marry the girl, in spite 
of his father ; there was going to be a grand family kick-up ; 
the crooked little animal, with a brain as unsettled as his 
body, was going to leave everything to me. I know his 
life is a bad one, and this place, with its lovely income, was 
going to be mine. It is too bad, upon my word ! No will 
would stand a contest with Chauncey as mad as a hatter. 
The servants will talk, if no one else does. It is a splendid 
stake missed. And now we must confine ourselves to smaller 
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operations. At all events, let us borrow all we can. The 
wise man, like Joseph Chacorab, gathers his roses while he 
may. Poor Marion ! the girl's eyes are enough to melt the 
heart of St. Anthony." 

Six days afterwards — the Revels gone — Gerald appeared, 
worn and weak from his fever, and ignorant of what had 
happened. Joseph Chacomb told him in a few words. 

"Gone? Marion gone? And without waiting to see 
me?" 

" She is gone. All the village children are crying after 
her still ; but she has left a letter for you." 

Gerald tore it open. 

" What is this ? " he cried fiercely. " Do you know the 
contents of this letter ? " 

" I know,'* said the doctor, " that she asked me to give 
you a letter containing her farewell to you, and that she 
made me promise not to give you her address without her 
permission." 

"It is your doing! I believe this is your doing!" the 
young man burst out. 

" It is not," returned the doctor. " I am innocent of any 
knowledge even of Miss Bevel's reason. She refused to tell 
me. You may believe me, Gerald, when I assure you that I 
wanted above all things to see you married, and to her." 

" Then who — do you know — for Grod's sake tell me some- 
thing!— do you know anything, the smallest thing, that 
could make her write this letter? Eead it, read it slowly, 
and try to account for it." 

The doctor read as follows : — 

"Dear Gerald, — A thing has happened which will pro- 
vent our ever being to each other what we hoped to be. 
Think kindly of me — indeed, it is not my fault ! I pray you 
earnestly not to try to see me. Forget me, and forget the 
words we spoke to each other. That can never be thought 
of now which you hoped for then, and I too — God knows. 
You may believe that it is no light matter which forces me 
to write this letter. Marion." 
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"What does it mean? I cannot understand it. I was 
seized at Boulogne with a touch of my old marsh fever, and 
have had a baddish fortnight. The moment I could travel I 
returned, to find this letter, and the place deserted." 

" Yes, and the captain in the churchyard." 

"Have you no clue? Man, you were here the whole 
time ; you must know something." 

"Gerald, if you want to know why Marion wrote the 
letter, you must ask your father. I do not know what he 
said to her, nor why she wrote the letter." 

The conversation took place on the way from the Barn- 
staple railway station, whither the doctor drove to meet 
Gerald. Nothing more was said till they reached the Hall. 

" Where is my father ? " the young man asked. 

" With his Collection, I believe. Gerald, be patient with 
him; he is excited and worn by the captain's sudden 
death." 

Gerald pushed the doctor roughly back, and ran up the 
steps. Joseph Chacomb heard him open and shut the door 
of the museum, and groaned. 

" Now all the fat is in the fire. Anyhow, it is only hasten- 
ing the inevitable row. We shall have to lock up Chauncey 
to-night with a strait-waistcoat, I suppose. Dear, dear, what 
a pity for me, and for Marion too, poor girl, that things could 
not run smoothly ! " 

He never knew what passed between the father and the 
son. He heard loud voices, which died away ; he heard the 
shrill notes of Chauncey Chacomb ; he heard his cries and 
entreaties. In ten minutes Gerald came out, white and 
trembling. 

" Go to my father, cousin," he said. " Do what you can 
for him. Hide him — for God's sake hide him from people, 
lest he should talk. Treat him kindly so long as he lives, 
for I shall never see him again." 

"What have you said, Gerald?" 

" Do not ask me. If he tells you, you will keep it secret, 
for the credit of the name. Joseph " — ^he gasped for breath, 
being perhaps still weak from his recent illness — ** I am going 
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away, away from England. I cannot bear to stay here. I 
leave my father to you, mind. He is to be your charge if I 
never return. Tell Marion, when you see her, that I accept 
the inevitable, but I love her still." 

" I will take care of your father, but why — ? " 

" Again, do not ask me. Has that fellow taken out my 
luggage ? Very good ; then it may remain in the dogcart. 
I shall drive back to the station. Perhaps I will write to 
you from London." 

He seized the reins, and drove away, leaving the doctor 
speechless. 

Then he went to see his cousin. Chauncey was sitting, 
calm and composed, at the window. He raised his eyes 
heavily when he saw the doctor, but did not speak. 

He maintained a perfect silence for four days. The doctor 
began seriously to think of a private asylum. Then came a 
letter from Gerald, telling in the fewest words possible that 
he was starting immediately for Southern Africa, and would 
be gone when the letter arrived. 

"I ask," he said, "for no news, because there can be 
none but bad news. I leave no address, and shall not go 
to the post-oflSce at the Cape or Natal for letters. Perhaps 
I shall come back again in a few years. Perhaps not 
at all." 

Joseph Chacomb read the letter to Chauncey in the 
evening. 

"I had absolutely made up my mind, Joe, that Gerald 
should not marry that Revel girl. I hate her as much as 
I hated her father. Did you hear how she turned upon 
me, and forced me to tell the whole truth — the whole 
truth, by Jove? Well, I told Gerald just what I told 
Marion." 

" What did you tell them, Chauncey ? " 

" Marion found it out herself, and taxed me with it. Ajb 
no one was looking, not even you, I confessed it all at once, 
and laughed at her. She did not look so scared as you might 
have expected ; only her eyes were something like the captain's 
when he fell ; but not so wild— ^no, not so wild : there never 
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were eyes so wild as those. But they reminded' me, you 
know. And when Gerald came in just now — Gerald is a 
handsome boy when he is in a rage — I told him too. He 
looked like his mother, very mneh. It is odd how little that 
boy resembles me." 

" What, in Heaven's name, did you tell them ?** 

" Why, Joe, where is the use of pretending between our- 
selves? You know as well as L You saw me do it. You 
saw me with your own eyes push him over the cliff. That 
was why the only evidence you gave at the inquest was 
how you tried to rescue him. / understood — yes, I under- 
stood perfectly well You cannot deceive a man of my 
penetration." 

" Let me look at you, Chauncey." 

"Look at me as long as you like. You thought I was 
mad. I thought so myself for a little while. But I am not. 
I was never cooler in my life. It is true that I lost my 
composure a little when Gerald swore he would never return 
home again. That was natural with such a fine boy as 
Gerald — a boy to be proud of — only I am quite sure he did 
not mean it. He can never, you see, marry the daughter of 
the man I murdered. No, Joseph, you are a clever fellow, 
bnt you will not make me out to be mad. That is past even 
your medical skill** 

"Chauncey, pull yourself together, man. Think, think 
what you are saying. I saw it all, from the beginning.** 

" I know you did, Joe — I know you did. And very good 
it was of you to hold your tongua Very good and thought- 
ful indeed. To be sure, you were always a kind-hearted 
fellow." 

" I saw it, I say. Chauncey, you did not touch the man : 
he slipped and fell. Your hands were six feet from him, and 
more." 

** Kind of you, Joe — cousinly. Let us keep up the family 
honour, outside, and say so everywhere. You and I know 
better." 

" What am I to say to this man ? " crierf the Tielpless phy- 
sician. "How am I to persuade him? Good heavens, 
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Channcey, I tell yon that you did not push Captain Revel 
over the cliff." 

" Quite right, when you speak so loud." 

"Who the devil is to speak soft in such a matter? 
Chauncey," he said, in a stage whisper, "you did not — you 
did not — ^you did not do it. It is a delusion which you will 
shake off when you recover." 

"I am recovered," said the squire. "I know well now. 
I see the whole scene before me. But let us talk no more 
about it. The inquest was * Accidental death/ So that I 
am quite safe. Only it will be well to keep things quiet to 
ourselves, will it not ? " 

" Quite off his head," murmured the medical man — " quite ! 
Come, Chauncey, come, my poor cousin," Joseph pleaded, 
" put this awful hallucination out of your mind." 

"Do not be a hypocrite, Joseph Chauncey. I hate hypocrisy 
where it is unnecessary. So would you, if you had had, like 
me, all your life, somehow or other, to pretend. I pretended 
to be in love with Gerald's mother. I pretended to be fond 
of your society — " 

"Gad!" cried the doctor, "this is like a horrid nightmara" 

" I pretended to be the special friend of Revel ; I pretended 
to like his girl ; and I pretended to be sorry for what has 
happened. But I was glad, Joe — I was glad — only for one 
thing." 

" What is that, Chauncey ? " asked the doctor, catching at 
.a possible means of restoring him. 

"It is, Joe, that I understand now what the Lord did 
Vhen he put a seal on Cain's forehead. He has put one on 
mine, and I feel it Jiot and heavy. It grows hotter and 
heavier every day. I expect it will be like red-hot steel before 
I am dead. But I must bear it, and everything else. You 
will not hear me complain, Joe, whatever I suffer. It is 
upon me day and night — day and night. It would have 
been better that I had never been born, for I have lived to 
be a murderer." 

Then the doctor, by a stroke of inspiration, bethought him 
all at once of his own utterances on. the cleverness which is 
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able to make capital out of things as they happen, rather 
than to specalate on things that might happen. 

He rose solemnly, and standing before his cousin, a great 
burly person, over a misshapen, withered little man, like a 
big schoolmaster over a small boy, shook his forefinger — a 
very large, fat, and red forefinger, terrible in its shaking as 
Jupiter's nod — at his face. 

"Cousin Chauncey, when people are mad, they are sent 
to asylums. If they make a noise, they are put into strait- 
waistcoats. If they fling themselves about, they are put 
into padded rooms. If they do not obey the keepers, the 
fellows kneel on them and break their ribs, and then say 
that the foolish madman did it himself. They tickle the 
soles of their feet with feathers ; they put them on bread 
and water; they never let them go out in the open air; 
they laugh at them, and mock them; they give them no 
books to read; they shut them up with gibbering idiots, 
who dangle their hands — so— and drive them really mad 
with their dreadful grinning ; or else with raving maniacs, 
who glare and roar, and tear with their claws. Cousin 
Chauncey, you, I am sorry indeed to perceive, are gone mad. 
But at present I am the only man who knows it. I shall 
be good to you, and hide it — so long as you help me — from 
the world. But I must treat you, for the future, as you 
behave to me. I shall manage your affairs for you ; put a 
proper person into the house to have charge of you when I 
am in London; receive and lay out your money for you; 
take care of your estates for you; and, so far as I can, 
prevent your making a fool of yourself. In return, yoti 
shall have your liberty, and. shall do whatever you please 
within bounds; only you will hold your tongue. Try to 
get rid of me, and I shut you up ; try to shake me off, and 
I lock you up in an asylnm. Gerald is gone, and I think 
he will come back no more to England. I am the heir. 
Make a will, and I will prove that you were mad. Rebel if 
you dare ; try to get aw»y from my protection if you can : 
you are in my power, cousin Chauncey, and very thankful 
— veiy thankful indeed — ypu ought to be that you have 
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got a physician in the family to take care of yon, hide 
yonr little &ilingSy and — and spend yonr money for you, 
bygadl- 

CHAPTER Xn. 

EAST and west of Tottenham Court Boad — a thoroughfare 
whose great shops have not been able to redeem it 
from a vulgarity which enters into the soul of those who 
journey upon its flags — there run lines of parallel streets, 
this part of London being as regular as the city of Phila- 
delphia, U.S.A. When they were originally built, a hundred 
and forty years ago, they displayed in their fronts a good 
deal of aristocratic hauteur and coldness, befitting an expen- 
sive and fashionable part of town. Their coldness remains, 
but their haughtiness has vanished. The streets are not 
vulgar, but vulgarised. Queer trades are carried on in the 
houses ; brass plates, shutters, and window blinds bear 
iannouncements of callings alien to the general experience. 
A modeller of human limbs, a stippler of photographs, a 
wax flower maker, a valentine and lace-paper manufacturer, 
a maker of playing cards, a painter of fans, a Parisian artist 
engaged upon the petty trifles on which we waste our 
money at Christmas and Easter: these are some of the 
professionals who live side by side in Lowland Street, 
Tottenham Court Boad, in such amity as is consistent with 
trades which are not in rivalry. The majority of the ground 
floors belong to the oflBces and workshops; the first and 
higher floors are let out either on a system of flats, or in 
separate rooms to ladies and gentlemen who are, as a rule, 
occupied elsewhere daring the day. It is to apartments in 
Lowland Street that the gallant young draper's assistant 
of Oxford Street brings home his lovely bride. It is here 
that the tutor (London B.A,), who gives lessons at a shilling 
an hour in all the sciences and most languages, finds a - 
lodging adapted to his modest wants. It is to this retreat 
that the translator and the literary compiler, whose days 
are spent in the British Museum, return when midnight 
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closes the public-house. Here are third-rate actresses and 
actors; here are betting men, whose sphere of action is 
limited to the suburban fixtures ; here are City clerks, who, 
by chumming together, are able to afford one festive evening 
in the week at the Oxford ; here are the young and hopeful 
who look for better days ; here are the old and battered, 
praying that the worse days may not become the worst; 
here are those who pretend to have fallen from affluence, 
and pride themselves, like Lucifer, upon the depth of their 
fall; here are those, once gentlefolk indeed, who would, if 
they could, fain forget the past and be contented with the 
present. The romance, the contrast, the poetry of London 
are not always where we have agreed to place them. Where 
life is assured and easy, the romance is of the drawing- 
room school, which ripples rather than disturbs the surface. 
Among the reeking and foul purlieus of the courts, about 
which not even a penny paper, trying to work up to the 
highest sensational level, dares to tell the whole, horrible 
truth, the romance, if there is anything that is not real, is 
brutally and repulsively tragic. Perhaps it is among these 
strugglers in byeways for life, these hangers-on to the 
ornamental robes of civilisation, these people who profit 
by the foibles and vanities, rather than the necessities of 
their fellows, that a deeper romance may be found, in 
which life is really earnest, and the situations are really 
melodramatic. 

No. 15 Lowland Street, stands at the comer which marks 
the confluence of that thoroughfare with Euphrates Row, a 
place of less pronounced respectability. It is on the south 
side of the street ; its door bears two plates, one of brass : on 
this the name of Buddiman represents as was supposed a 
generation or two back, a landlord long deceased. The plate 
has remained, a monument of his worth, destined to last as 
long as the brass, and entirely unexpected in life. Immor- 
tality sometimes takes a shape not looked for. The other 
plate, a brighter and a newer one, is above it. It is in zinc, 
and proclaims the fact that here is Mr. Rhyl Owen's Academy. 
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The door itself is decorated and furnished with a row of half 
a dozen bell handles, each of which is attached to its own 
room. In the window of the ground floor is a card, setting 
forth that lessons may be procured from Mr. Rhyl Owen on 
moderate terms, in book-keeping, French correspondence, 
Latin, arithmetic, aud penmanship in all its branchea At 
the back of the house, where once stood the garden, in the 
old times before Euphrates Row was a modern encroachment 
on the privacy of Lowland Street, they have built the school- 
room — a long and low apartment, whence may be heard, at 
mom and afternoon, the buzz of many lessons, the voice of 
the adroonisher, and the wail of the admonished. That is 
the select academy of Mr. Rhyl Owen. In the evening it is 
let out as a genteel dancing school, to a professor with a 
respectable connection, whose daughters assist in imparting 
a knowledge of the art, and in maintaining the lofty tone of 
the establishment. Ladies of the ballet are not admitted to 
these lessona Once a year — I am sorry the anniversary will 
not fall within the limits of this book — a ball is given: 
tickets of admission for lady and gentleman, half a crown 
each; refreshments, provided by the eminent host of the 
Grapes, of course are extra. The staircase of the house is 
dingy, and one which is sometimes swept, but rarely cleaned. 
The wainscoted walls are blackened at about the height of 
four feet six, where people's shoulders have rubbed against 
them for five generations ; but it is a broad and handsome 
staircase — not so stately as one of those in the decayed houses 
of Soho, but a staircase which shows conscientious work and 
no contract. The house, as compared with most in the 
street, is thinly populated. On the third floor front dwells 
a lady who may have heard of seventy springs, but as all 
her life has been passed in London, she has never actually 
seen one. She lives on her means, and is reported by the 
outside world to be possessed of a comfortable income. It 
may be so, and it is perhaps nothing but a miserly di&^ 
position which makes her lie in bed rather than light a fire, 
dine habitually off bread and butter, and find a banquet in 
a plate of cold beef bought at a cookshop in Euphrates Row, 
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Perbaps, however, it is her ostentatious cleanliness which 
&YonT8 the idea. One of the bedrooms at the back of the 
same floor is occupied by a young gentleman of four or five 
and twenty, who lives with his sister downstairs, and is 
supposed to be engaged " in the City." On the second floor 
there lives a hermit. This class of thinker is not so numerous 
as in the old days when — as in the sixth century, before the 
Caliph Omar came to change things — the whole of Palestine 
resounded perpetually, day and night, and from end to end, 
with the litanies of those who fasted and sang, and the howls 
of those who flogged their own sinful backs. I have, myself, 
only known one or two cases of the modem hermit. One 
was a man who got into the habit of living quite alone, never 
going out of his chambers except to dinner, and then always 
to a restaurant close at hand, where he sat daily on the same 
bench and had the same food. He is still living, though 
prematurely grey. The other was the case of Mr. Lilliecrip, 
the hermit of Lowland Street. He was not a religious 
hermit, so far as the public knew, nor did he sing litanies 
like a Benedictine, nor did he flagellate himself with a cat- 
o'-niue-tails like a repentant garotter, nor did he fast and 
macerate himself like a Ritualist in Lent. But he had earned 
and maintained the character of a hermit by simply never 
going outside his own door. He had the two rooms, back 
and front, and the voice of rumour was busy with him. He 
was reputed rich ; he was said to be a nobleman in disguise ; 
he was as great a mystery as the Man with the Iron Mask ; 
he was a great criminal, he was a murderer hiding from 
the law ; he was a forger, afraid to go into the streets ; he 
was a political spy, obliged to keep himself dark ; but, above 
all, he was fabulously, enormously, tremendously rich, and 
could buy up the whole of Lowland Street and never feel it. 
On the ground floor, as has been stated, is Mr. Rhyl Owen ; 
with him his daughter Winifred, of Her Majesty's Telegraph 
Department. And the first floor, together with the bed- 
room of the third floor back above mentioned, is let at twelve 
shillings a week, taken by the quarter and money paid in 
advance, to a family consisting of two young ladies and theb 
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brother. The elder of the two paints all day at her easel 
when she is not copying at the National Gallery ; the younger 
sits at home and watches her sister, or goes out with her 
brother to walk along the streets and look at the shops. 
For it is four years since the captain died. Comb Leigh has 
long siuce passed away into the dim twilight of the happy 
past. The Revels — Marion, Fred, and Adie — have descended 
together to the level of Lowland Street, and to the life that 
is called " from hand to mouth." 

It is an evening in April, when the advent of spring 
makes itself felt in the heart of London by longer daylight 
and colder winds, rather than by any of the gracious pheno- 
mena familiar to lovers of nature in the country. All the 
children are in the street, playing noisily ; the nearest clock 
has struck six ; a German band blows at the comer with an 
energy which shows temper as well as tune; and the cold 
wind which, outside London, has stripped the apple tree of 
its blossoms, turned the lilac flowers brown, curled up the 
young leaves of the roses, and killed every little peachlet 
which was beginning to swell out on its tiny stalk, is 
sweeping through the streets and round the corners, driving 
the shavings and bits of paper round and round in the areas, 
rasping the housemaid's elbows, and painting the children's 
legs a lively red. Where does it come from, this bitter 
wind of the east? Does it always blow across the flats 
which stretch from Ostend to the Ural Mountains? And 
what manner of people are those who dwell beneath its bane- 
ful influence? 

On the ground floor of No. 15, Mr. Rhyl Owen is engaged 
in putting away his tea-things, having prepared and eaten 
that meal by himself, according to his usual wont, after the 
dismissal of the boys. The room is at once his dining, 
sitting, and sleeping apartment. A turn-up bedstead of the 
old-fashioned kind, constructed to look as much like a ward- 
robe as possible, stands in one comer ; a wooden arm-chair 
is in the window; a cupboard by the fireplace holds the 
crockery of the miiiage: two or three hanging shelves 
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contain Mr. Owen's library, which consists principally of 
translations — not used as cribs, but forming, when he is not 
engaged upon Plutarch or the Book of Proverbs, his favourite 
reading ; for Mr. Owen is as fond of Homer, Virgil, and Ovid 
as any other schoolmaster, though his mastery of their 
original tongues is defective. The table is equally divided 
between a pile of exercise books and a girl's workbox; 
an easy- chair stands by the fireplace, and one or two 
other chairs complete the furniture. The tenant of the 
room is small in stature, like Zaccheus, Tydeus, Julius 
Caesar, Napoleon, and most of the other men known in 
history. His face is seamed, crow's-footed, crossed and 
furrowed by a thousand lines, every one of which repre- 
sents a vexation or a disappointment. His short and curly 
hair is an iron grey, and stands up all over his head, giving 
him a look of perpetual surprise. He wears neither beard 
nor whiskers. His eyebrows are thick and black, as if he 
was of a fierce and determined nature, which he is not. 
On his large and bony hands the knuckles stand out like 
cairns upon a hill-side. His lips are large and mobile; 
his eyes are as bright as a ferret's. He is dressed in a 
long black frock, once a coat belonging to a taller member 
of society ; its extreme rustiness proclaims its durability, 
and furnishes a proof that English honesty is not yet 
become a byeword and a proverb among the nations, in 
spite of the sizing of cotton and the manufacture of shoddy. 
Bound his neck is a voluminous black tie. His linen, for 
it is Friday evening, might be cleaner with advantage. 
His legs are encased in trousers of a dark grey. How 
much his garments bulge at the elbows and the knees, 
how their folds and sinuosities betray the habitual dis- 
position of their master s legs beneath the chair, it would 
be long to tell. On his head he wears a black skullcap. 

Mr. Rhyl Owen placed the tea-things in the cupboard, 
reduced the fire to a minimum, and taking his pipe from 
the mantelshelf — a long clay — loaded and lit it. Then he 
looked all round the room, like a dog who searches about for 
the most comfortable place, took a book from the shelf, sat 
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down in the wooden chair, with his back to the light, and 
heaved a mighty sigh. 

Jnst at the moment when he took the first whiff a knock 
came to the door, accompanied by the rustle of feminine 
garments. He listened for a moment, and an expression, 
half of fear, half of annoyance, crossed his face. 

"If that's Mrs. Candy," he called out, as the door 
partly opened, "you needn't say, ma'am, what you came 
to say. I caned your second to-day, and I caned your 
eldest yesterday, and I shall do my duty upon both boys' 
trousers to-morrow if they deserve it. So you may take 
your boys away or not, as you like, Mrs. Candy. There's 
the national schools," he went on, in a lower voice, as if he 
was working off an angry mood; "there's the young cox- 
comb of a certificated master; he knows everything. He 
ought to be caned for conceit, and I should like to have the 
job. * Wisdom is too high for a fool.' You had better send 
them there. And there's the Boman Catholic schools, where 
the priest ought to be caned, and I should like to have that 
job too." 

"It isn't Mrs. Candy, Mr. Owen," said a voice from 
outside. 

" If it's the milk, you must come again, then ; Tve got 
no money." 

There was a little laugh. 

"It isn't the milk." 

Mr. Owen walked to the door with the solemnity that a 
schoolmaster of many years' standing naturally acquires, and 
opened it himself 

" Oh, it's you, Miss Adie, is it?" he cried, with a changed 
voice. 

"May I come in, Mr. Owen?" 

" Surely, surely ; come in." 

She came in — the Adie Revel we left four years ago, a 
yoang girl of sixteen. She is twenty now, and a woman ; 
her figure is tall and shapely ; her face, with features per- 
fectly and absolutely regular, is set in a framework of light 
and waving hair; her eye^ are of that limpid blue which 
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seems as fall of expression as the eyes of Sappho or Heloise ; 
her lips are parted in a smile, which seems one of perpetual 
content — ^it is the smile of a nature which looks for little 
more than to get the greatest enjoyment possible out of 
life ; and the expression of her eyes, which seems so deep, 
is as yet but the light of youth and health. Love, quickener 
of the real nature, has not yet come to transform the maiden. 
The sorrows of her life have passed over her as the breath of 
evening over a sea of molten glass, and left no trace behind. 
Her dress is of a cheap and common stuff, but it is made, by 
herself, in that perfect taste which almost deceives even 
feminine appraisers of the marketable value of other women's 
costume. It falls about her in folds as graceful as if it bad 
been of silk, and fits her slender figure as if it had been made 
in Begent Street Bound her neck she wears a blue ribbon 
tied in a simple knot — ^her only ornament. But she is so 
beautiful that she wants none, it is pleasure enough to look 
upon her; and if you listen while she speaks, you hear a 
voice as clear and musical as any bell, if somewhat thin — 
a voice which seems to be the fitting organ for a soul of 
infinite depths. 

"Come in, my pretty," said the schoolmaster, the lines 
in his face softening all over, just as the lines in an old 
building soften when the sunshine suddenly falls upon 
them. "Come in and sit down, and talk to me. I've 
bad my tea, and I have lighted my pipe, but I am 
grumpy." 

"Poor old man!" said Adie, touching his cheek with 
the tips of her fingers. " Why is he grumpy ? " 

" Miserrimus," said Mr. Owen, bringing his chair fi:x)m 
the window to the fireside, and putting back the coals he 
had taken off — "Miserrimus (nominative case, masculine 
gender, superlative degree, from misery wretched) is the 
adjective iJiat describes a schoolmaster. It is told that 
Dionysius the Younger sank to the lowest depths of misery, 
and became a schoolmaster — the lowest depths, you see: 
that is how men gird at the profession. Shakspeare puts 
a Welsh schoolmaster like me upon the stage to be laughed 

X 
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at. No one ever forgot that Louis Philippe had been a 
schoolmaster. Johnson was called a pedagogue all his life. 
Not a cheating, yard-of-tape measuring counter-jumper 
among them all but thinks the schoolmaster an inferior 
animal — not one so poor to do him reverence. Lord ! Lord I 
what does it matter, Miss Adie? We get our holidays, 
and then we can go fishing, and forget our troubles. And, 
after all, there's the blessed pipe. And Solomon says a 
word or two for us — ' Receive knowledge rather than choice 
gold.* What made you come down and see me, young lady ? 
Not but what I am proud to have you here." 

The girl turned red for a moment. 

"I came down because I was all alone upstairs, with 
nothing to do, and — and — oh, Mr. Owen, give me some tea. 
We have got no money, and I am so hungry." 

"Tea? To be sure, to be sure." He got up, and began 
to bustle about, laying another stick on the fire. "Why, 

what in the name of . Surely Miss Revel hasn't had any 

misfortunes. Wait a minute, my dear, wait one moment. 
The kettle is on the sing. Hungry ! I have been hungry 
myself, and it's a dreadful thing, Miss Adie — a dreadful 
thing." 

She laughed. 

"Oh, not 80 very dreadful. Marion went out yesterday 
to sell some pictures, but could not get her money, so we 
had no dinner. This morning we finished all the bread for 
breakfast, and Marion went out again directly afterwards, 
and has not come home since. I worked till I was tired, and 
then I went to sleep. But sleeping won't make up for no 
dinner." 

"Where is your brother?*' asked Mr. Owen shortly. 

" He's gone into the City. But Fred will look after him- 
self — ^he always does." 

" No dinner to-day, and none yesterday. Both days I had 
a beautiful dinner, and just now I was grumbling! " 

He shook his head as if he was sick of the selfishness of 
human nature, dived into the cupboard and produced a piece 
of bacon, from which he cut two or three slices. The girl 
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looked on with ill-disgaised eagerness while the baoon was 
cooking in the little Dutch oven. When it was ready, she 
devoured it with the natural eagerness of an appetite sharp- 
ened by the absence of dinner for two days. 



CHAPTER Xm. 

r. RHYL OWEN sat opposite, watching his guest with 
loving eyes. He was a soft-hearted creature, though 
he was the master of a Commercial Academy ; and it went to 
his heart to think that this fair young creature should 
actually want the commonest necessaries of life. He cut the 
bread and poured out the tea with zealous solicitude. 

"Is it good? is it refreshing?" asked he. "Now, do 
have another slice — some more bread : eat plenty of bread 
with it; and now the tea — we must do without the milk, 
because I've drunk it all up myself — a greedy beast ! Some 
people like a bloater with a meat tea. I say bacon's more 
wholesome. As for sprats, now, I suppose a young lady like 
you wouldn't look at them." 

" I would have looked at anything five minutes ago. O 
Mr. Owen! I am so much obliged. It is so horrid to be 
hungry." 

She finished her tea, and then looked up, with her fiimiliar 
laugh. 

"That's right," he nodded, and smiled back. "Already 
you look filled out in the cheeks, in a manner of speaking ; 
though you're not, no more than your sister, like my 
Winifred for plumpness. Tell me. Miss Adie, you are not 
often so bad as this upstairs, eh ? " 

"I don't think we have ever been quite so bad before, 
even before Marion was able to sell her sketches. But then 
we have been thrown back It was necessary for Fred, who 
must have a good appearance when he goes into the City to 
look for a secretaryship, to have a new suit of clothes, with 
a great-coat, this weather. That took all our spare money, 
as you may gues& Then we have had to pawn things-^ 
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my father's watch and chain, and even his sword. You may 
think how Marion liked that."* 

" My dear, you had better not tell me more than you think 
righty" said Mr. Owen, with some delicacy about hearing 
further particulars. 

"Why not? It is no use pretending to be proud — we 
have nothing to conceal ; we have been ladies and gentlemen 
— ^now we are not, I suppose. What else is there to say ? 
There is no shame in being poor.** 

She laughed, but she spoke a little bitterly, 

" Poor Miss Marion ! " 

'^Yes, it's hardest on Marion, isn't it? because she does 
all the work for us. Besides, she was the eldest, and had 
been most with poor papa. I hope she will bring some 
money home with her." 

" Perhaps your brother — " 

" Oh," she laughed again, " Fred never brings any money 
home ; he takes all the money out. But that will do about 
myself. How have the boys been to-day — good ? " 

" Boys never are good. They are bom bad — original sin, 
you know — and it is our duty to thrash them till they grow 
good. Listen, there's some one at the door again. If it is 
Mrs. Candy, she is coming to have a row. Perhaps it's — 
Why" — his face lit up all over with pleasure — " it's actually 
Winifred, home two hours before I expected her." 

It was Winifred. She carae running into the room, threw 
her arms about her father, and gave him two great smacks, 
one on each cheek ; then caught Adie by the chin, held her 
&ce up to the light critically and kissed that too. 

" You are the prettiest girl in all London," she whispered. 

Then she took the lid off the tea pot and examined its 
contents, put in some water, and got another cup and saucer. 
Then she threw off her hat and jacket ; and then everything 
ready, she sat down and prepared to enjoy herself in a busi- 
nesslike manner. 

" It is perfectly delicious," she said. " Tea made, Adie to 
tea with us, and a fira Father, this is worth living for^ 
isn't it?** 
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He Bucked His pipe and nodded. 

" Bread and butter, Adie, dear. How sorry I am I wasn't 
home to Iiaye tea with you ! No, I won't have any bacon, 
thank you. There are times, father, when you feel yourself 
a man to be envied, eh? Your daughter in the Civil 
Service, like a proud young competitive clerk; a young 
lady to tea with you; and your work for the day done. 
Good work, too. Adie, I am always proud of my father's 
work." 

She read her father's moods by his face, and spoke 
accordingly. 

"I tell him," Winifred continued, looking sideways at 
the little cloud which still hung upon her father's brow — 
"I tell him it is noble work which he is doing, the best 
work a man can do, to raise these poor boys out of ignor- 
ance, to bear with their ways, and tiy to make them like 
himself." 

Mr. Owen shook his head with mild deprecation, but he 
enjoyed it. 

"Nonsense, father! Every teacher wants to make his 
disciples like himself, else what would be the good of 
teaching? A schoolmaster ought to be learned; you are 
learned, father." 

"Pretty well, my dear, pretty well. Csesar at my 
fingers' ends, as you may say; and as far as Compound 
Interest, perhaps, you might find it hard to meet my 
match." 

" He must be sober. Why, father, who could be soberer 
than you ? " 

"Yes, my dear ; I am too poor to drink if I wanted to.** 

" He must be just." 

Mr. Owen nodded, as much as to say that Lowland Street 
Academy contained the just est of men. 

"Merciful, too, with his justice." 

He nodded again, with emphasis. 

"By the way, father, who was that I heard crying 
yesterday ? " 

" Candy Secundus," said her father shortly. 
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"Poor Candy SecnnduB! Poor little Sngar Candy! Do 
you know little Sugar Candy, Adie? The dearest little 
fellow, with blue eyes and curly hair, and always getting 
into scrapes. His mother keeps the baker's shop over 
the way. What did poor Sugar Candy do, father?** 

" Justice comes before mercy," said Rhyl Owen. " * Chas- 
tise thy son while there is hope, and let not thy soul spare 
for his crying.' Candy Secundus brought a piece of chalk 
in his trousers pocket, and chalked upon my desk — my desk 
— these lines : — 

'Taffy is a Welshman ; 

Taffy keeps a cane ; 

When I get a big man 

He shall have it back agam.* 

Candy Secundus will remember his verses for some time 
when he comes to sit down. I expect Candy's mother will 
come to-night to give notice." 

Winifred looked graver. The withdrawal of one boy from 
the little school meant the loss of a pound a quarter, a 
sensible item in the modest household. 

" I will go round and see her presently," she said. " Per- 
haps she will be reasonable.'* 

As the light fell upon her, the low fire on the left and 
the gas just turned on overhead made pretty effects of 
colour in the twilight. You may see that she is not a 
beautiful girl — not beautiful in the sense that Adie with 
her regular features and calm eyes in a perpetual repose, 
is beautiful. Look again: you see a face full of mirth 
and animation; a nose rather short and perhaps a little 
too broad ; lips half open, showing the whitest teeth behind ; 
and more still, cheeks as soft as peaches and set with 
a pair of dimples — -petites fossettes d*amour. Her chin is 
strongly accentuated and rather pointed, for Winifred has 
a will of her own; the tiniest and daintiest little pink 
ears nestle beneath a cloud of rebellious locks of light 
brown, which escape from their assigned places, and float at 
their own, own sweet will ; a face full of affection, enjoyment, 
and possible passion; and, to crown all, a pair of grey 
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eyes which have caught the sunshine of June, and give 
it back through all the year — eyes always ready to laugh ; 
eyes fearless and trusting; eyes that enjoy the world, and 
are aglow with the fire of her youthful blood, in which the 
lover — when the lover comes — ^will see "a fountain of 
gardens, a well of living waters, and streams from Lebanon." 
Her fingers, long and delicate, quiver when she speaks, 
as if she was working the telegraph still. As she sits, as 
she moves, as she speaks, you feel that you are with a girl 
whose nervous system is strung by nature to concert pitch, 
so that one note out of tune would set the whole ajar. 
The other girl, Adie Revel, beside her, is at present calmly 
and dispassionately happy. She has had enough to eat 
— that is sufficient for the time. Like the owner of the 
Splendid Shilling, she can say, ''Fate cannot harm me; 
I have dined to-day." She has no more care for the 
next day than when we left her last, playing Badminton 
with her brother. Like the soft-eyed deer, she lies in the 
sun and warmth, enjoys what the present has to give, and 
is a philosopher in this — ^that she leaves the gods the rest. 
"Heaven,** we know, "which sees the future, keeps the 
issues in the darkness of the night ; nor does it forgive the 
man who trembles before what is coming, more than is due 
to human uncertainty." Adie had never read Horace; 
but she agreed with so much of his philosophy as not to 
tremble at thinking of the future. Now Winifred thought 
perpetually of things that might be coming : she thought 
of Marion, who worked for the three ; of Adie who could 
not work, but sat at home and hoped for better things; 
and she thought — she thought too much — of Fred: Fred 
the handsome, Fred the indolent, Fred whose very faults 
made him interesting, because they were not the faults of 
the class among whom she had been brought up. A young 
man of Lowland Street or Euphrates Row, if he departed 
from the paths of rectitude, which was not uncommon, was 
to be seen smoking pipes at public-house doors, reeling 
home at night, or even in extreme cases of moral obliquity, 
marching handcuffed between two men in blue, or escorted 
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from the doors of Bow Street Police-oflSce to the door of 
her Majesty's omnibus. The Lowland Street youth did not, 
like Mr. Frederick Revel, wear trousers and coat closely 
resembling those of Bond Street; they did not spend the 
day in the fashionable end of the town; they did not 
frequent West-end billiard rooms; nor did they despise 
the companionship of other young gentlemen in the street. 
Perhaps it was the contrast of Fred Revel with this 
other young man which made Winifred think so much 
about him. • 

The old schoolmaster, retreating from the table to his 
place in the window and his book, left the two girls to 
their talk. 

"Poor dear!" said Winifred. "To think of your going 
without your dinner for two daysl Why did you not 
tell us?" 

Adie laughed. 

" That is nothing, providing we don't have to go without 
our dinner to-morrow and the next day. But I dare say 
Marion will get some money ; she always does find money 
somehow." 

"Perhaps your brother will get a proper place soon.** 

"Poor Fred! He says, Winifred, that some people are 
bom to work and some to spend, and he certainly was not 
bom to work. Sometimes I think that Fred will never get 
any more work to do at all. You know, he does try; he 
goes into the City, I believe, at least once a week — and 
everybody knows it is in the City that you pick up rich 
posts. Once he was made secretary to a company. His 
friend, Lord Rodney Benbow, got him the post. To be 
sure, the company broke up in a month ; but then, as Fred 
says, it gave him the business experience that he wanted. 
Winifred, don't let Marion know that I told you about our 
distress; she is proud, and would not like it. As if it 
matters now," she said, with a bitter laugh — "as if it 
matters for all the world to know how poor we are ! Let 
them know. We have not a single friend to care whether 
we starve or not" 
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** Adie ! you have me." 

^^ It is a horrid thing to be poor/' she went on, passion- 
ately. " It is a cruel thing, a wrong thing, a wretched 
thing to be poor. Marion seems to think it enough if we 
get our miserable meals day by day." 

" Give us this day our daily bread, Adie," said Winifred. 

" I know. But my bread ought to be more than break- 
fast and dinner and tea. I want things, Winifred, that 
other girls have. What is the good of life where there is 
no pleasure — nothing but working day after day to get 
enough to eat ? " 

**But we cannot have all we want to have,** said the 
telegraph girl, letting her thoughts loose vaguely in the 
field of boundless impossibilities. 

" Why can't we ? Once I had all that I wanted ; it was 
not much, to be sure, for I was only sixteen, and satisfied 
with little. Now I am twenty, I want to live." 

" Adie, do you think it is right to talk so ? " 

" Right or not, I do so because I think so. Yesterday I 
went out with Fred for a walk. He will not take me to 
Begent Street or the Park, for fear of meeting his old college 
friends. Ton see, Winifred, this is the only dress I have 
got. I can trim it up after the fashion, but I can't turn it 
into a new dress. Fred keeps up appearances better — I do 
not know how. Well, he is ashamed to be seen with his 
sisters in the street. We walked part of the way down 
Oxford Street, turned to the right up Bemers Street, and 
then, aft«r seven o'clock, when all the gentlemen were having 
dinner, and Fred was not afraid of meeting any one he knew, 
we went down Bond Street and Piccadilly. As we came 
home through the squares, the people were driving off to 
dinner ; in one or two houses we could see them sitting down, 
ladies and gentlemen — ah, happy people ! — dining properly, 
and with servants to wait. Some other people, not so happy, 
but better off than ourselves, were going to the theatres. 
We came home. Neither Fred nor I had a single sixpence 
between us. When we got home, we found Marion sitting 
with a single light, trying to draw an outline. She had no 
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money either. Fred smoked, nobody spoke, because we 
were all three too miserable ; and about ten we went to bed. 
We had had neither tea nor supper, and Marion sat all the 
evening with her head on her hand Poor Marion ! Poor 
Fred ! Poor me ! Ton don't mean, Winifred, that I should 
like this life?" 

A grunt escaped the lips of the schoolmaster, but he said 
nothing. Adie looked up for a moment, and went on, in a 
lower voice — 

'' Fred keeps up his spirits and mine too, as well a^ he can, 
the dear fellow. He is always cheerful ; he says that some- 
thing will happen to make us all comfortable again. But 
it is worse for Marion, because she has all the work to do, 
poor thing ! She is different from both of us, I think ; and 
takes things more seriously. To be sure, where should we 
be without her ? " 

"When Fred — ^I mean your brother," said Winifred — 
"gets the place he wants, it will be better, will it not? 
He will do something for you. It would be dreadful for 
him to go on for ever allowing Marion to work for both of 
you. 

" That is what he says and thinks. Fred has, ouly you 
would not think it unless you knew him as well as I do, the 
noblest of hearts. He says that this living on the proceeds 
of Marion's work is killing him, and I am sure that he is 
getting thinner. He declares that he is ready to take any 
kind of work that offers. Of course, you know, Winifred, it 
must be such work as a gentleman can do. Now and then 
Dr. Chacomb suggests something; but Fred has got an 
aversion to the doctor, and his way of looking at things. 
Above all, as Fred says, he is a gentleman, and, if he pleased, 
a nobleman," 

" Yes, dear, I know." 

There was another grunt fix>m the schoolmaster. 

"I read once," he said, without looking round, "of a 
nobleman in France who fell into poverty. He resolved on 
giving up his title and forgetting his rank. He handed 
his sword to the Mayor of Bordeaux, and went away. 
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When lie came home after twenty years, enriched by trade, 
he demanded back, and received again, the sword of his 
ancestors." 

Adie listened politely. 

" You had better tell Fred that story, Mr. Owen,** she said, 
with a laugh. "I should like to see Fred depositing my 
father s sword with the Lord Mayor of London while he went 
about, on Dr. Chacomb's suggestion, as an advertising tout. 
That was the last advice, I believa" 

" There are good families in Wales," said Rhyl Owen, " as 
well as in France. My father, Ap Rhyl, whose father was 
Ap Owen, used to boast of our descent from Llewellyn, who 
was a king. Yet my brothers and I had to work for our 
living, and never grumbled at it." 

"Never mind, father," said Winifred. "You do not quite 
nnderstand." 

" But Adie, disinclined to discuss the question, had risen. 

" I shall go upstairs now," she said. " Good night, Mr. 
Owen." She went to the chair, and held out her hands. 
" I am very, very much obliged to you." 

" Child," said the schoolmaster, looking up at her, " stoop 
down, and let me whisper. If you have got no money to- 
morrow, you and your sister come down here at one o'clock 
— we will go shares. And, Miss Adie, make your brother 
do some work, and try to get some for yourself Don't leave 
everything to Miss Marion." 

Adie nodded her head, laughed, kissed him on the fore- 
head, and left him. It was two years since they came to 
the house. Rhyl Owen and his daughter were not, as she 
and Fred confessed to each other, strictly of the upper 
classes, but they were kind. Adie loved little attentions, 
and craved for the outside signs of affection. Winifred 
was her only companion, and, when Fred was not at home, 
she allowed herself a greater approach to familiarity with 
Winifred's father than her aristocratic brother would have 
approved of. At all events, she felt that he would have 
shuddered if he had seen her actually kiss the forehead of 
the little Welsh schoolmaster. 
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" Not even a University man ! " he would have said. 

" Winifred," said her father, abruptly, " he's a worthless 
chap/' 

Winifred changed colour. But she knew whom he meant. 

" He's a worthless chap, Winifred, my girl," he went on. 
"He hangs about billiard tables, and borrows money of 
gentlemen. Sam Beagle, who is head waiter at the Guards' 
Club, told me he heard Lord Rodney talking about him, 
saying that Fred Revel cost him a sovereign every time 
he met him, and he'd be dashed if he'd stand it any 
longer." 

Winifred was silent still. 

" As for the girls — the young ladies, I mean — it's a good 
thing for you and me that they came here. It isn't often 
that we get the chance of knowing a real lady. As for Miss 
Marion — ^Lord! when I think of that girl, Winifred, and 
how she toils and slaves, my blood boils — it boils, I say. 
There, I've broken my pipe! Give me the other one, my 
dear. As for Miss Marion, I say, she's a good woman. 
Who can say more ? " 

He got up, and stood before the spark that lingered in 
the fireplace. 

"What does Solomon say about a good woman?" He 
took a Bible, and opened it at the Book of Proverbs, and 
read — " * She riseth while it is yet night, and giveth meat 
to the household. . . Strength and honour are her cloth- 
ing ; and she shall rejoice in time to coma ... In her 
tongue is the law of kindness. . . . Many daughters 
have done virtuously, but she excels them all. . . Let her 
own works praise her in the gates.' That is Marion Revel. 
I have watched her for two years. She is the good woman 
of Solomon, and she is more — she is the true Christian, 
Winifi^, because she thinks and works for others, and not 
for herself." 

" And so do you, father, dear." 

He stroked his chin. 

" In a measure, my child. Yes. It is the task of the 
teacher, I read in a book the other day, to lose his own 
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interests in those of his pnpil. The anxieties of one become 
the sufFerings of the other ; he feels with his scholar — " 

"Poor little Sugar Candy," said Winifred, thoughtfully, 
with a gleam in her eye. 

Her father caught it, and laughed. He was a silent man 
out of school, because he talked so much in school hours that 
quiet was needful. He was a grave man, because he could 
not indulge in the natural mirth of his nature before the boys ; • 
but the old Adam broke out sometimes, as it did now. 

" Ho ! ho ! " he laughed. " Candy Secundus will become 
a great poet: 

'Taffy was a Welflbmao ; 
Taffy bad a big cane ; 
Wben I get a big man 

He tball have it back again.' 

Ho! ho! ho! If little Candy does not turn out a great 
man, my dear, they will tell of this day, and how his brutal 
schoolmaster flogged him. Dear me! Schoolmasters are 
a misrepresented race! I dare say Orbilius in Francis's 
' Horace' — there is the book on the top shelf— was a merry, 
soft-hearted, and gentle creature, only Horace never under- 
stood the right side of his nature. Perhaps Busby used to 
cry at night when he thought of all the boys wriggling on 
their seats." 

"Winifred," he went on again, after a few meditative 
puflfe of his pipe, " think over what I said, my dear. He is 
a worthless chap. You went for a talk with him on Sunday 
afternoon." 

"Yes, father, but Adie was with us. Oh, you don't 
know!" She took his face in her hands, and squeezed 
the wrinkled and crow's-footed eyes and nose together. 
"You don't know anything about it, father. Why, the 
Bevels are quite above us. Fred is a gentleman, an Oxford 
man, a scholar, and a Count — think of that — only he is too 
proud to take the title. And what am I ? Only a telegraph 
girl, father." 

She laughed as she spoke, but the tears came into her 
eyes. She brushed them away quickly. 
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" And now, father, I shall go round to Mrs. Candy's, and 
find out if she is angry with you. I shall pretend to ask 
for a loaf, you know. We can't have the school dropping 
to pieces just yet, can we? Dear old father, you have yet 
to work a year or two longer, until your daughter can make 
money enough to keep you." 

Lefb alone, the schoolmaster sat down and pondered. 
The house was quiet and lonely. He thought of his bright 
and pretty girl; he thought of the idler whose fancy she 
had caught ; he wondered what was best to be done. Out- 
side the house, in the street, the children shouted and 
played; within there was the silence of the grave. And 
he thought of the two friendless girls above him, and one of 
them so helpless. 

" Between most of us and starvation," he said, " there's 
only the mercy of the Lord. Thank Him, it's a thickish 
plank." 

Presently he heard a heavy foot mount the stairs, and 
stop at the Bevels* door. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE visitor knocked at Miss Revel's door. Getting no 
reply, he gently turned the handle and looked in. Its 
only occupant, Adie, was sitting in the dusk at one of the 
windows, pressing her cheek against the glass, and gazing, 
with her thoughts far away, at the passers below. The gas 
from the street and the shop over the way lit up the room. 
In the softened twilight and the dim illumination you could 
perceive that the room was comfortably furnished with easy 
chairs, a sofa, a piano, and a few water-colour paintings. 
The light was not strong enough to show that the covering 
of chairs and sofa was worn in holes and faded, that the 
carpet was I'agged, that the piano bore marks of age and use. 
An easel stood at one window, and by it a small stand with 
paints and canvas. In the centre was a table covered with 
work, over which Adie's fingers had been busy during the 
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day. She was not idle, for she kept the wardrobe of her 
sister and herself, and maintained, in spite of all difficulties, 
the neatness of her brother's linen. The new-comer, who 
was indeed no other than Dr. Chacomb, stepped across with 
the noiseless tread affected by some heavy men, and laid his 
hand gently on Adie's. 

" Ton ? '* she started. " I did not hear any one open the 
door. I thought you had deserted us, Dr. Chacomb. It is 
nearly six months since you came to see us last.*' 

"I got very little encouragement in my last visit," he 
said. *^I am not quite certain that I ought to come here 
again at all." 

" Did Fred say anything to annoy you ? You remember 
that you annoyed him very much." 

"So that fie had the right to annoy me in return, you 
mean. No, it was not your brother s little outbreak of 
temper. I hardly know what that young man could do 
which would annoy me. He might surprise me, certainly. 
If he were to get his living in any honest way, it would 
surprise me. But he would never annoy me." 

" Do not say unkind things about Fred," said Adie. " For 
my own part, I should be extremely sorry to have him 
making his living as an advertising tout; and that, you 
know, was what you advised him to become." 

"That is about the only thing he is fit for," said the 
doctor. 

"Well, if it was not Fred, who was it — Marion or 
myself." 

" As it was not you, it was of course your sister." 

"I declare," said Adie, pettishly, "It is too provoking. 
What did Marion say or do, I should like to koow? You 
are absolutely the only decent creature left in the world — 
not to speak of dear little Winifred Owen — that comes to 
see us, and yon take offence at some nonseuical fancy of your 
own. Oh, why are men so stupid ? " 

" Hardly a nonsensical fancy," said the doctor. " It was 
real hard fact. Where is Marion ? " 

"I do not know. She went to Burls's shop. Perhaps 
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she stayed there to finish off something; perhaps she had 
to go over Waterloo Bridge to Hermann's. She may be in 
any moment. Sit down and be comfortable, and tell me all 
aboat it." 

'^ Tell me first how yon have been getting on since last 
I saw yon." 

"We have been getting on worse and worse. I think 
we did have some money, a little, left when yon came last. 
That is all gone now. And Marion has not been doing 
very well for the last three months. At present we have 
nothing.'* 

"Nothing?** 

"Nothing at all. Not a sixpence in the world. We 
paid our rent for the quarter out of Marion's dividends. 
Then we had a little money left to live upon ; we have got 
nothing now, and out of that we have to save up for next 
quarter's rent, and live besides. It's like what papa used 
to call a midshipman's half-pay." 

The doctor was silent. 

"Yesterday we had no dinner. To-day we have had no 
dinner. I do not know what poor Marion has done; but 
I went downstairs, when I was so hungry that I could not 
bear myself any longer, and asked Mr. Owen to give me 
something to eat. I've had bacon, and bread and butter 
and tea." 

"And Fred?" 

" Fred is like the sparrows : he picks up his dinner in the 
street," said Adie. " I wish I could." 

"No money, no dinner. Why did you not send to me>, 
child?" 

"Why did you not come to us?" 

" Did not Marion tell you anything ? " 

"No. Marion tells- me nothing about herself. Tell me 
what was the matter. Dr. Chacomb. Perhaps I can help to 
put things right. Heaven knows we can't afford to give up 
our only friend." 

"It is a very simple matter," he replied. "I asked 
Marion to marry me, and she refused/' 
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"Oh!'* 

Adie found nothing else to say before a statement the 
whole bearing of which she could not immediately realise. 

" You, too, I suppose, think it absurd," said Dr. Chacomb. 

"I have never thought anything about it at all," she 
replied ; " because this is the only time I have heard about 
it. But it does seem at first as if it was too bad that you 
can't know us without wanting to marry one of ua Why 
isn't all the stupid love taken out of the novels ? No one 
would think of it at all unless for them — I am sure Marion 
and I don't — and then we could live together and be 
happy." 

"Childish talk," said the doctor. "You don't under- 
stand. Now listen, Adie, and see if you can understand 
this. When you knew me four years ago, I had no money, 
and was in debt I used to run down to Chacomb to borrow, 
when I was hard up, of poor Chauncey. I had a mouldy 
little surgery — I blush to tbink of it — at Islington, with 
half a dozen patients, and what is called a general practice. 
I was lazy, because I had nothing to do. I was forty-five 
years of age, and a failura You remember me then. Try 
to compare me now with what I was. Tell me what you 
thought of me." 

Adie laughed, and shut her eyes. It was great fun to tell 
Dr. Chacomb the exact truth, and not to offend him. 

" I shall not be complimentary," she said. " You were a 
red-faced man — such a red face ! — and Fred used to say you 
drank too much." 

" Fred was always as fond of me as I am of him," said the 
doctor, smiling. " But Fred was right." 

" You wore black trousers that bulged dreadfully at the 
knees, and a coat that never — whether you walked or stood 
or sat — hung anyhow but in bumps and folds. Your boots 
were worn down at the heel, and you had a horrid black 
waistcoat which was frayed at the pockets." 

"Very likely," said Dr. Chacomb. "The pockets were 
worn by searching for the coins which were not there. 
Those devils Of pockets! I remember them, too. They 

L 
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were my purse, and the reverse of the purse that Peter 
Schlemyl got — " 

" Who was Peter Schlemyl ? '* 

" I forget now, except that he sold his shadow, and that 
he got instead of it a purse, out of which you could take as 
much money as you pleased, without putting any in. Now, 
you could put as much as you liked into my pockets, and 
there never was anything there. The gold changed into 
silver, the silver into copper, and the copper into nothing 
at all. But pray go on with your description. It grows 
interesting." 

"I think I have finished. Stay — ^you had immense red 
hands. I used to wonder how it would feel to have hands of 
such an enormous size. Your hair was thick and matted ; 
your lips were very large, I remember, and very red, you 
had great black eyebrows, and your eyes were fierce and 
strong — they seemed to take in everything, and to want to 
order everybody about. Altogether, you were not quite nice, 
somehow. Comb Leigh did not suit you." 

" Good," said the doctor. " On the whole, it is a clever 
portrait. But that was four years ago. Light the candles, 
look at me again, and tell me if the portrait will do now." 

" There is only an inch or two of candle left, and what 
are we to do for more when these are gone ? " said Adie. 
" Never mind, we can go to bed in the dark. There, Dr. 
Chacomb." 

" What do you see now ? " asked the doctor. 

" No," said Adie, " I will not describe you any more." 

The portrait, indeed, no longer represented Dr. Joseph 
Chacomb. His face, lit by the candles, had lost its old red 
hue, and was now pale, but not pallid ; his large eyes — for- 
merly, to the young girl's fancy, so fierce — were softened 
and grave ; above them lay eyelids heavy, as if with thought. 
His eyebrows were no thicker than is befitting to a man of 
great mental and physical strength. His lips were large, 
especially the lower lip ; but you may remark the same pro- 
minence in that feature in the photograph of nearly every 
great statesman, lawyer, or preacher. His hair, grown thin 
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at the temples, was strong, closely knitted, and not yet 
tonched with grey — a sturdy crop of brown curls. His large 
hands, from which he had removed the gloves, were now 
white and shapely. He was dressed by Poole, in such 
garments as belong especially to the prosperous physician — 
a black buttoned frock, and grey trousers in which no trace 
of Adie's ancient " bulge " was visible. A pair of double 
eye glasses in gold hung from his neck. 

" Of course I knew," said the girl, " without the candles, 
that you were greatly changed. I was only talking of what 
you used to be. You are not oflFended, are you ? " 

" Not at all ; but I want you to understand all about me, 
and that very clearly. Look at me again. Am I younger 
or older than I used to be ? " 

" Younger, to look at." 

" If a man is younger to look at, he is younger in reality. 
There is no wearing of wigs about me; it's all Natures 
handiwork. I am exactly what you see me, and I was 
exactly four years ago what you knew me then. I ought, 
by all the rules of life, to be four years worse — fiercer in 
the face, redder in the eyes, clumsier in the paws; but I 
am not, you see. I am ten years younger; I am not red- 
fiiced at all. You have never asked me what has effected 
this transformation." 

She shook her head. 

"I will tell you." 

" If it is a story, let me put out the candles. You can 
talk by the gas-light just as well." 

" Rubbish ! Let them burn out ; I will give you plenty 
more. Listen to me, child. When the unsuccessful man 
putteth off his unsuccess, he lays aside his bad habits. Of 
bad habits come red faces and fierce eyes ; of unsuccess come 
old coats, down-at-heel boots, and bulgy bags. Failure in 
a man is like a fallow soil to the fields, because it causes all 
manner of ill weeds to grow. When you knew me first, I 
was a failure ; now I am a success." 

" I am glad to hear it," said Adie. " I wish you would 
teach Fred the way to become a success." 
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" Fred ! As if any teaching would do him any good ! 
But have you no curiosity ? Do you not care to ask what 
I have done ? " 

" No," said the girl. " Men are always doing something 
to make money. It seems to me to matter very little what 
they actually do, so long as they get it, and give it to their 
daughters." 

" There is no critical faculty at all," said the doctor, " in 
the feminine mind. If Eve had only been told not to inquire 
how Adam made his money, we should all have been garden- 
ing in Paradise this day. I never did like gardening, for 
my part, so I am mightily obliged to Eve. Then, Adie, 
since you do not ask me, I must tell you. You have never 
heard, I suppose, of the Royal Hospital for Gout, supported 
by voluntary contributions ? " 

Adie shook her head. 

"You see," she said, "I never had gout. It comes of 
eating and drinking too much, I believe. We are not at all 
likely — Marion and I — to get gout. Perhaps Fred may get 
it some day." 

"I am its Founder," he said with pride. "Of all my 
projects, it is the only one which I have pulled off. The 
rest, poor innocents, perished unborn. But one is enough. 
I founded it Alone I did it. I hired the building, got my 
secretary, and organised my management. It is now a 
flourishing institution. I am the chief consulting physician. 
We appeal especially — it is a stroke of real genius this, if 
you could only understand it — to those who have never had 
the disease. The funds come in, and my fortune is made." 

" Do you mean that you take all the money that people 
send ? " asked Adie in her innocence. 

" No, my dear young lady. That would be an elementaiy 
proceeding unworthy of my genius, and leading to un- 
pleasant interviews with the magistrates. My fortune is 
built upon my reputation, and that is based upon my 
hospital. I am now the leading specialist on gout. Dr. 
Porteous, of Savile Ptow, pretends to be my superior; but 
you will not believe that." 
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" Very well," said Adie innocently : " I will not." 

" My income is over four thousand a year, and it goes on 
increasing like a snowball. Yon understand so far ? " 

" Yes. Yon have got more money than yoa know what 
to do with." 

"Not qnite. However, this is what I am coming to. 
I want to marry Marion. If she will have me, I will take 
you away to a pleasant house at the other end of town. 
You shall have a carriage to ride in. Do you hear ? " 

" Ah ! " cried the girl, her colour flushing. 

" You shall leave this place, and go into the country, to 
the seaside — wherever you please. You shall have money 
to spend, and as much as you want. You shall associate 
with ladies and gentlemen again. You shall dress as a 
young lady of your beauty — you know what a pretty girl 
you are, Adie — ought to dress. You shall have lessons in 
all young ladies' accomplishments. You shall pick up the 
threads of your life where you dropped them four years ago, 
only they shall lead to a life broader and more famous, and 
fuller in enjoyment. You shall belong to the world that 
you envy. Only you must help me." 

" How can I help you ? " she asked, with lips apart and 
brightened eyes. 

"Will you ifyoucan?** 

" Will I not ? Would T not do anything, anything to get 
out of this dreadful place, and feel once more that to-morrow's 
food at least is ready and certain ? You know that Marion 
is reserved. I cannot go to her and say, * Marion, you are a 
great goose to refuse the good luck that offers for both of us.' 
If I were even to hint at it, things would be worae than ever. 
There must be no appearance of my helping, even if I see a 
way." 

The doctor considered. 

" Time is precious to a man when he is on the verge of 
fifty. There are only ten years more of enjoyment before 
him. I want to marry at once, Adie, and waste none of 
those valuable years. First of all, however, I must help you. 
Don't be proud, child. You have no money ? " 
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" Not one penny. I told you so.** 

" Then you must not refuse to take some. I suppose you 
keep house while Marion paints ? " 

"Yes." 

" I think you had better not let her know, if you can help 
it, that I have given you anything. Only take care that 
you always have plenty to eat. See, here are five pounds 
for you and Marion, for your housekeeping. I put the 
money into your hands on the condition that you do not 
give it to your brother to waste. Spend it on yourselves. Let 
Marion, if you like, believe that it is careful housekeeping. 
And as to helping me, you can only do it by letting Marion 
feel, day by day, the misery of poverty." 

Adie considered. 

'' That may seem cruel, but it is really kind. As soon as 
Marion begins to realise that her compliance means your 
restoration to the world of respectability, she will comply." 

" But about Fred, You will help the poor boy too, won't 
you?" 

" I am not at all obliged to provide for Fred," said the 
doctor ; " but I will do what I can for him. Fred shall not 
be forgotten ; that is all I can promise on his account. It is 
you that I should like to see happy and well provided for, my 
dear child. I want to have you with us for a year or two 
before you marry and leave us ; to see you enjoy yourself at 
balls and operas and theatres ; to bring a little more plump- 
ness to those fair cheeks of yours." 

The doctor had got her hand in his, was bending his face 
to hers, and you might almost have thought by the look of 
his eyes that he was making love to her. But he was not : 
it was only a way that he bad, and the natural pleasure which 
every well-regulated male mind feels at having a girl's soft 
hand in his own. 

" I should like, my girl, to make you happy, as well as 
Marion. Are you afraid of me ? " 

" But Marion must be made happy first," said Adie. " How 
do I know that you will be kind to her, as well as to me ? 
Marion is not so easy to get on with as I am; she takes 
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everytliing so seriously, you know. And, besides, it is not 
me you want to marry, but Marion." 

" If you are not afraid of me, why should Marion be ? If 
you would not laugh at me, I would tell you that I love her. 
I do indeed. I have always loved her." 

" Have you ? It seems very funny that you should love 
Marion. Yon are such very diflTerent people. Perhaps, 
though, that is the reason why you love her. But I do not 
want to laugh." 

" What would you say if I told you I loved yoUj Adie ? " 

"I cannot imagine such a thing to happen at all," she 
replied. '* It is no use speculating. One thing you may be 
quite certain of: if you were Blue Beard himself, and I were 
only going to be the last wife but one, I would marry you if 
you asked me, to get out of this doleful life. Yes, I would. 
And if I were Marion, I would marry any one who would 
give us enough to eat. If I were Beauty herself I would 
marry the Beast with pleasure, if he would give me proper 
dresses and the things that make life comfortable as well 
I would do anything for more money. Dr. Chacomb^any- 
thing, I declare." 

" Have patience a little, Adie," said the doctor, smoothing 
her hair with his palm. " Wait till I bring home Marion 
for my bride, and you shall have all you want. I am not 
quite Blue Beard, nor yet quite the Beast ; but tell me," he 
added, sentimentally, " would you mind having me for your 
brother-in-law ? " 

" Not a bit," said Adie, truthfully. " I should rather like 
it, I think. You are the only gentleman we know, and I 
am sick of starving. Fred never does anything for us ; I 
can do nothing for myself. What are we to look forward to? 
You are quite sure you will not do anything horrid after you 
are married? Because, you know, I should feel miserable 
all my life if poor Marion were made unhappy through me." 

"Trust me, Adie," said Dr. Chacomb; "and help me if 
you can. See, you have forgotten the money." 

Adie took up the five glittering sovereigns, and held them 
in her hands, holding them to the light with an admiration 
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that bad a sort of tremor in it She had never before had 
so much money given her all at once, and the gold repre- 
sented a boundless vista of rich and luxurious probability. 

"It seems wrong, somehow," she said, "to take your 
money. Suppose nothing comes of it, after all. Suppose 
Marion will not be persuaded to marry you. Suppose you 
reproach me for doing nothing. Mind, I cannot promise 
much. I will do what I can, because I think it is the best 
thing for us all, not because I want it by itself, and very 
much, to happen. And you will perhaps tui-n round then, 
and say I took the money from you." 

" Joseph Chacomb, Adrienne Revel " — ^in less prosperous 
days he would have said "Joe Chacomb" — "Joseph Chacomb 
has faults. He is sometimes called overbearing, chiefly by 
his enemies ; but do not forget that he comes, like yourself, 
of gentle blood. We are the Chacombs of Chacomb. My 
cousin Chauncey, poor fellow, and I are now alone to repre- 
sent the family, unless Gerald turns up again. You may at 
least trust Joseph Chacomb to be a gentleman." 

" Good night, then, Dr. Chacomb, and thank you." 

" Hush ! I hear Marion's step." 

The pair separated guiltily, Adie slipping the money into 
her pocket. The man's ear was quicker than the girFs, for 
immediately afterwards the door opened, and Marion Revel 
came in. 

Four years of hard and careworn struggles have placed 
their mark upon her. She was little more than a girl when 
we saw her last, with the buoyancy of girlhood still on her; 
she appears a woman of thirty now, by her wasted cheeks 
and her faded look. She is dressed, like Adie, in a cheap 
stuff, cut and trimmed by her sister in the fashion, so that 
she might not look dowdy. Her gloves are worn and mended. 
She has something of the air, without the meekness induced 
by incessant obedience, of a nun or a Sister of Mei*cy. Under 
her arm she carries a parcel, which Adie recognises, with a 
heart-sinking, as the packet of drawings she took away with 
her in the morning. 

"You, Dr. Chacomb?" 
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She put down her drawings, and held out her hand, with 
a smile which suddenly brought back all her youth. She 
was only twenty-seven, after all — that halting^place in the 
growth of womanhood where youth and beauty meet, the 
time when a girl may be at her sweetest and freshest, or may 
be blas^ and worn out. Marion should have been at her 
sweetest and freshest, but for the sad reasons of hard work, 
anxiety, and insufficient food. The Princess of Fairy-land 
can live on nothing ; her t^ars nourish her, as they did the 
Psalmist : her hopes sustain her ; her faith cheers her. In 
Beal-land the Princess grows pale and weak when she has 
not a good dinner every day. In her distress she lives chiefly 
on tea and bread. After a while her spirits fail, her faith 
declines — all for the want of proper food. Rabelais makes 
great Gaster the first Master of Arts, the first great inventor, 
the deviser of every art ; he should have gone farther still, 
and made him the nourisher, the support, stay, prop, and 
comfort of love. 

" You, Dr. Chacomb ! It is a long time since you came to 
see us last." 

" It is not my fault if I do not come oftener," said the 
doctor. " You have only to say that you like to see me." 

" Of course we like to see you. You are our last link with 
the past. If it were not for you to remind us that things 
were really what we remember, Adie and I should get to 
believe that we had been all our lives in Lowland Street." 

" Yes," said Adie ; " sometimes I believe we were. Comb 
Leigh seems a dream." 

She took her sister's packet of drawings, and looked 
inquiringly. Marion shook her head. 

" I have had a weary day, dear, and very little luck. Mr. 
Burls swore, in his pretty fashion, over the forest birds, and 
would not look at the wild flowers. But he has promised to 
get me some work, doing curtains and backgrounds for a 
portrait painter, if he can. Then I walked over Waterloo 
Bridge, and saw Mr. Hermann. I think I dislike him worse 
than Mr. Burls. He was not in his office, and so I came 
home. Oh, I forgot to say that I waited for flve hours at 
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Mr. Burls's, and began to copy a head for him. So I have 
not wasted the day. And Adie — ? " She looked wistfully 
at her sister. 

" I have been alone all day. At six o*clock I left oflF work, 
and went down stairs to have tea with Mr. Owen. Winifred 
came home early. Then Dr. Chacomb came in, and we have 
been talking. Let me take the poor pictures, dear. I wish 
Mr. Burls had his head between them, so that I could squeeze 
it — like this — to a jelly, the horrid man, for swearing. I have 
promised to see Winifred again this evening," she added, 
mendaciously. " I will leave you with Dr. Chacomb. (jood 
night, doctor." 

" Why do you reproach me with not coming, Miss Revel ? ** 
he began. " You know the reason." 

" There is no reason," she returned, with a little bitterness. 
" That is no reason at all. You asked what you knew you 
never could have; you were foolish — or were you kind? 
Perhaps you only thought of my happiness, to ask. But you 
might have known — surely, no one could have known better 
than yourself — ^how utterly impossible it was. You promised 
never to allude to it again." 

Dr. Chacomb waved his hand. Nothing more strongly 
marked the difference between the man now and the man of 
four years ago than the attitude in which he stood, the air 
with which he listened, the gesture with which he received 
the young lady's appeal. Everything betrayed the man of 
self-possession, of experience, of reserve — the man accustomed 
to converse on equal terms with those whom a former gene- 
ration called persons of quality. Now, anybody can be a 
gentleman of Bloom sbury, of Camberwell, or even of Islington, 
but it requires some adaptability to put on the air of the 
middle-aged gentleman of Belgravia. As for the young gen- 
tleman of that district, he is bom, not made, like the poet, 
and cannot be imitated. Those who attempt to copy him 
are like Icarus, who flew too high ; and, like him, they fall 
and perish miserably. 

Four years ago. Dr. Chacomb would have been nervous, 
shy, and ill at ease with ladies; four years ago, with Marion 
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herself he found himself expressing sentiments that smacked 
of Bohemia in the language of Bohemia; four years ago, 
the gifts and graces of life were like the latter letters of the 
alphabet to the algebra lecturer, his unknown quantities. 
He is polished now : the same man still, but with the out- 
ward veneer of self-control. What does it matter, perhaps, 
how selfish, how cruel, how licentious your disposition may 
be, provided the veneer is thick enough to prevent anybody 
finding it out ? And if even your wife never discovers the 
faults that lie seething beneath, if her only complaint of you 
is that you show — being at heart a Blue Beard for phil- 
andering, a Nero for cruelty, and a Louis Quatorze for 
selfishness — a certain lack of sympathy, a strange reserve 
as to things holy and good, why, civilisation has done some- 
thing. Success had civilised the doctor. 

He waved his hand with a gentle sweep of deprecation. 

"Nay," he said, "I hardly promised never to open the 
subject again. On the contrary, I came to open it to- 
night." 

" You have news ? ** 

"None from Gerald. No line has come from him since 
he left England. I have told already what we know. We 
traced him to the Cape ; from Cape Town to the Trans Vaal 
Territory; then we lost sight of him. I have no news to 
give you of Gerald. Believe me, Miss Revel, in spite of my 
own hopes, I am sorry to have nothing to tell you — of him." 

" I believe you. Dr. Chacomb. You are a true friend." 

" I would have shown that a long time ago, had either 
you or Gerald told me at the time of my cousin's strange 
hallucination, and what he said. He has it still, Miss Revel. 
I heard to-day from the person who has charge of him. 
The belief is on him stronger than ever. In other respects 
he is calm, rational, and consistent; in this alone he is 
mad, hopelessly mad. He believes that he murdered your 
father." 

"At least he hated him," said Mcrion. "There is no 
delusion there." 

"Yes, he hated him; he hates his memory still. But that 
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is nothing; it is all part of his madness. Forget Chauncey 
Ghacomb, Miss Revel ! The poor lunatic never did your 
father any harm, save in thought. He is quite innocuous ; 
and if you were to go and see him, he would probably sit 
down and cry." 

" I could not bear to see him." 

" But never mind Chauncey Chacomb ; I came here to- 
night on a different errand. I came to ask you, Miss Revel, 
once more how long you are going to mourn over a lost 
love." 

" Always, Dr. Chacomb." 

"It is not as if you had been married. Even then a 
widowhood of four years in one so young would have been a 
great deal to give." 

There was an innate coarseness of feeling in the man 
that success and veneer could not wholly hide, and which 
made itself felt in such speeches as these. You know how 
vases of a debased period still proclaim the vulgarity of 
their form, however they are painted or gilded. Dr. Joseph 
Chacomb considered Marion's obstinacy as something con- 
ventional and affected, like the prolongation of her mourning 
by a widow who ought rather to rejoice over her emancipa- 
tion. What was the good of it? Fish swim in the sea as 
good as those which lie in the fishmonger's window. If 
Gerald was gone, there were other lovers to be had, notably 
himself. It irritated him, this constancy. And yet had 
he been asked to give up Marion, had he been told that 
there were plenty of girls as good as Marion in the world, 
he would have laughed at the impossibility of finding one 
that could be to him what Marion might be. He really 
loved her. Perhaps, too, there was a little pity in his 
feeling towards Marion. She had been so happy, and was 
now so poor. Quite selfish men very often nurse the luxury 
of pity with great enjoyment, and even endeavour, when 
possible, to combine relief to the unfortunate with more 
enjoyment for themselves. If, for instance. Dr. Chacomb 
had come across Jephthah's daughter lamenting among the 
mountains, he would have been moved to the deepest pity 
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by her beauty and her distress combined ; while ngly virgins 
in basketfnls might have wept without attracting his sym- 
pathy. Most likely, after a little consideration, he would 
have proposed to remove the cause of her tears by an 
immediate elopement and secret marriage at the nearest 
sacred grove or high-place of Baal. 

"A very great deal to give," he went on. "You are 
young, but you will not always be young. You have given 
already to the memory of that poor boy the best years of 
your life. Be reasonable, Marion." 

"I try to be reasonable; but it must be in my own 
way. 

"I came to see you to-night," he went on, "in order 
to make one more appeal to your common sense. See, 
now," he said with a little dropping in his voice — it was 
remarkable that he did not take her hand as he had 
taken Adie's — "see, Marion, you do not absolutely hate 
me. 

" Indeed, I do not hate you in the least. Quite the con- 
trary. I am always very glad to see you." 

" There it is, then. Half the battle is won if yon have 
overcome your dislike to me. I know that when yon 
first made my acquaintance, appearances were against 
me. I was horribly poor: I was desperately in debt; 
and I had fallen into coarse habits. All that is altered 
now. There is nothing to prevent any lady from marry- 
ing me." 

She shook her head and answered nothing. It was the 
second time and she knew what would follow. 

" Then it is surely something that I am getting rich more 
rapidly than I could ever have hoped or expected. There 
is no profession in which money accumulates faster than 
mine, once you make a start. IVe made a splendid start." 

" Tm very glad indeed — for your sake." 

" Be glad for your own, Marion. I wish I was a younger 
and a more eloquent man, to persuade you the better. 
Be glad for your own; I want you for my wife. In all 
the world I don't think I have a single friend — not a man, 
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woman, or child to whom I can tell whatever I have on my 
mind. When you are struggling, it doesn't matter; but 
when you are rich and comfortable, you want a companion. 
It is not good — Scripture warrant— for a man to be alone. 
When I sit at home, after a dinner that a duchess — yes, a 
duchess — would enjoy, I cannot drink a bottle of port as I 
used to four years ago, because I must consider my nerves 
for the next day's work. I hardly can smoke now. I don't 
care to read. And thus it is that I want a wife to talk to 
me. Be my wife, Marion." 

She shook her head again silently. 

" I will be kind to you ; I will indeed. You shall never 
hear a horsh word from me. I will consider your wishes 
in everything; you shall have the direction and ordering 
of the whole house. I shall be contented to make money 
for you to spend, provided I can only see you my wife." 

He began to tick off on his fingers the special advantages 
she might derive from a union with himself. 

"Look at yourself, now — toiling and moiling for a miser- 
able pittance, and putting money into other people's hands. 
What have you had to eat to- day ? Next to nothing. Adie 
told me. You have actually suffered privation — ^you. What 
will your work lead to ? More misery, more starvation, more 
wretchedness for you and your sister. I offer to take you — 
and her — out of it all." 

He ticked this off as a telling point, and went on again 
afler a moment's considei-ation. The man was tremen- 
dously in earnest ; but each sentence jarred upon the girl's 
nature, and made compliance with his wish the more 
impossible. 

" Adie, now. Do you think it right and proper that she 
should be living in this style, brought up as she was? She 
is twenty years of age, as beautiful as Helen of Troy, and 
fnll of longings for the good things of the world. Remember 
that it will be your own fault if she continues to go on like 
this. Why, I Ve known girls, out of desperation " — he stopped 
for a moment — "do all sorts of things. Marion, think of 
Adie before you give me np." 
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Tick the second. Then he played what he thought a 
stronger card. 

" There is your brother Fred. He has been loafing about 
town for four years, living on your exertions. Now I tell 
you candidly and honestly that he will never do any work 
at all. He does not want any. I know the London loafer. 
Every day makes him fonder of the billiard tables, and 
less inclined to work. Fred couldn't do any work if he 
had any to do; it is impossible for him now, even if it 
was possible for him four years ago. You will have to 
go on working for him as well as for your sister. You 
will see him descend lower and lower. He is already at 
a tolerably low level. You will watch the last pretence of 
trying for work disappear, and the last scruple at depending 
upon your exertions; yon will see the very last flickering 
spark of his honour die." 

"Dr. Chacomb!" 

It was a good blow, and he repeated it, thinking he would 
drive the nail home. 

" You will see the last flickerings of his honour die out 
bit by bit. He will lose all that you have admired in him. 
Well if he does not bring disgrace upon your name. I oflFer 
you relief from this infliction. I will myself provide for 
your brother." 

The girl made him no reply, but her head sank lower. 

" Gerald is dead," he went on — " of that be very certain, 
Gerald is either dead or he has forgotten you, and his 
father, and the past, all of us together. Do you think 
that he would not have written had he been alive? Do 
you still believe that on the word of a madman, accepting 
a wild statement which he never even tried to question or 
to prove, he would have stayed away for four years, and 
made no sign? Why, anything might happen. His father's 
life — Cbauncey has got heart disease — hangs upon a thread ; 
the estates might come to me. You might have married 
some one else. Nonsense! Gerald is dead, or Gerald has 
ceased to think about you." 

'^If he has ceased to think about me, that is no reason 
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why I should cease to think about him/' said Marion. " If 
he is dead, let me mourn for him still." 

" No, Marion." He lowered his voice, and his eyes, under 
the rolls of fat eyelids, assumed a softer Ught. " No, 
Marion, mourn no more. Tou have had enough of misery 
and sorrow; let the dead bury the dead. The memory of 
your father's death must not cloud the whole of your life. 
There has been too much mourning. Come back to the 
world, and take your place among the ladies of the world, 
the sweetest and best of them all. I swear there is no one 
like you, Marion — no one among the countesses and people 
— wherever I go. Come out of this dreary and starving 
den, where you lie hidden and forgotten. Good God! to 
think that you should dream of going on here, and like 
this, for ever ! " 

" Not for ever," said Marion — " not for ever. There is an 
end appointed." 

" Yes, and it is appointed by 7?i«," said the doctor, with 
an earnestness which perhaps redeemed the audacity of the 
statement. "Be my wife, Marion, and all shall be well 
with you. I am hungering and thirsting for you. Come 
to me, and I will make you happy. Come to me, and your 
sister fihall be happy. Come to me, and I will rid you of 
that idle, good-for-nothing rascal, your brother." 

As he spoke, the door opened, and the idle rascal himself 
appeared. He had a cigar in his mouth, and stood for a 
moment looking at the doctor, as if uncertain what to say. 
He lifted his hat, took the cigar from his lips, and stepped 
in with an air of easy dignity, such as might belong to 
Alcibiades in his early days of success, wealth, and an easy 
conscience. The doctor saw with admiration how handsome 
the young man was, with what a fearless confidence he held 
his head, how clear and honest was the look in his eyes, how 
frank and gallant was the pose of his figure. He was well 
dressed, too, and wore a hat of the newest and glossiest It 
was not till after he got home that Dr. Chacomb was able 
to put it to himself with indignation how, while his sisters 
were starving, their brother was pp fat aud w^ll-Ipokin^ ; 
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how he conld afford cigars whose perfume spoke of nothing 
less than sixpence a-piece; and how an idler and a loafer 
had the impudence to look so independent. 

" Ton will rid ray sister of the idle rascal, her brother,** 
said Mr. Frederick Revel, quietly. "It is not the first 
time, sir, that you have volunteered your advice; but I 
hope — I believe, it is the first time that you have openly 
insulted my sister by abusing her brotiier. Leave the 
room, sir ! " 

It is one of the easiest things in the world to say ; but 
unless the words take effect instantly, the order has to be 
repeated. 

Dr. Chacomb looked at the young man as if he had 
not spoken; or, rather, he looked through him, fixing 
his eyes thoughtfully on a sketch upon the wall behind 
him. 

"Leave the room. Dr. Chacomb, unless you wish to 
go through the window." 

"Fred!" cried Marion. "Dr. Chacomb — for Heaven's 
sake!" 

"Miss Revel," said the latter, "I will call and see you 
again, when we shall not be interrupted. There will be no 
going through the window, so far as I am concerned." 

" Understand, sir," cried Fred, fiercely — no one, not even 
the laziest of lazzarani^ likes to be called an idle rascal — 
" that I object to your coming to this house at all." 

"I thought," said the doctor, with a smile, "that the 
lodgings were taken, and — and, in fact, paid for by the 
exertions of your sister. Perhaps I was wrong." 

"I object to your presence here; I will not have it. 
My sisters are under my care and protection." 

He looked for the moment as if it really was by the 
labour of his hands that they were housed and maintained. 

"Your care and protection?" Dr. Chacomb shook his 
head slowly " They have done great things for the young 
ladies. They provide your sisters with good lodgings, com- 
panionship of their own class, plentiful food^ and abundance 
of pocket money — " 

u 
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The yoDng man intermpted him vrith an impatient 
gesture. 

"Your Bisters ought to be, and are, no doubt, infinitely 
obliged to you. Mr. Frederick Bevel, do not talk nonsense. 
You must try bounce with other people. Remember, sir, 
the time will come when even the self-sacrifice of a sister 
will fail you, when the devotion that has kept you in idle- 
ness so long will be tired out, and when your own petty 
tricks to keep up the appearance of a gentleman will break 
down. Miss Revel, you will not forget what I said. You 
have but to order me, and I will free you of the burden " — 
he spoke very slowly, shaking his finger at Fred — " of this 
idle, good-for-nothing, spendthrift brother of yours." 

Marion held out her hand. Frederick threw himself into 
a chair, with a futile efibii; to preserve his dignity. 

'' Do not," Marion murmured — " do not be hard on poor 
Fred. We are as we are — what God made us, I suppose. 
And — and — Dr. Chacomb, do not desert us. Try to be 
kind to them, and forget me.'' 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE starving poet whom Pope in England, Boileau, Saint 
Amant, and Regnier in France, have held up to the 
derision of posterity, lived in a garret, sometimes sharing his 
pallet (whatever a pallet may be) with a fellow in starving 
aspiration. Many an unfortunate young gentleman, with a 
turn for imitative scribbling and a capacity for idleness, has 
imagined that to be imcomfortably poor and to live in a 
garret are necessary conditions of the poetic life in its em- 
bryo. This belief sweetens the water of affliction, and 
spreads the crust of poverty with Sicilian honey. It is, 
therefore, useful. Chatterton, Savage, Bdranger, Murger — 
the name is legion of those who have lived at the top of 
the house in their youth, though not all have survived that 
period and come down. But there comes a time when the 
imagination takes sober tints, and expectation of success 
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cbanges into certainty of defeat. Then the poet corses 
his garret, with all that thereto appertains — the narrow 
limits of its four walls, the stairs which lead to it, the wind 
which blows down the chimney, the wretched fumitare 
which helps to make it unlovely, the prospect from the 
chimney tops, his own bad luck in being bom a bard. 

Mr. Richard Carew — whose character might be gathered 
from the simple fact that his friends always called him 
Dicky and nothing else, so that had there been a thousand 
Richards in the field, or rather at the public-house bar, 
there would have been but one Dicky — was arrived at the 
time in the life of a genius when the early hopes have been 
blighted, and disappointment has been accepted. He is 
thirty years of age, and is certainly as poor as when he 
began, perhaps poorer, because his wardrobe is more scanty. 
He has been in the profession for ten years, during which 
time the heartless world has allowed him to remain in the 
garret where first he slung his hammock. He has now — 
the bitterest blow of all — come to disbelieve in his own 
genius. He has left off trying. That is fatal So long as 
you continue to write there is hope — qui scribit lahorat; 
glimpses of true art are caught by him who is always 
copying or endeavouring to draw, however thin be the vein 
and Minerva unwilling ; felicities of expression come of their 
own accord to him who continuously writes, like a happy 
combination of colours to him who shakes up the kaleido- 
scope long enough. Dicky, however, has for the last three 
or four years forgotten the ambition which led him to 
abandon the usher's desk at a Devonshire provincial academy, 
and change it for the garret of a genius. He has sold 
the little library of great authors whom once he studied. 
He reads no more except to copy; he writes no more, 
except to perform, with as little trouble as may be, the daily 
task. 

The place is in Lowland Street, two doors from No. 15. 
The garret already alluded to is not the apartment one 
would choose for luxury. It is long and narrow, with a 
sloping roof. It is furnished with a contempt of luxury 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



i8o WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

worthy of Diogenes. Although the residence of a literary 
roan, there are no books in it ; and although the home of 
a genius, there are no sheets of writing-paper on the one 
table. Perhaps, however, he works with his brain. The 
place is low and close, in spite of the chimney, which acts 
as a ventilator. It contains a chair or two, a chest of 
drawers, a table, and an iron bedstead, whose sheets and 
pillows are crying aloud for a bath. It is eleven in the 
morning, and the tenant of the room is lying on his back in 
the bed, with his hands joined under his head, and his eyes 
wide open. 

" I suppose," he growls, " that the longer I stay in bed, 
the hungrier I shall get. Why can't a man sleep it off?" 

He got out of bed with an aii* of disgust, and began to 
dress. Dicky Carew boasted a shock crop of red hair, a 
face which would have been a figure-head of health but for 
the redness of his nose, and a profusion of whiskers which 
stood out on either cheek, imparting to what Nature in- 
tended for the emblem of meekness the look of extreme 
ferocity. 

If it were fair, which it certainly is not, to reveal the 
secrets of a gentleman's toilet, one might illustrate the 
simple severity of Mr. Carew's manner by one or two striking 
particulars. Some children of the present luxurious genera- 
tion, for instance, would be too proud to wash their only 
pocket handkerchief with their own hands. Dicky was 
not. He whistled, indeed, over his task, with the ease 
and freedom which a happy conscience imparts to an 
habitual duty. It might even have been objected that 
he spent more time in washing the linen than in washing 
himself. 

" The consumption of soap is awful," he murmured, look* 
ing at the wasted cake. "I must really get to the Museum 
early to-morrow"— a non sequitur at first sight as profound 
as the celebrated typical case of Stoney Stratford, except to 
the initiated few. 

A daily inspection of his wardrobe was necessitated by 
reason of ite extreme scantiness j for Dicky, like Diogenes, 
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St. Francis, or St. Anthony, scorned to spend money on 
raiment and fine linen. Still, it is known to all that seams 
will separate in which we have too long placed our trust; 
buttons will fail on which, forgetful of the mortality of 
perishable things, we have relied too confidently ; edges in 
conspicuous places will fray and fringe. 

He looked first at the heels of his boots, and groaned 
aloud; they were worn to their junction with the upper 
leathers. The thought forced itself upon his mind that in 
a day or two it would be absolutely necessary to have them 
heeled, or even to reject them altogether. 

" I've read of a Frenchman," he said, " who discovered 
that his boots wore out on the pavements of Paris as fast 
under a republic as an Empire. I believe the free institu- 
tions of England are more fatal than either to the heels 
of boots. Where can 1 get the money for new heels? 
I wish there was another Revolution.*' 

He observed that his trousers showed signs of unforeseen 
decay about the knees, and his heart sank. 

" Show me," he said, almost fiercely, " the capitalist who 
can afford two new pairs of second-hand machine-made 
reach-me-downs in a single winter. Where is he, I say? 
Produce him.*' 

His coat, which was originally a black walking coat of 
fashionable cut, had been for some months slowly turning 
green. Dicky laid it over a chair where it could catch the 
full eflTect of the sunshine, and retired a few steps to watch 
the efiect. 

" It's beautiful," he said, " regarded as an effort of Nature 
in her most sympathetic mood, and as something to talk 
about for people whoVe got what art critics call the ^ vivid 
passion of sight.* The coat is better altogether than Joseph's. 
No such depth of light and shadow conld be got out of a 
coat of many colours. You want a single shade, such as 
green, growing out of an originally black ground, but in 
different gradations; a touch of green on a foundation of 
black, in places where the nap gets rubbed off between the 
shoulders »- tbQse Museum chairs do wear the shoulders 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



i82 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

shamefally ; where it buttons across the chest, a pale green 
with a lustrous shimmer ; where it's simply shiny, the right 
cuff for example, it's like a piece of imitation Bohemian 
glass; the deeper artistic feeling comes out in the folds of 
the tail as it hangs gracefully from the figure. If all the 
world were artists ; if everybody had the aesthetic eye of a — 
a — Nicolas Poussin, one would wear that coat with pleasure 
and pride. As it is, I should like to have a new one, and 
I can't get it." 

He investigated his pockets one after the other. There 
was a penny in one, some loose tobacco in another, a 
pipe in a third, a pencil with some paper for notes in a 
fourth. 

" I have heard — or did I read it once when I used to read 
books ? — of a man who found a half-sovereign in his waist- 
coat pocket. Perhaps — no, there's no half-sovereign there. 
As for breakfast, I must go without. I shall be able to raise 
a couple of shillings from old Lilliecrip, I dare say. That 
will carry me through the day. Eleven o'clock, Lilliecrip at 
twelve, writing till three — nothing to eat till half-past, even 
if I do get the two shillings. 

"Now if I had only not gone to the Harmonic last 
night— only not gone — my head would have been clearer 
this morning, and there would have been five shillings in 
my pocket instead of a penny. What's the good of a 
penny ? " 

He took it out and held it up disconsolately. 

" A bronze penny. In the good old days, a penny had its 
value ; it was a good lump of copper ; you could buy things 
with it. England has never been merry England since 
copper pennies went out." 

The clock chimed the half-hour. He took his hat. 

"I may as well go," he said. "There is not much to 
make one linger in this retreat." 

He twirled his hat thoughtfully. 

" What a hat for a gentleman and a genius ! It was a 
Lincoln and Bennett once, and figured on the stage. I 
believe Ti)ole played in it. Ah» it looked very different in 
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its yonth, I dare say. It was glossy and black, for certain ; 
now it s shiny and brown. It used to be brushed regularly, 
no doubt ; now it's a very dangerous thing to brush it. I 
am sure it must have had a stiff brim both before and 
behind ; now it's so limp that it can't be taken off except 
from the top, like a priest's biretta. It was once of fashion- 
able build — Lord ! Lord ! who would think so now ? I should 
date that hat, I think, at 1 86o, or thereabouts." 

He put it on his head, a little to one side — which gives, 
as every one knows, from the commander-in-chief to yester- 
day's recruit, a smart and even a rakish air; put up his 
note-book, felt for his pencil and keys, took from the corner 
a coloured cane— quite a gentlemanly cane, which was the 
pride of his heart, and which he handled as delicately as 
a Life Guardsman on a Sunday afternoon — and went down- 
stairs. 

On the second floor he stopped, looked doubtful, shook 
his head, and tapped at the door. A voice replied, and he 
entered. 

*^ You needn't trouble to ask me this morning, Mr. Carew," 
said a querulous voice ; " I've got no money to lend, or to 
give, or to throw away." 

The voice came from an easy-chair by the fireside, where 
a very old woman sat propped up with pillows. 

" My dear madam," said Dicky, with the sweetest manner 
in the world, " I am sure I never thought of borrowing even 
a sixpence of you ; I am only anxious to repay you the small 
sums which — let me see" — he produced his note-book — "it 
was — how much was it ? " 

"Three pound four and tenpence." 

" Let us say, between fidends, and to make it round money, 
three pounds five," said Dicky, making a careful note of it. 
" My aunt from Westmoreland is coming to town, I expect, 
in a day or two. She will — " 

" I don't believe you've got an aunt in Westmoreland at 
all," returned the lady in the chair. " Whenever you owe 
me money it's your aunt in Westmoreland." 

" My dear madam," Dick replied, with unction, " is it 
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possible you mistrust me^ your old friend, Richard Oarew? 
You must be unwell ; you suffer this morning, poor dear. 
Let me shake up the pillows." He crossed the room deli- 
cately, and adjusted the cushions of the great chair in which 
the old woman sat propped. "Poor dear soul! And yet 
there's the look of youth in her eyes still." 

** Gro away, do," said the old woman. " My granddaughter 
told me when she went to rehearsal this morning not to 
lend you another sixpence if you was to beg for it on your 
bended knees." 

" I did not come to borrow," said Mr. Carew. " Can we 
not be disinterested for a moment in this world ? You will 
not deny — come, now, deny it if you can — that your eyes 
once played the very devil with the fellows." 

"Perhaps they did, Mr. Carew, perhaps they did," she 
replied, twinkling and mollified. "But long ago. Lord 
bless me, I played with the infant Roscius at Drury Lane : 
I was the Player Queen to his Hamlet. Eyes ? Ay, to be 
sure. Why not ? Fellows were fellows, then, too." 

"They were," said Dicky; "I've read of them. Gad, 
ma'am, I was born too late. Those hands, too. What deli- 
cacy in the shaping of the taper fingers ! Blood shown in 
the almond nails — " 

" Very likely," said the old lady, looking complacently at 
her withered old fingers. "My mother was on the stage 
before me." 

" Ah ! Possibly — who knows ? — Royal blood ; pearly 
nails; pink and rosy palm. Don't think I only come to 
borrow money, ma'am. When hollow hearts — ^you remember 
Byron?" 

" I used to know him." 

" Happy man ! * When hollow hearts shall wear a mask, 
will break your own to see. Then, Dudu, let me only ask if 
that resembles me.'" 

He grasped her by the hand, cast one eye on the mantel- 
shelf in hopes that a casual shilling might, as had happened 
once or twice already, be lying ready for the borrower's 
hand, and left her, creeping out with sympathetic tread* 
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Outside the door he winked and smiled, and shook his 
head a great many ways. 

'^ Breaking ap at last, poor old girl ! Many's the ponnd 
I've had out of her. Memory seems going at last. On 
Sunday it was fonr pounds eight and sixpence. She's for- 
gotten one pound three, as near as I calculate it. Now, 
that's all clear gain." 

On the ground floor he tapped again. There was no 
answer, so he opened the door uninvited, and looked in. A 
comely woman of forty-five was busily ironing, crooning a 
tune all to herself the while. She looked up in his face with 
a pleasure which was quite unaffected and real. 

" Why, Mr. Carew," she said, " I thought you were out 
and about hours ago. I haven't seen you, not these three 
days." 

'^I have been composing, Mrs. Medlar,* he replied, 
" since daybreak." 

He pressed his hand upon his forehead and sighed heavily. 

" Lor ! and poetry too, I dare say." 

" Poetry it was," said the mendacious one. 

" Do you " — Mrs. Medlar sat down before the fire with the 
hot iron in her hand, occasionally tapping it with the point 
of her finger, lest it should take advantage of the position to 
get cold — "do you feel that it exhausts you very much, 
Mr. Carew? I have heard now, from a gentleman that 
used to deal at my husband's shop^poet for a tooth powder 
and perfumery in quite a large way of business, he was — 
that what with the rhymes, and the names, and the ideas, 
it was sometimes enough to make him feel as if he must 
take a little something, or drop." 

Mr. Carew staggered, but caught the back of a chair for 
support. 

"Those were the lower flights," he said, in a sinking 
voica " Efforts like mine, Mrs. Medlar, are attended with 
more trying consequences. At this moment, I feel, I really 
do feel, as if I had not even breakfasted. Now you'll laugh 
at that, I suppose." 

This statement, at least, was trueu 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



i86 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

"Poetry seems like ironing, almost," said the lady. 
" You work on and on, never thinking, and all of a sudden 
down you drop. I was just feeling a little faintish myself 
when you knocked." 

Dicky groaned. 

"Those who lead public opinion must suffer," he said. 
" There are martyrs to literature of whom the world knows 
nothing." 

" Poor dear ! " said Mrs. Medlar. " I know what it is to 
work, and get the reputation, and that, and all the while no 
one thinking of your poor insides. IVe seen my own 
brother come home from leading a West-end funeral as limp 
as that thread paper, and as green as a cucumber. He was 
one of them as wants constant support, little and good. The 
honour and glory of the funerals was not enough, he used 
to say, tx) make up for the fatigues and the long waiting. 
Some of them took biscuits in their pockets, but he'd never 
give in to it — he had that feeling for the look of things. The 
sinkin', he used to say, gave him the real mournful look." 

Dicky looked round the room. It was a comfortable 
room, combining the requisites of kitchen, dining-room and 
salon ; for Mrs. Medlar was a widow with a property of her 
own, and of an orderly and saving disposition. But it was 
not the furniture— for with this Mr. Carew was already 
tolerably familiar — which attracted his attention so much as 
the shelves above the sideboard. On the lowest of these 
was a plate, half covered with a basin ; and on this his eyes 
were riveted. 

" Excuse me for interrupting you, Mrs. Medlar," he said, 
with a winning smile of perfectly disinterested curiosity; 
"but is there — do I see in that plate— sausages ? Really, 
now, they are sausages. Do you know, my dear soul, that I 
feel as if a fried sausage, well browned and crisp, was the 
one thing that I want at this moment to pull myself 
together." 

"Then," said Mrs. Medlar, rising with alacrity, "why 
didn't you say so at once ? A sausage you shall have, and 
two if you like." 
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"Generous heart!" muttered Dicky, taking a seat, and 
stroking his chin while he gently wagged his head. "0 
woman, at the hour of tea, a ministering angel she. My 
own lines, Mra Medlar. I will finish the whole poem when 
I have time, and dedicate it to you." 

" K it was only the hour of tea, Mr. Carew." 

By this time the sausages were in the frying-pan. 
"Only the hour of tea." Evidently her words had a 
meaning not on the surface. 

" Ministering angel ! If you were Mrs. Carew, it should 
never be anything but the hour of tea all day long." 

She turned the sausages and looked round at him with a 
smile. Mrs. Medlar s face was a compound of good-nature 
and shrewdness. She knew pretty well what her literary 
friend wanted, and she was resolved to keep a tight hold of 
it for herself — namely, her little income. She knew, too, 
that Mr. Carew was at best but a humble member of the 
profession ; she could not but compare his worn and seedy 
raiment with the gorgeous apparel in which her late husband 
rejoiced ; she saw very well that Dicky was often partially, 
and even sometimes wholly, intoxicated ; she had, on one 
lamentable occasion, helped him to bed with her own hands. 
Now the defunct had never returned the worse for liquor, 
except on proper and expected occasions, such as an Odd 
Fellows' feast. It was quite certain, again, that Dicky had 
no money in the bank. All her notions of things right, 
things respectable, things becoming, were upset by the 
behaviour of this Bohemian. And yet she liked him. He 
came at irregular intervals and made love to her, borrowing 
half-crowns which he never repaid ; he made the most 
solemn protestations of affection when he was in distress, 
and in moments — literally moments — of afiluence he forgot 
to tap at her door at dewy morn or balmy eve, and left her 
as neglected as Horace's Lydia. And yet she liked him : it 
did her good to have the vagabond with her and to scold 
him ; it soothed her to hear his tale of love, the only thing 
in which she believed him. He came generally in the 
evening when he had no money, and therefore nowhere else 
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to go, and sat drinking whatever she gave him — contentedly, 
it must be owned ; for Dicky's tastes were catholic, and so 
long as the liquid had any, even the least, intoxicating 
qualities, he was happy in consuming it. They tell a story 
of a Lincolnshire farmer who was accastomed to get dmnk 
every night off brandy and water, and who paid a visit to a 
Somersetshire cousin. To his astonishment, the cider offered 
for the evening refreshment produced no effect; and after 
the twentieth tumbler he was heard to moan, "This is 
weary, weary work." Dicky Carew would never have found 
any weariness, provided the right conclusion — the state of 
drunkenness, in fact — might be seen in the dim future. 
But yet the widow liked him. 

"Tea!** she repeated, dishing up. "If I were to offer 
you either tea or mild ale at this moment, which would you 
take?" 

" Generally, I should say tea," said the poet ; " but after 
my labours of this morning, which have made me nervous, it 
would be better for me to take mild ale." 

She gave him a shilling, and pointed to a jug. He 
disappeared, and presently returned with a comfortable head 
of foam upon the vessel. She noticed, with a quiet smile, 
that he neglected to give her back the change. It was a 
forgetful way he had. 

He sat down to the sausages while his hostess cut his bread. 
A pound of sausages, as every man knows who has lived in 
chambers and had dealings with Mr. Tucker or Mr. Prosser, 
consists of six. Mrs. Medlar had fried four. These rapidly 
disappeared; but instead of grace after meat, Dicky's eyes 
wandered from the empty dish to the two remaining sausages, 
looking as innocent as babies and as attractive as infant pig 
in their clean white skins. It was a mute appeal, but if 
was unsuccessful ; for Mrs. Medlar, to place herself beyond 
temptation, put them away on the top shelf. 

" Now, Mr. Carew, take your beer. Leave me just one 
glass for my own dinner, and then you may go away.** 

He took the jug with both hands, and slowly tilted it up- 
wards. When it finally left his lips — it was always a 
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subject of regret with Dicky that he was obliged to take 
breath twice in a quart — it was empty. He anticipated any 
reproaches that might fall from the widow's lips by seizing 
his hat with one hand, and her own fingers with the other. 

"Affectionate and self-denying nature," he murmured, 
" when we are married — *' 

" Married, indeed ! " said Mrs. Medlar, trying to snatch 
her hand away, and wounded in her tenderest feelings at the > 
absorption of all the beer. " Married, indeed ! When will 
that be?" 

"The days," he continued, "shall be one everlasting round 
of sausages, beer, frying-pans, and ironing. You resemble 
Diana when you fry, and recall the statues of Juno when you 
iron. And when you drink beer, I am reminded of Venus, 
who was bom of theToam." 

What he meant was not clearly comprehended by Mrs. 
Medlar ; but it was intended, and therefore was taken, for 
a compliment 

"If you meant it," she said; "but there, you don't. Yon 
tell the same tale to a dozen women. Aa for flattery, I 
believe you could flatter a donkey's hind leg off. I like a 
man to be real, I do." 

" Flattery ! Mrs. Medlar — may I say, Almina ? " — this 
was her baptismal name. " Almina ! * When hollow hearts 
shall wear a mask, will break your own to see ; Then dearest, 
pray, your conscience ask, if that takes after me.' I wrote 
the lines this morning, thinking of you ; and yet you talk of 
flattery. But farewell ; when a few more moons have worked 
their baleful will upon this fragile form and laid it in the 
dust, you, as well as the nation, my Almina, will know what 
you have lost. For the sausages," he added, in a tragic 
voice, pulling his hat as hard over his eyes as the limpness 
of the brim would allow — "for the sausages and the beer, 
madam, I thank thee." 

"Ah," she said to herself when he was gone, "it's all very 
well, Mr. Carew ; but you don't get over me this way. Before 
we go to the altar, if ever we do go, I shall make the lawyer 
tie me up fast and make no mistake. Let me keep my own 
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to myself, and then we'll see about marrying. I believe he's 
artful enough to make love to one of the young ladies at 
No. 15, where he goes every day. He'd better not; if he 
does, I'll County Court him. He's good company, too. Pity 
he drinks. But, Lord, after all, it would be a poor tale to 
drag round with a feller that can't keep out of the public, 
and only because he's good company." 

The object of her thoughts, refreshed and strengthened, 
was on his way to No. 15. 

" It was providential," he said, " quite providential, that I 
did not get up when I woke up first. At the very best it 
would have been tea and bread-and-butter with Mrs. Medlar, 
and now it's been sausages and beer." 

Arriving immediately at No. 15, he assumed a business- 
like air, straightening his back and throwing his head well 
up. He proceeded slowly up the stairs to the second floor, 
at which he knocked, and entered with quite a new manner. 
Dicky had several at command. With Mrs. Medlar he was 
the hard- worked, sentimental, struggling man of genius; 
with the employer to whom he gave a part of every day, he 
was the careful and mechanical amanuensis; with Marion 
Revel, whom he adored at a distance, he was the melancholy 
and disappointed student ; with Adie and Winifred, he was 
the dashing and high-spirited young bachelor; with Fred 
he put on the semblance of a Lothario and man of fashion in 
disguise — his seediness was temporary, his pecuniary em- 
barrassments were the result of reckless expenditure, the 
humility of his position was merely parenthetical ; with his 
companions of the British Museum and the evening harmonic 
meeting he was a jovial, daredevil fellow, whose spirits were 
always at fever-heat, likely to stick at nothing, who con- 
sidered himself the greatest of living writers, though as yet 
he had failed to convince the world of the fact, and who 
looked forward to a proud and glorious future. In none of 
these disguises could he succeed in deceiving a single person 
except himself, on account of his unfortunate habit of getting 
drunk whenever he possessed or could borrow the necessary 
money. And when, after the usual amount of gin-and- 
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water, Dicky's brain grew clear, but his power over it weak, 
so that fiction gave way to reality, he appeared in a uniform, 
simple, and consistent character : its fidelity of colouring in 
the less attractive details grew sometimes monotonous and 
an excess of repetition was even irksome to his audience : 
for he then showed himself what he actually was, a good-for- 
nothing scamp who had once dreamed great things, and 
failed to accomplish even small things. He had grievances 
in the shape of coups manquis — splendid dreams which had 
come to nothing. He lamented the past, wept over the 
present, and groaned at the prospect of the futura Dicky's 
friends began by laughing at him; they ended by finding 
him a bore. He had, it is true, one or two redeeming 
points: he was generous, provided his generosity was not 
exercised so far as to cause him to give up present enjoy- 
ment ; he was kind-hearted, inasmuch as, if he were to marry 
Mra Medlar, he would spend her money but not ill-treat 
her; and he had a touch of humour of a pleasant if a common 

type. 

His income, an extremely precarious one, was derived 
from two or three sources. He contributed paragraphs, 
literally at a penny a line, to the Weekly Intelligence^ a 
paper with an immense circulation, whose proprietor had 
narrow views as to the marketable value of literary merit. 
This paper was remarkable for the bold and startling views 
it advocated on the subject of religious reform, as well as 
for a rooted antipathy to the monarchical and aristocratic 
institutions of the country. He was also connected with 
a small weekly sheet called the Christian Clerky which was 
at once Anglican, Evangelical, and Conservative. For this 
paper he wrote short articles of an improving and constitu- 
tional tendency. These he got from the works of a few 
forgotten divines of the last century preserved in the British 
Museum. And from the two sources together, taking 
one week with another, he probably contrived to make 
as much as seventeen shillings a week. As his lodging 
only cost him four shillings and sixpence, that left him 
twelve and sixpence for living, luxuries, and the corn- 
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forts of life. Bat he had another resoarce. I do not 
mean Mrs. Medlar, who might be counted as a third. On 
the second floor of No. 15 lived, as has been stated, a certain 
Mr. Lilliecrip, of eccentric manners and retiring customs. 
Dicky Carew went daily, excepting Saturdays, to Mr. Lillie- 
crip's lodgings, and there, closeted with the tenant from 
twelve to half-past two or three, wrote at his dictation. 
What he wrote, or what he did there, he was bound, under 
the most tremendous oaths, and penalties almost Masonic, 
never to reveal. For the services thus rendered he received 
the honorarium of fifteen shillings weekly, This, therefore, 
brought his weekly income available for la nourriture to 
twenty-seven shillings and sixpence. He never bought any 
clothes unless he was absolutely obliged ; and as a gentleman 
can always get enough to eat, counting breakfast, dinner 
and supper, for eighteenpence a day as a maximum, it 
follows that Dicky had exactly seventeen shillings a week 
to spend in drink. And he nobly spent it all. He drank 
in the morning, at noon, and at night. He drank whenever 
he could. He had been three years with Mr. Lilliecrip, and 
during the whole of that time that gentleman had never 
once offered him, Dicky used to reflect with indignation, 
even so much as a glass of pale ale. 

" You are late," said Mr. Lilliecrip, looking at his watch ; 
^^ a quarter of an hour late, sir, and time presses. Let us 
be<nn at once." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

" "TTOU are late, Mr. Carew," said Mr. Lilliecrip, severely ; 

1 "a whole quarter of an hour late." 

Dicky's employer was sitting at a table, a pile of manu- 
scripts before him, which he was annotating and correcting. 
He lifted his head, showing a face perfectly pale and colour- 
less. It was a long face, and there was plenty of it, because 
the cheeks and chin were hairless^ while on the lip was 
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a heavy white moustache. His hair was long and silvery 
white ; his features were of a kind you do not easily forget, 
being straight and regular ; his forehead was high, but 
narrow ; the upper part of his nose had that very delicate 
carving which goes with persons of strong artistic ten- 
dencies, but little sympathy ; his eyes were clear and bright, 
but rather shifty. It was a face still extremely handsome, 
though its owner was well on the shady side of sixty, and 
might in youth, when the expression would be a little 
different, have been of wonderful beauty. But it was a face 
of which Dicky, at least, was heartily weary. Its change- 
less set regularity, in which not a wrinkle or a crow's-foot 
but seemed in its appointed place, was a kind of nightmare 
to him. He hated this man, who was his chief support; 
he loathed this daily task of sitting at the table and writing, 
without being allowed to say a word himself, or to ask a 
question, at his master's dictation; he kicked against the 
decrees of Fate which bound him to Mr. Lilliecrip's rooms ; 
he envied those happier brethren who were able to lounge 
all day in the reading-room of the Museum. But though 
he dared not rebel openly, in secret he nursed daring plans 
of revenge, and would imagine, while he was writing, little 
dramas, in which Mr. Lilliecrip and himself were the only 
figures. The former was at his mercy , he should implore 
for pardon — Dicky never clearly made out in his own mind 
how the situation was to be worked up to — and should be 
spumed with contumely. He should pray for a day's grace, 
and should be reminded bitterly, but with overwhelming 
dignity, of his bond: — "The bond and no more — ^give me 
the bond." He should be dismissed into misery with the 
mocking laugh of revenge. There was a story which Dicky 
had once read, of a man who, for some unexplained reason 
of his own, hounded down and persecuted another, following 
him from one scene of distress to another, and thence to a 
worse, with an insatiable thirst of revenge. This story 
Dicky appropriated to himself, and used to rehearse it 
mentally while he wrote. His imagination was as active 
as his brain was lazy ; and while his fingers moved mechani- 

If 
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cally, whole dramas were working themselves out in his 
mind, consisting entirely of separate taUeavx without any 
connecting plot 

" Come," said Mr. Lilliecrip, " let us go on." 

Dicky took up his pen, adjusted the blotting pad, and 
waited. 

Mr. Lilliecrip slowly rose, and began to walk up and 
down the room with hands behind his back. Dicky recom- 
menced the melodrama of revenge where he had left it off 
the day before ; but his eye, as mild as that of a milch cow, 
only showed habitual attention to the words for which he 
waited, while his fingers expressed by their attitude an 
eagerness to begin, almost bordering on enthusiasm. 

The Hermit was dressed in a long, grey, cashmere 
dressing-gown, which reached to his heels, and was tied 
round the waist by means of a bright crimson silk scarf. 
Falling open, it disclosed a shirt front of irreproachable fit 
and brilliant whiteness, set with small diamond studs ; his 
neck was adorned with a collar, in which was a tiny black 
ribbon in the neatest of bows ; his hands were small and 
white — the hands of a gentleman. As he passed at each 
turn before the looking-glass on the mantelshelf, he stopped 
and looked at himself with the complacency of self-satis- 
faction. His figure was tall, thin, and stooping; his ex- 
pression was cold, self-contained, and repellent of familiarity; 
his step was firm and elastic. 

"Where did I leave off yesterday?" he said. "Let me 
consider." 

"We were with William the Fourth, sir," said his 
secretary. 

" With William the Fourth. I was engaged on that part 
of my personal recollections which are concerned with 
William the Fourth. Yes, yes." 

He looked in the glass, and carefully brushed off a tiny 
speck of dust which had settled on his nose. Then he re- 
sumed his walk, thinking. Dicky sat motionless, pen in 
hand. Once, two years before, he had ventured to blow 
his nose during a period of silence, but had been so pointedly 
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invited to disturb Mr. Lilliecrip oatside, and on his way up 
rather than in the room, that he dared no longer so much as 
to cough. 

For fourteen long years this man had never left the two 
rooms in which he lived ; for fourteen years he had lived a 
perfectly lonely and solitary life. There was but one man, 
besides his secretary, with whom he sometimes exchanged a 
word — Mr. Rhyl Owen — ^who went for him, under promises 
of stiictest secrecy, to a certain lawyer at monthly periods 
for money. He spent every evening of his self-tormenting 
life, and almost the whole day, absolutely alone; and he 
chose for his retreat a shabby genteel second floor in the 
heart of London. Why ? 

And yet he was not unhappy. The sturdy health he 
enjoyed, the clearness of his eye, the steadiness of his nerves, 
the coldness of his manner, showed that he was happy in his 
own way. Why had he left the world ? He was no self- 
starving ascetic ; that was clear from the appearance of a 
kitchener complete in all its parts, with a bright array of 
stewpans, pots, and culinary apparatus for which his servant, 
a woman, brought him every morning, before he was up, 
and set out in readiness for him, a basket with the days 
provisions. Id the evening she came again, and put his 
dishes in the cupboard out of his sight for him. His book- 
shelves contained Lalf a dozen works on cookery ; the rest 
were all French novels, chiefly new ones; and with these 
and the periodicals, the Hermit found enough to read. His 
day was uniform, and perhaps monotonous : he took break- 
fast at ten; at twelve his secretary worked with him till 
half-past two or three ; till six or so he was busy preparing 
his own dinner, to which he devoted his whole mind. After 
eating it and taking a glass or two of claret, his evening 
was free for reading. He was, it will be seen, a recluse of 
quite a difierent stamp from those of history. Nor was he 
without other amusements. A chess table stood in the 
window, on which he would work out problems and send 
them to papers. He had a piano, on which he discoursed 
with sufficient skill, but without pretensions to artistic 
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cultivation, and he amused himself sometimes with making 
water-colour sket/ches. The subjects of these — as Dicky 
knew, having often seen them on the table — were all varia- 
tions of a single theme. They represented military life in 
various phases. There were the awkward squad, the church 
parade, the regimental steeplechase, the garrison ball, the 
mess-room, the billiard-table; and there was besides a 
picture which Mr. Lilliecrip painted again and again. The 
treatment varied and the figures, but the background was 
always the same — cold, snow, and ice ; a handful of men, 
sometimes one man alone, wrapped in great coats and armed, 
creeping warily to trench work ; among them always one 
tall and handsome young man, in whom Dicky recognised 
his employer, the mysterious Hermit of Lowland Street. 

A battle-piece hung upon the wall ; over the mantelshelf 
was a sword ; these were further proofs that the solitary had 
been in the army. Why, then, had he taken a hatred to the 
world and left it ? 

Perhaps he did not hate it: the papers and periodicals 
proved that he took an interest in what went on. The latest 
Army Lid on the table showed that he followed the promo- 
tion of his old ofiicers ; and what was the meaning of those 
piles of manuscript which he was perpetually reading, 
dictating, and correcting? And yet he hid himself, so 
jealously hid himself that high and close wire blinds were 
adjusted to the windows to prevent his face being visible to 
the street or the opposite houses. He appeared to deny 
himself in nothing. A box of cigars, of a choice brand, stood 
on his sideboard; a row of pipes were in the rack; with 
them a jar, the end of whose being — the holding of tobacco 
— was accomplished, and the room had a fine and constant 
perfume of smoking. There was a spirit case ; and once, the 
door of the sideboard having been left open, Dicky caught 
sight of a pile of bottles, some of them with silver tops. 

" Champagne ! " he murmured, with bated breath. It was 
a drink which he often dreamed of, but had never tasted, 
even in its humbler forms. And if the man was so rich as 
to afford all these luxuries, why did he live in Lowland 
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Street ? Why did he live alone ? And why, Dicky thoaght 
with indignation and sorrow, why did he give a paltry fifteen 
shillings a week to his secretary ? 

"I was at William the Fourth — ^yes — ascended the throne 
1830, and died 1837. Of course. Are yon ready?** 

" Quite ready, sir." 

" The first time I saw the Duke of Clarence was in the 
year 18 18, when I was myself a child of eight. I was in the 
Park with my mother, an old friend and sincere well-wisher 
of the royal and gallant sailor. He took me in his arms on 
being told who I was ; pressing me to his breast, his royal 
highness, who was remarkably fond of children, said: A 
damned fine child — a monstrous great boy — a chip of the old 

block. I congratulate you. Lady , on your son.' As he 

put me down I felt a tear fall upon my cheek — one of the few 
that William the Fourth was ever known to shed. I did not 
know then that my father and he had been fellow-midshipmen 
many years before. The Duke of Clarence never forgot an 
old comrade." 

Dicky wrote down this interesting and illustrative anecdote 
with a sense of greatness being thrust upon him. He was 
in the presence of a man who had been in the arms of royalty. 
He instinctively gathered up his feet under the chair, so as 
to hide the state of his heels, which were really not fit for 
the companion of kings to see, and listened for more. 

"The next time was in the year '36. His Majesty was 
pleased to send for me, being informed that I was in the 
neighbourhood of Windsor. I found him on the slopes, and 
he conversed with me for half an hour, chiefly on questions 
connected with the state of the army, a subject in which he 
was supposed to take little interest. Opposed as I was to 
his Majesty's rigid conservatism, I felt myself obliged to ask 
permission to state my views at length. This he granted, 
and dismissed me, after hearing them, with every mark of 
gracious condescension. I feel bound to say that on this, as 
on every other occasion, I found William the Fourth most 
affable, clear-headed, and intelligent; and I bear witness the 
more readily to this efiect, because detractors have sneered 
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at his Majesty's abilities: tliese were, in reality, of no 
common order. I had at one time the idea of writing a 
political history of the reign of William the Fourth, but was 
deterred by the private nature of much of the information 
which I should have used. 

" History is based upon lies, and it is impossible to get at 
the truth. That is only known to the diplomatist, who 
never talks: it dies with him. When I was in Vienna, 
Mettemich confessed to me the whole secret history of the 
campaign of 1815, which I shall write as soon as I find time. 
Who would have guessed that Waterloo was a put-up 
thing ? 

" Wellington I knew well. He was very fond of enter- 
taining me, during long evening talks, with stories about 
Napoleon's generals. His opinion of them greatly varied. 
Marmont, he said, was a devil of a fellow. Massena kept 
him awake at night. Soult never made him forget to say 
his prayers for a week. ' Gad ! * he used to say, * even you 
would have had your work cut out with Soult.* He thought 
a great deal more perhaps than I really deserved of my per- 
sonal courage and military genius. It was generous of him. 

"Talleyrand was excessively fond of boiled pork, broad 
beans, and pease pudding. He told me once, dining at the 
Austrian Embassy, that he could have wished to be an 
Englishman, in order to enjoy the oftener what he con- 
sidered our national food. It is not generally known that 
he ordered it to be cerved every day when beans were in 
season. 

" Sir Robert Peel, Lord George Bentinck, Bulwer Lytton, 
Lord Melbourne, and I, were once taking supper after a late 
debate. After midnight, we set ourselves to foretelling the 
future, a thing which the military diplomatist alone can do 
with certainty. It is now thirty years ago, and I remember, 
though I do not boast of it, that I foretold exactly the war 
between Germany and Fi'ance, being only out a trifle in 
the year : I placed that too soon. Bentinck, who was really 
a man of the highest genius, prophesied that very same 
evening the escape of the prisoner of Ham and the beginning 
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of the end for Louis Philippe. Could Ezekiel himself have 
done more ? 

" When these men died, England had no great men left. 
The legislators and diplomatists of the present day are pig- 
mies in comparison with the school to which they belonged. 
The great art of the diplomatist, according to their tradi- 
tions, was to know the exact moment to invent ^to invent 
with freedom and facility, and to invent with a truthful face. 
I have often heard poor Lord George declare that an evening 
with Austrian and French diplomatists was like a short 
campaign ; everything depended upon the accurate gauge of 
your adversary's trutL Have you taken that down cor- 
rectly, Mr. Carew ? " 

" All down, sir — 'gauge of truth."* 

" Good — another sheet. ' Recollections of Lord Mel- 
bourne.'*' 

Dicky obeyed, and — his thoughts wandering — proceeded 
to write without catching the meaning of the words. The 
drama in his mind meanwhile was going on. '' Spare me, 
Carew — spare me ! You have the secret of my life ; you 
have in your power the honour of a house ; you can blight a 
noble name. Be merciful as you are strong/' 

This was the masterpiece of Dick*s imagination, and a part 
of the duologue with which he amused his weary occupation. 
He was writing something quite different, but no doubt it 
was almost as great nonsense. 

"There was a time, old man, when you spumed the 
humble amanuensis. He came up thirsty ; you had cham- 
pagne in the cupboard, and there was a refreshing tap at the 
nearest corner, but you offered him neither ale nor wine. 
His boots were down at heel, and you had not the humane 
generosity to present him with a new pair; he was hard up, 
and you knew it, and never raised his pay. Old man, I'll 
have my bond ! " 

" — A cry was heard, which reached from St. James's 
Palace to the lonely smoking-room of the club where the 
disappointed peer sat broodinrr: *Long live our youthful 
Queen ! ' He sprang to his feet and uttered a cry of grati- 
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tude. — Is that down? Take care; these are among the 
most precious of my recollections." 

He spoke in a slow and deliberate manner throughout, so 
that his secretary might easily follow. 

" I was reading over what you wrote yesterday, and I find 
that your inadvertence allowed me to make a statement 
which is ridiculous. You actually permitted me — you. my 
private secretary — to state that Beau Brummell, Count 
d'Orsay, and Prince Albert were my guests on the same day 
at the Star and Grarter." 

" You said so, sir." 

" Nonsense. How could I say so ? If it was not true, 
how could I say so? Take care, Mr. Carew, take care. 
I am afraid you do not pay proper attention to accuracy. 
Had I not detected that mistake my enemies would have 
certainly accused me of inaccuracy, and perhaps the very 
authenticity of my recollections would have been impugned, 
I looked for better things, Mr. Carew." 

Dicky saw his anticipations of a rise in salary vanish and 
become the shadow of a hope. It was hard on him, because 
he was afraid of interrupting Mr. Lilliecrip in the full flow 
of reminiscence, and he certainly had described a banquet 
in which, he being the host, the late Prince Consort, Beau 
Brummell, Count d'Orsay, and other distinguished personages 
had figured as his guests. 

" Would you like me, sir, to take the memoirs away with 
me, and revise them by the help of the Annual Register t*' 

" Certainly not, sir. You will understand that you have 
no right to breathe a word as to these memoirs. Should 
you do so, remember that I shall hear of it. You will then 
lose, not only your present employment, but any future 
honorarium which I may think of bestowing upon you." 

Thb Hermit, it will have been perceived, was engaged in 
the preparation of Personal Reminiscences. In order to 
avoid the raising of expectations doomed to be disappointed, 
it may be mentioned at once that his personal reminiscence? 
were a series— an immense long series — of personal lies, 
figments, and imaginations, of which the world had never 
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Been the like. He had not been in contact with any of the 
great nven whose names he used so freely ; he had never 
spoken to one of them ; but he wanted to do something that 
would live after him, and he was gratifying the vanity of a 
morbid mind by compiling a gigantic work of pretended 
memoirs. He proposed to bequeath these to the British 
Museum, with an injunction that the packet was not to be 
opened for seventy-five years. The man was preparing a 
lie, which with its dulness, heaviness, and stupidity was 
likely to weigh heavily on posterity, unless these very quali- 
ties caused the imposture to be detected. 

Mr. Lilliecrip sat down again, and passed his white hand 
across his forehead. 

" I am fatigued to-day, I think. My memory is sluggish. 
Tell me, Mr. Carew, without mentioning names— the world 
is nothing more to me, and I care not to hear its names — 
what people think of me, or what that small part of London 
in which you move thinks. What is said about me ? " 

Here was an astonishing thing for the Hermit to ask. 
For more than three years Dicky had worked with him, 
and had never exchanged a word save on necessary subjects. 

" What do they say ? Do they talk about me ? " 

Dicky remembered that the conversation, only the night 
before, had turned exclusively upon the Hermit: had he 
been of an entirely truthful nature, which unhappily was not 
the case, he would have repeated for Mr. Lilliecrip's informa- 
tion the speech he made on the occasion. It was as follows : 
he delivered it with much freedom of utterance, being then 
in the first stage only of intoxication, standing before the 
fire, and waving a pipe in his right hand : — 

"Gentlemen, with regard to my esteemed friend, whom 
you call the Hermit of Lowland Street, I am not, as many 
of you are aware, allowed to reveal the important secrets 
which my mysterious employer has been good enough to 
intrust to my cara He is, however, as you may imagine, no 
mysteiy to me. Is he rich? is he nobly bom? is he 
generous? is he princely in his disposition? I say nothing. 
I answer neither Yes nor No. What is the reason for his 
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strange retirement? Gentlemen, I mast not tell you. It 
was only this morning, in the splendidly furnished suite of 
chambers, externally humble, where we transact our busi- 
ness — chambers in which everything is as magnificently 
appointed as in Windsor Castle, or in my noble friend s 
ancestral halls — ** 

" He is a swell, then," said a listener. " By Jove, he must 
have done something very bad." 

" It was only this morning he said to me, * Carew, if there 
were any other man in the world to whom I could confide 
my history, I would not give you this trouble. I feel that 
you are my only true friend, and I fear I inflict too much 
upon you.' He had the goodness to say that — " 

"Wouldn't it be better, Dicky, if he were to ask you 
for the measure of your feet, and buy you a new pair of 
boots?" 

Dicky took no notice of this personal allusion to his 
poverty. 

"He went on to say that what he ofiered me now was 
nothing, simply nothing, compared with what he was going 
to give when — But I am speaking too freely. As for the 
ridiculous honorarium which — pah ! gentlemen, I blow it 
away like this cloud." 

Later on in the evening, Dicky, growing truthful under 
the influence of gin-and-water, wept as he confessed, amid 
the smiles of his friends, the mean and curmudgeon- like 
spirit of the Hermit, and the degrading task of writing from 
dictation which was his daily lot. It was curious that at 
no stage of intoxication would he confe^ss the nature of 
his employer's papers. 

However Dicky did not, in answer to the question of 
his master, think fit to communicate the substance of his 
speech. 

"They do talk, I suppose," said Mr. Lilliecrip. "It is 
net a usual thing for a man to immure himself in four dingy 
walls, and deny himself society, is it ? " 

"Tliey talk, sir: they will talk, you know — even quite 
common peopla" 
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Dicky was a little embarrassed. 

" What do they say then ? " 

" Well really, sir, wild talk mostly. It would oflTend yon, 
perhaps." 

"Offend me? Do yon really suppose — Come, Mr. 
Carew, what do people say of me ? " 

"They dont know what to say about yon. Some think 
yon are the rightful Sir Roger Tichbome in hiding for 
something done in the Bush." 

"Good. Goon." 

" Some say you are the real heir to a crown, and paid to 
keep yourself out of the way." 

"That is better." 

"Most believe that yon are a murderer in hiding, and 
there's more than one has given information of yon to the 
police, in hope of getting a reward. I have heard of people 
consulting old newspapers of fourteen years ago to find out 
who was watched by the police then, and they have stood 
me drinks, sir — dozens of drinks — in order to find out any 
little hint that may help them." 

" This is interesting," said the Hermit. " A cheap way 
of getting popularity and notoriety, too." 

" They call yon the Hermit of Lowland Street, and there's 
a man connected with the Daily Firework wants to make an 
article out of you." 

"Tell him he'd better not," said the Recluse. "Tell him. 
if he does, I'll find out all about him — his debts and his 
sins, his weak places and his discreditable doings — and I'll 
ruin him. Tell him that." 

He actually impressed Dicky with so deep a sense of 
power in reseiTe, that he accepted this threat as quite 
within his reach, and went on — 

" Some think you must have forged a will, and are living 
on the proceeds ; or else that you are a — " 

" Bah ! " said the Solitary. " It is stupid. What does it 
matter what they say ? About yourself now, Mr. Carew ? " 

Dicky's heart beat. Here then, was the long-looked-for 
opportunity Now for the increase of salary. 
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" I was about to venture, sir, to speak of myself. Three 
years is a good spell at fifteen shillings a week — " 

" You were about to say that you were sorry the work was 
not worth more than half; and you would have been right, 
Mr. Carew, quite right." 

This was a damper. 

" What / was about to say was, that your appearance is 
discreditable, and that I shall advance you the money to 
purchase a new suit, to be stopped rmt of your pay at the 
rate of five shillings a week. That is all, Mr. Carew." 

He placed n packet with money in his hands, and nodded 
dismissal. 

" Stay — stay ; there was another thing. I hear now and 
then a pleasing voice singing in the room below me to the 
piano. I am absolutely careless about the world, but you 
may tell me anything you know about the voice. No, sir — 
no gush ; no names. I want nothing about the history of 
these people — quite commonplace and vulgar people, in a 
commonplace and vulgar street. Answer me without un- 
necessary words. Rich or poor ? " 

" Poor. Were rich." ^ 

" Is the owner of the voice young and pretty, or old and—** 

" Young and pretty. Twenty." 

" How many in family ? " 

" Two sisters. Ladies. Unmarried. One is an artist." 

" That will do, Mr. Carew — that will do. To-morrow, if 
you please, be more punctual. Remember what I say, that 
if in your drinking bouts — ^I know your habits, sir — you let 
out what you do here, you will repent it in such sober 
earnest as you little dream of." 

Dicky retired humbly. With regard to the money, his 
first thought was naturally to spend it in a wild and 
rollicking carouse ; but better thoughts prevailed. How if 
Mr. Lilliecrip found him out? How if, in the blindness of 
his wrath, he should carry into execution his threats, and 
make him repent ? 

"To be sure," Dicky reflected, taking comfort, "I am a 
soft -heart od man, and I repent very easily." 
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" Strange," said the Hermit, " how that voice haunts me. 
For the first time these fourteen years I want to see another 
face. What is coming over me ? " 

As he spoke, the voice began again to a simple accompani- 
ment of the piano, singing a simple ballad to an ancient tone. 
It was Adie, taking one of the few pleasures left to her, to 
sing and play while Marion painted. 

He stood still and listened. Presently it ceased, and he 
canght the low ripple of girlish laughter, and the voices of 
girls talking. His heart beat and his knees trembled. 

'^ I am a fool," he said. " I am fooled by that idiot, Carew. 
He takes some vulgar little milliner animal for a lady, and a 
rosy cheek for beauty." 

He spent the rest of the day over his dinner. 

In the evening his man of business, Mr. Owen, knocked at 
his door. Mr. Lilliecrip was sitting by the fire in the soft 
light of a moderator lamp. He was in evening dress: this 
Hermit, had he donned the friar's serge and lived in those 
miserable quarters on the river Coquet whereof the ballad 
sings, would have made it a rule to change the simple gown 
and the rope for black coat and white tie in the evening. 
He was playing with a cup of coffee, and lazily thinking of 
taking a pipe over the latest novel. On the entrance of the 
schoolmaster he finished the cofiee. 

"Pray excuse me a moment, Mr. Owen," he said, with 
great politeness, " and take a chair." 

Mr. Owen placed a chair in the middle of the room, and 
sat himself down, with his feet under it, in such a position 
that he could not be accused of curiously prying into any- 
thing while the owner was not in the room. Mr. Lilliecrip, 
however, returned immediately, wearing a velvet jacket and 
a smoking cap. 

"Always change your evening coat, Mr. Owen, before 
smoking ; the tobacco will linger about the cloth.** 

Mr. Owen grunted. The advice is superfluous to a man 
who has but one coat. 

" I have been for the money as usual," he said. " Here it 
is — thirty-three, five, seven. Count it." 
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Tlie Solitary counted it, and dropped it in his pocket. 

** Messrs. Crack ett and Charges want to see you. They 
gay there is an opportunity for advancing your interests." 

" I told them to send no messages, and to write me no 
letters. I will not be worried with investments." 

" That*s all, then," said Mr. Owen, rising abruptly. 

" One moment, Owen — your advice, if you please. There's 
a girl downstairs." 

" Two," said the schoolmaster — " three, in fact, counting 
my Winifred, and I don't see why she shouldn't be counted." 

" Nor I, I am sure. Count her, by all means. One of the 
three is pretty, I am told — ^not that I care, of course; not 
that it matters to me." 

" They are all three pretty, and as good as gold." 

" There is one that sings." 

" They all three sing. What is that to you ? " 

Mr. Rhyl Owen was gruff of speech with Mr. Lilliecrip, 
the result of fourteen years* occasional communication with 
that gentleman. 

"If hq's not polite with you, he'll bully you," said Mr. 
Owen, thinking about him. "He is a cur that licks your 
hand one minute and bites it the next." 

" What are the girls to you, Mr. Lilliecrip ? " 

" I am sometimes a little lonely. Do you think that one 
of them — they are all, I suppose, poor — would like to come 
up here, and sit with me, read with me, talk to me in the 
evening ? " 

" No, she would not. None of them would," the school- 
master replied, with great decision. 

" I would pay her, you know." 

" Mr. Lilliecrip, two of them are ladies, and the other earns 
her bread in a better way than talking to old fools." 

" You are rude to-night. Am I not fit company for them, 
do you mean ? " 

Mr. Owen was silent. 

" Come, sir, tell me what you do mean." 

"I mean, Mr. Lilliecrip, that neither of the jGuvn; ladies 
shall come up here if I can prevent it. They are real ladies, 
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bom and bred. As for that, my Winifred should aot come 
here either." 

" Well, well, Owen, I cannot aflford to quarrel with you, or 
else I should have to find some one else to go out for me. 
Perhaps you are right , people might talk if a young lady 
came to my rooms alone, though I am surely grey enough 
and old enough." 

"Old enough, certainly," said Mr. Owen, drily. "The 
young lady's brother lives in the house, too. You had 
better speak to him about it." 

" Ah ! " Mr. Lilliecrip changed colour, but very slightly ; 
" is he — is he a gentleman, too ? Lowland Street seems to 
be sufiFering from an invasion of ladies and gentlemen." 

" Oh, yes — he's a gentleman, and a fire-eater too. Lord, 
Mr. Lilliecrip, put it out of your thoughts. Why, he'd 
murder you, that young gentleman would, so fierce as he is, 
if he'd even the thought of his sister visiting you in this 
room. We must first know who and what you are, Mr. 
Lilliecrip, and why you have shut yourself up." 

" And a pretty girl ? " 

"They are both beautiful girls; and one is a lovely 
creature. God bless her ! " said Mr. Owen, getting up 

to fifO. 

When Mr, Lilliecrip was lefk alone, he began to ponder 
over his cigar. After fourteen years of solitude, the thought 
of a beautiful girl being in the same house, the possibility 
that she might enliven his room by her presence, agitated 
him. How should he get to know this beautiitil girl ? 

" It is strange," he said ; " I cannot understand. Fourteen 
years of peace and content, and to-night — ^all from a voice 
and a few words ; one would think I was only beginning 
the prison. Could it be possible for me to leave the place 
and go out again ?" He rose, and walked up and down the 
room, his face working with the emotion of some disturbing 
memory. "No, never!" he cried; "never! I will stay 
here till I die!" 
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CHAPTER XVn. 

THE April mornings are sunlit at six, even in the heart of 
London, and there is a fine painting light for those 
who are able to get up for it. The early morning was 
Marions time of peace and quiet labour; she would be 
alone. How great a blessing it is to be alone for an hour 
or two in the day can only, I suppose, be appreciated by 
women who live together. It is one of the many evils of 
poverty that the poor have no solitude possible. As the 
social ladder descends, the necessity of a life in common 
becomes more marked. The suburban villa has its three 
eitting-rooms for a family of half a dozen ; but the ladies of 
the "lower middle class" have to sleep, eat, read, work, and 
play in the same room. 

In the early niorning, when the air is clear and bright, 
Marion took fresh courage, and clothed herself with new 
faith and hope. Above all, she worked : that soul is never 
quite unhappy which can take a healthy pleasure in work 
for its own sake. Marion was, for the first time, after four 
years of copying, engaged upon an original picture. She 
was ambitious, as most young painters are. She did not yet 
fully understand that a work of art must be a copy of Nature 
itself, and not a reminiscence or a reflection ; and her picture 
had the fault of being drawn from the inspiration of other 
masters. There are plenty of such pictures in every Royal 
Academy — you find a familiar touch here, and another 
there ; you are reminded of one master here, and another 
there. Nature is at second hand — the light hardly fits the 
season ; the flowers do not fit with each other ; the primrose 
and the nightshade are puiuted blossoming side by side ; and 
yet, for some subtle grace and secret charm of their own, 
the pictures are bought and loved. It was so with Marion. 
She had chosen an Italian subject, who had never been in 
Italy ; she had put in Italian flowers, who knew not an 
Italian summer; country figures, who had never seen a 
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eontadina ; an Italian sky, who had never been out of Eng- 
land ; a dress which was never worn under the canopy of 
heaven ; a light which never shone on earth or ocean ; and 
yet, for one redeeming touch it had, the picture was warm 
with life and feeling. She had taken a scene from Brown- 
ing s " Pippa passes," a poem which — if its author had only 
for once been able to wed melodious verse to the sweetest 
poetical thought ; if he had only tried, just for once, to write 
lines which should not make the cheeks of those that read 
them to ache, the front teeth of those who declaim them to 
splinter and fly, the ears of those that hear them to crack— 
would have been a thing to rest himself upon for ever, and 
receive the applause of the world. To the gods it seemed 
otherwise. Browning, who might have led us like Hamelin 
the piper, has chosen the worse part. He will be so deeply 
wise that he cannot express his thought ; he will be so full 
of profundities that he requires a million of lines to express 
them in; he will leave music and melody to Swinburne; 
he will leave grace and sweetness to Tennyson ; and in fifty 
years' time, who will read Browning ? Let us return to our 
sheep. 

Marion had chosen the place where Pippa passes 
singing: — 

" The year's at the epring, 
The day's at the mom, 
Homing's at seven, 

The hill-side's dew pearled ; 
The lark's on the wing, 
The snail's on the thom, 
God's in His Heaven, 

All's right witk the world." 

Oh, strong poet of the densest tympanum, to write those 
third and fourth lines — 

" The hill-side's dew pearled 1 " 

Was there ever such a stuttering collocation of syllables to 
confound the reader and utterly destroy a sweet little lyric ? 
Pippa was Adrienne, Marion's model. She was passing in 
the bright early morning, singing as she went, unconscious 
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of her words, and dangling her grapes before her; a figure 
full of health, youth, and beauty ; Adrienne with the least 
possible darkening of the eyebrows and the hair; not an 
Italian face at all ; sweet-lipped Adio, tall, delicate, graceful 
— not a silk- weaver, not Pippa, not a workwoman, not the 
heroine of Browning's noble dream; an English girl, in a 
bright clear sunshine, with strong shadows, which lay black 
under the vine-leaves and behind the stones, and set off her 
sweetness as a crystal mounted in an ebony setting; and 
behind the unconscious girl a face and the back of a head — 
the face of a man who catches the words. They strike his 
ear with a force the girl knows nothing of; the glamour of a 
devilish passion falls from him, and he sees the awful thing 
— too late — in its true light. In the head of the woman that 
looks to him you may, if you can, imagine the wonder that 
is in her unseen face, and the horror of the awaking. Pippa 
sings her song and passes — 

•* God's in His Heaven, 

All's right with the world" 

The picture was nearly finished ; the principal figure — a 
half figure — was completed ; the heads were worked up ; only 
the flowers and accessories were as yet to be filled in. 

Marion worked contentedly from half-past five to eight at 
her canvas. She was not unhappy, provided there was money 
to give her two children enough to eat : it was all she worked 
for now. If she dreamed of anything better, it seemed a long 
way off. She was their natural protector : to her they were 
the two children always, helpless, not quite to be trusted ; a 
little perverse — at least, one of them — ^but always lovable, 
always to be treated with a fond consideration. At eight 
Adie appeared, and began to make the breakfast. This was 
the hap[)iest time that the girls had. In the evening there 
was always the drop of bitterness in the cup, the discontent 
of comparison, the absence of their brother. In the morning 
they were alone, for Fred seldom rose till nine or ten, and 
they could talk. Presently Marion, keeping silence on the 
doctor s proposals, began to talk, as usual, of money matters. 
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^'Five shillings, Adie, dear/' she said, giving her that 
amount. " It is not a great deal for a long day's work copy- 
ing, is it ? But it is as much as Mr. Burls would give me. 
After all, I dare say it is more than one deserves. Why do 
they always pay women so much worse than men ? " 

" Because they are not strong enough to knock the cheats 
down and beat them, as men woald do," said Adie vindictively. 

She took the money, and dropped it into her purse, where 
Dr. Chacomb's five pounds were lying : the accusing jingle of 
the coins reminded her unpleasantly of her promise, and 
struck her soul with a note of remorse. It was as if she had 
sold herself to deceive her sister. 

" It is enough, at any rate," she said, " for to-day. You 
shall have some dinner when you come home, dear. Not a 
dinner-tea ; you shall have some steak, and I will get you a 
pint of claret, if —if — oh, if Fred does not want it all. You 
want a little wine so badly, dear." 

" Let Fred have two shillings, Adie, and I will do without 
the claret. Besides, it is ridiculous for us to talk about wine, 
with our fortunes at this low ebb." 

"Marion, you are looking pale. Do not work so hard; 
things will get right somehow — I am sure they will. Fred 
says he has always felt certain they will." 

Marion shook her head. She was not hopeful this morn- 
ing ; perhaps because the sky had clouded over since she left 
off work for breakfast. 

" Fred will get a situation," Adie went on, trying to talk 
cheerfully, and working the talk round, somehow, to a point. 
" That is, if he gets friends to back him up. The poor boy 
wants friends badly, if only to keep him out of the billiard- 
rooms. Perhaps I shall be able to get something to do ; but 
it seems as if I can do nothing at all. I might teach French, 
it is true, if anybody would believe that I knew it. Marion, 
let us talk it together every day, for fear of my forgetting 
my only accomplishment. I cannot play well enough to 
teach music, and I know nothing else — nothing. My dear, 
I am horribly helpless and selfish. I let you work day after 
day for us, and never seem to do anything." 
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" Adie," Marion patted her cheek, " I do not want you to 
do anything." 

Adie sighed. 

" Marion/' she whispered, laying her arm on her sister's 
neck, " Marion, tell me, if you saw a way — if any one told 
you of a way, would you not like to escape out of all this 
dreadful misery and poverty ? Think of yesterday and 
our starving. Think of my having to go and beg Mr. Owen 
to give me something to eat. And Fred coming home at 
night smoking an expensive cigar, with no money left of all 
he took from you the day before. Oh, the shame of it ! " 

There were times when Adie's view of Fred's conduct was 
harsher than Marion's. 

" Let us face the present," said Marion, conscious of what 
her sister meant. " See, dear, I shall take the pictures to 
Mr. Hermann. He always buys what I bring him, though 
he does not give much. Mr. Burls said that if he had any 
money he would have given four guineas a head. Mr. 
Hermann ought at least to give me a guinea each — that 
makes five guineas, and then we will have a little claret to 
do us both good." 

It seemed a very small matter to Adie — this chance of five 
guineas — in the face of all the possibilities opened up by the 
doctor. 

" But, Marion, suppose a way were to lie open unto us ? 
Suppose — Marion, you who work so hard for us all, what 
if we could get back to something like the old life again, and 
be at rest ? " 

Marion looked at her inquiringly. She knew, by a sudden 
intuition, and by the flushed cheeks and drooping eyelashes, 
that her sister had been talking to the doctor, and about 
herself. 

'* If the way were not impossible, Adie." 

" Oh, what could be impossible ? Marion, dear, you know 
what I am thinking of. It seems such a simple thing. And 
think what it means for you and me and Fred. Only try to 
think. Servants to wait upon us again ; ladies and gentle- 
men to tftlk to J dress — proper dress — to wear^ money to 
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spend. Marion ! how can you say it is impossible ? It 
would not be to me." 

Marion heard her sister with a heavy heart. 

" What did Dr. Chacomb say to you ? " 

" He told me he loved you ; and he asked me to speak to 
you myself. I promised I would, Marion ; was I wrong ? '* 
Marion caressed the fair cheek that looked up to her. 

*' Don't talk to him again about it, my dear. Try to 
realise only that it is impossible, and that we must face the 
present. Have patience and a little hope." 

"Sometimes I have hope. Sometimes I think Fred is 
right, and we shall all three go back to take our proper 
place like disinherited princes and princesses; and some- 
times, Marion — it is too selfish, when you do everything for 
us — sometimes I think you might do more. Don't say it 
is impossible, dear. I have been lying awake half the night 
thinking it all over." 

" My poor child," said Marion, taking Adie's face in her 
hands, " my poor child ! it is so hard that you should be un- 
happy." 

" And you, dear ; is it not hard for you too ? Is it quite 
impossible, Marion ? See, dear " — she spoke hurriedly, as if 
the subject was too much for her — " see, dear, here we starve 
and are miserable ; with him we should at least be warm 
and comfortable, and have no anxiety — think of that. 
Think of waking up every morning without feeling that 
there will be no dinner the next day unless we work for it ; 
think of not having to find money for Fred's extravagances ; 
think of being able to wear decent things ; think of the 
change we should have in our livea He is kind, Marion ; 
I am sure he is kind. To be sure, he is not very young ; 
but what of that ? He does not want your love, he says ; 
he only wants you to marry him, and then he will try to get 
your love afterwards." 

" My dear, could I marry any one unless I loved him 
first?" 

*' Why not ? I would. If Dr. Chacomb had come to me 
instead of to you^ and asked me to marry him^ I should have 
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jumped for joy. Love ! What is all tiie nonsense people 
talk about love ? I cannot anderstand it. I want to be well 
dressed and rich — that is the real happiness." 

" You will know better later, Adie. Do not let us talk 
about it any more. Dr. Chacomb knows that it can never 
be. I told him so last night. I think he is kind, too ; but 
it is impossible, Adie. Do not say anything more about it. 
Put it quite out of your thoughts, and let us try to make 
the best of the little we hava" 

" But we have nothing," said Adie, with her musical laugh, 
" nothing at all. Marion, I have- often read about the duty 
of being contented with little ; but not even the books whidi 
are the hardest about duty, and make it the most difficult to 
get to Heaven, ever say anything about the duty of being 
contented with nothing. Be reasonable, dear Marion, and 
discontented." 

It was after breakfast that this conversation took place. 
The girls always took their breakfast first, the head of the 
family appearing later. 

As Adie finished her philosophical remarks, Fred appeared, 
fully equipped for his journey *' into the City." His way 
there might have seemed, to any who saw him start, a 
circuitous route, for on reaching Oxford Street he invariably 
turned west. It does not do, however, to be always guided 
by appearances. He may have "fetched a compass," like 
St. Paul, and worked round by way of Battersea. His 
equanimity, disturbed by the doctor the evening before, 
was completely restored. After all, he was — and he knew 
it well enough — an idle rascal. He never had done any- 
thing, and he hoped to pass wholly through life without 
doing anything. Besides, Fred's anger was like a fire of 
chips — it exhausted itself, and was quickly spent. Storms 
in shallow lakes quickly subside. This morning he was 
fresh, and even radiant. 

Marion's artistic instincts furnished, perhaps, one of ihe 
reasons why she never grew tired of this idle and good-for- 
nothing brother. She loved him for his beauty and his 
grace. It was always a pleasure for her eyes to rest upon 
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tlie lines of his form. His face, which to a man seemed 
wanting in depth, was to her as full of depth and possible 
emotion as the illimitable sea. She made perpetual excuse 
for him; she cheerfully gave him all she could; she made 
him her type of that divine beauty which, man or woman, 
the best of us dream of and long after. Her face lit up 
when he entered the room and kissed her in his lordly, off- 
hand way. 

" A lovely morning, Marion. Are you going far ? Adie, 
sew a button on my glove for me, please. Will you come 
for a walk this afternoon ? I can be back at two o'clock for 
you. 

He went to the window, and looked out. A cloud crossed 
his face. 

" Marion, I think that, considering the state of our finances 
and how unlucky we have been of late, it is hardly a time 
for charity." 

" What do vou mean, Fred ? " 

Marion was getting together her portfolio. 

" I mean that the woman I have seen you talking to once 
or twice is hanging about in the street, intending no donbt 
to waylay you directly yon leave the place. Now, Marion, 
please remember charity begins at home. We cannot well 
afiFord out-door relief just now. No doubt it is extremely 
creditable and respectable to have a pensioner — even such a 
disreputable pensioner as that." 

Marion's hands shook a little ; but she steadied herself. 

" I dare say she will not want any money, Fred. Now I 
am ready. Give me good luck, Adie, dear." 

Fred watched her from the window. 

"There are the usual children hanging about her skirts," 
he said, impatiently. "Really, I think Marion considers 
herself a mother in Israel. If there is a child in trouble, 
or a woman in distress, Marion must be consalted. Why 
cannot we live unknown, and not talked about? I fully 
expect Marion will be reported in a daily paper for a philan- 
thropist." 

Presently he saw the woman he had noticed cross the street. 
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'*I thought, so/ he said, impatiently. "Upon my word* 
you know, Adie, it's too ridiculous. Here we are, almost 
starving, and Marion throwing the money away upon street 
beggars ! She has crossed over — I knew she would — and is 
begging of Marion. Now they are talking at the comer. 
Now they have gone off together. Who is the womao, 
Adie?'' 

"I don't know. I asked once, but was told not to ask 
any more — some poor woman who knows Marion." 

" I shall make it my business," said Fred, pompously, " to 
inquire. I am the head of the family, and I will not have 
secrets kept from me." 

" Don't be a goose, Fred. You are no more the head of 
the family than I am. As if anything you could say, or I 
either, would turn Marion an inch from her own path. Poor 
Marion ! " 

"1 wish I could see the way to persuade her to make 
money," said her brother. "Look at this canvas — she 
spends half her time over a thing like that ! " It was her 
unfinished painting. "What will she do with it? Who 
will buy it ? And when I proposed to her to make a steady 
income by giving lessons, she refused. Just the same the 
other day, when I saw an advertisement that would have 
suited me admirably: * A gentleman by birth and education 
wanted to advance about twelve hundred pounds in a 
sleeping partnership' — sleeping, Adie — * from which he will 
draw at least a hundred per cent, by way of profits.' Think 
of it, you know — nothing to do but to draw twelve hundred 
a year or so ! I showed it to Marion, and asked her to sell 
out her little fortune and lend it to me. She refused. She 
said nothing would induce her to part with the money, not 
even to make my fortune with it." 

" Yes, Marion told me about it. You see, Fred, if you 
had lost the money — which you most likely would have 
done — where should we be ? Now, if everything else 
fails, we always have the fifty pounds a year to fall back 
upon." 

"Just like women," Fred growled; "they never under- 
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stand the simplest rules of investment. I roulJ make that 
miserable fifty into five thousand if I had it ! " 

" O Fred! you will never make your own fortune or oars 
either, poor boy ! sit down and have your tea." 

He complied with the invitation. Adie sat opposite, and 
talked. 

" Such a chance, Fred, too, as Marion has missed. Oh, 
such a chance! We shall never have another like it — 
never!** 

"What chance, Adie?** 

His face flushed, as hers had done, at the mere thought of 
being rich. 

" Fred," she put on her most solemn tones, " a rich man 
wants to marry Marion ! " 

"A rich man?" 

"And to provide for you, and to take care of me. But 
she has refused him — ^twice." 

"Who is it?" 

"ItisDr. Chacomb." 

" I would rather she married the Devil ! " he said, hotly. 

"Don't swear, Fred." 

" I would. Do you know that he has insulted me — that 
he insulted me last night even ? He called me — well, never 
mind ! Marion shall never have my permission to many Dr. 
Chacomb." 

"You are a goose, Fred; you really are. You cannot 
really think that either of us is going to ask your permission 
to do anything we want to do. Be sensible, if you can. 
Play at being the head of the family, as you call it, outside, 
where perhaps they don't know that Marion works for all 
and provides for all — poor Marion ! " 

" Are you too going to turn against me, Adie ? " he asked. 

" No, Fred. I shall never turn against you. You are like 
me. We are both of ns the same ; and you are my very own 
brother. Yon cant help yourself, my poor boy, any more 
than I can. And if anything happened to Marion — Well, 
let me tell you about it, without any more heroics! Dr. 
Chacomb is a very kind-hearted man. I should live with 
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him and Marion. We should have a carriage, and a box at 
the Opera, and — ** 

" Dreams, Adie ! The man has no money. He lives on 
what he can borrow from his cousin ! " 

''Bat he has money, I tell yon. He is rich. He is a 
successful physician, and the founder of the Koyal Hospital 
for Gk)ut. Why, he makes five thousand pounds a year, he 
tells me. Fred ! what a brother-in-law, if Marion would 
only see it ! " 

Fred became thoughtful. 

" Does he do all that ? I know how to find out. There's 
a chemist fellow comes to our billiard-rooms — ^not a gentle- 
man, you know — who knows all about doctors and that class 
of people " — Fred always spoke of persons who earned their 
livelihood as " that class of people." " Now I think of it, 
Chacomb did have a respectable appearance last night when 
he came here. I don't like him, Adie. Hang it ! you can't 
like a man who calls you an idle — Well, but if he has this 
large income, and if he will take care of you and look after 
me, I shall not let any prejudice of mine stand in the way. 
I withdraw my opposition, Adie." 

"That's very good of you, Fred," Adie laughed. 

" I do not forget," the young man went on, "the house to 
which I belong, whose head I am. It has always been usual 
for the representative of the name to have a voice in the 
alliances contracted by the members of the family.** 

"That's very grand, my dear brother; and it is a great 
blessing to feel that we have a head with a proper sense of 
dignity. If you had arms as well — No, Fred, I won't tease. 
But Marion won't have him." 

" Adie, suppose — I only say suppose — the doctor were to 
shift his proposal to the younger sister. What would you 
say?" 

The girl reddened. 

" I told Marion that I should jnmp for joy. But I don't 
think I should. I like Dr. Chacomb very much — I do, 
indeed ; but I don't think I conld marry him when it came 
actually to the point. However, that is not to the point. 
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I am qaite snre that he will not ask me, and I am also quite 
snre that he is as rich as he says he is. Besides, Fred, if 
poor Gterald never comes home again, he is the heir to 
Chacomb." 

Fred whistled. 

" So he is, so he is. Adie, we must try and bring it off 
if we can. My dear child, fancy going back to Comb Leigh, 
the masters of Chacomb ! " 

"Oh, the delight! Fred, fancy sitting by the dear 
old beach and hearing the waves beat against the rocks 
again! Oh, think of the cliff, and the garden, and the 
flowers. Yoa and I would live in the Rosery: we would 
walk about as we used to do, and lie on the grass and 
eat strawberries, and have piles — piles of roses in tlie 
drawing-room every dayj and all the new musia I should 
wear white all the summer." 

"And in the season we would come to town," said her 
brother, flushing with enthusiasm. 

" Yes ; and you would give me a pony carriage, wouldn't 
you ? " Then she burst into a laugh that ended in a sob. 
"But it's no good. We are here — i^ous voici plantSs — in 
Lowland Street. Marion will not have him, and we grow 
poorer every day." 

Their faces dropped, and the sunlight of imagination 
disappeared behind a cloud. 

Quoth Fred, after a little pause — 

" Have you got any money, Adie ? " 

"Marion gave me five shillings, and — and — ^Fred, don't be 
angry, but Dr. Chacomb offered me five pounds when he 
heard that we had no money — all in gold — and I took them. 
Here they are." 

She spread out the sovereigns, with Marion's poor five 
shillings, on the table, and looked up at her brother in a 
little doubt 

He knitted his brows with the gravity of Epictetus the 
moralist. 

" That was wrong, child. That was very wrong. Women 
never seem to have the same sense of honour as men. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



220 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

YoD ought not to have taken the money. Keraeml)er that 
men never take money of each other, unless they win 
it at billiards, cards, or betting. Then of course, it is a 
different thing. I could not myself, for instance, poor as 
we are, accept money of any one — even offered me by my 
best friend." 

This was very noble, and Adie felt proud of a brother 
distinguished by sentiments so honourable. 

Then his eyes fell again on the money. It lay glittering 
on the table, representing a really large area of enjoyment. 

" Five pounds," he said. " I wonder how long it is sinde 
I had five pounds ? Not since I was at Oxford, I believe. 
Look here, Adie, what are you going to do with it all ? " 

" It is for housekeeping." 

" Yes, you must take care not to have any more money 
from Dr. Chacomb. I will make a note of the amount." 

He took oat his pocket-book, and entered it, date and all, 
with solicitude. 

Adie looked guiltily on. 

"Oh, I wish I hadn't taken it! I will tell Marion when 
she comes home, and we will send it back. Fred, it was 
very wrong of me." 

" N-no," said her brother, " I don't think that is necessary. 
Adie, it just occurs to me that I owe a little bill at the Sheaf 
for billiards and things ; and there is my account at the 
tobacconist's; and I want a new pair of gloves, and my 
boots are giving out. There is a sovereign, too — a debt of 
honour — which I ought to pay; and I should like to buy 
something for you — it is a long time since I gave you any- 
thing, my dear sister; and — and I think it would be best 
to pay off all these things at once." 

He laid his hands upon the whole heap of money, and 
kept them there. 

"OFred! not all!'' 

The girl's look, and the tone of entreaty, spoke a whole 
volume of woman's endurance and man's selfishness. 

" Four pounds will do, Adie. That leaves you, yon see, 
one pound five shillings, counting what Marion gave you— 
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more t.han a whole week's housekeeping in advance. Better 
say nothing to Marion about the money; and tell Dr. 
Chacomb, with my compliments, that I am going to repay 
his small temporary loan with interest — when I get a post." 
He dropped the sovereigns in his waistcoat pocket and 
went away, leaving Adie rather sick at heart, and perhaps a 
little confused between the delicate distinctions of the code 
of honour which permitted her brother to borrow without 
repaying, but forbade his taking what was offered. 

The woman waiting for Marion crossed the street when 
she left the house, and stood before her. She was a woman 
who might be of any age from five and thirty to fifty, with 
a face which was pretty once, and eyes which formerly 
might have been bright. She was thin, careworn, and 
poorly dressed. As she stood waiting her lips moved — she 
was talking to herself As Fred had remarked, her appear- 
ance, whether regarded as a pensioner or not, was dis- 
reputable. 

Marion turned pale when the creature confronted her. 

" You promised me you would not molest me. You pro- 
mised I should never see you at all," she cried. " Why can 
you not write, as you engaged to do, to the post-oflBce ? How 
dare you come to my very door ? " 

"I saw him," she replied, "at the window. What a 
handsome boy it is ! Ah me, where did he get his carls from ? 
Where did he get his dimpled chin and his bright eyes? 
Tell me that, Marion Revel." 

" Remember, if you break your contract — if you venture to 
speak to either of them, if you let them suspect who and what 
you are — ^I will help you no more, and you may do your very 
worst." 

" Tell me how she is," asked the woman. " I did not see her." 

" Adrienne is well and happy — ^at least, as happy as our 
poverty will allow." 

" I have not caught a glimpse of her for three months. I 
hoped that to-day she would put her pretty face at the 
window just for me to see it again. Oh me, oh me I Last 
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Christmas Day it was I saw her coining home fix)m church 
with a girl — quite a girl of the lower classes. Such a differ- 
ence as there was between Adrienne, as tall and straighl) as a 
poplar, with a face like a countess — where did she get her 
face and figure from ? tell me that — and the little chit with 
her, all dimples and curls and chubby cheeks ! Such a con- 
trast ; a beautiful contrast for me to look at ! Marion Revel, 
you never could have had such a figure, not when you were 
at your very best, four years ago ; and now you've gone off 
sadjy, poor thing ! All your good looks gone, like me. It's 
dreadful to think how care and trouble spoil a woman's figure. 
That's where men have the great advantage over us women. 
Why, if it had not been for all my troubles, I should have 
been a lovely woman still." 

" Our sins make our troubles," said Marion. 

" Do they ? Then, Marion Revel, you must have been a 
greater sinner than anybody would think." 

" Come," said Marion, " I cannot waste my tima What 
do you want with me ? " 

" Money, of course. What else can I want? " 

"I have no money. I sent you ten shillings last week. I 
cannot afford to give you more than five shillings a week. If 
I give you more it is robbing themJ^ 

"And if it is robbing them, it is all in the family, Marion.'* 

Marion shuddered. 

" There are others besides them to consider. Look at that 
finger." She held out her left-hand ring. " What does that 
mean ? Turn over in your mind what that means, and let me 
know what you are going to do." 

" Where is the money gone that I gave you last week ? 
Tell me the truth." 

" Yes, there is no reason why I should tell you any lies 
about it. It is all spent except twopence. And the rent to 
pay. How is it spent ? It is spent on myself. What did I 
buy with it? I bought bloaters and bread for the boy to 
eat, and gin for myself to drink. What do I want more for? 
To buy more bloaters and bread to eat, and more gin to drink. 
I've had a misfortune, too. Rickety Jem was knocked down 
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by a cab as he was selling papers in Fleet Street, and he's 
so bruised that he can't walk. Poor little Jem! It's a 
creditable thing for me, isn't it, to have a son selling Echoes 
fur a halfpenny? Give me some money and let me go, 
Marion Revel." 

" I have only sixpence." 

" Then give me that, and send me some more.** 

Marion took out her purse. 

" The purse would pawn for eightpence," said che woman. 
" Give me that too." 

" No, I shall not. Here is the sixpence." 

" And you talk about being poor ! Why, the things you've 
got on you could put in for at least thirty shillings. There's 
the malachite cross, that's good for three-and-six. There's 
the jacket ; why, any one would lend you ten shillings on the 
jacket. There's your gloves — real kid ; well, they is patched 
a bit, and wouldn't fetch much. And your gown ! Marion 
Revel, it's disgraceful if you don't give me more than six- 
pence, with a whole fortune on your back. I thought your 
father's daughter was not so selfish." 

" How dare you name my father ? " cried Marion, roused to 
frenzy by the dreadful importunity of the woman. " How 
dare you let the name of Captain Revel pass your lips? Now 
do your worst, if you dare. Go up and tell that innocent girl 
who and what you are. Make her more unhappy than she is 
— ^it is the utmost that you can do. Do this if you please ; 
but if you do I will give you nothing — nothing. Now let 
me go." 

The beggar began to whimper and cry, using the comer 
of her shawl in lieu of a pocket handkerchief to mop up 
imaginary tears. 

"You're the only friend I've got in the world," she 
moaned, "and you throw me over because you are afraid I 
shall tell. Is it likely I should tell ? Do you think 1 am 
going to give up five shillings a week ? Marion Revel, is 
it likely, I ask yon ? And the boy ill at home, and crying 
for food, and I've got no money. Oh ! oh ! oh ! " 

" What shall I do ? What am I to do with you ? " cried 
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the poor girl, in despair. " Is there no work for women in 
the world ? " 

" It depends," the other replied. " For such as yon there 
is work and pay ; for such as me there is only work and 
starvation. I can make cardboard boxes, and get two and 
twopence, bar stoppages, for twelve hours' work. That is 
all I can do. Just now there are too many of us wanting to 
make cardboard boxes, and I can't even get that ; so I must 
come to you and beg. Get me some more money, Marion 
Revel!" 

" If I do, you will only ask for more again when that is 
gone." 

" Yes, I shall. I shall go on begging till I die. I wish 
I was dead. I wish I was laid in my workhouse grave and 
all my troubles over. But what would become of the boy ? " 

Marion sighed heavily. 

" I will try and get you some money. If I can, I will 
bring it myself this afleinoon. If 1 fail, you must try some- 
thing else." 

" I might go on the parish — that would be a fitting end 
to it all. Sometimes I think I will go and steal something. 
Marion Revel, I can hurt you in more ways than you think 
of if I like. I can do worse than tell them the truth. I can 
go before a magistrate for petty larceny, and give my real 
name and history. Mind you, I never lost my real name; I 
can beilr it still if I like. So can the boy — little Rickety 
Jem. How would you like that ? " 

The woman passed from whining to threatening, and back 
again. She was uncertain in her behaviour. She alternated 
between the burden of her misery, which made her whine, 
and the feeling of the hold she possessed over the girl, which 
made her threaten. Either weapon was equally efficacious; 
for the blow which she could inflict was not upon Marion, 
but upon the other two. 

" I can do no more," Marion said. ** Gro away and leave 
me. You have made me unhappy enough. I have told you 
what I will try to do, and what I shall do if you dare to 
injure tho^e who are de^r to me. Now go." 
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The woman palled her shawl closer ronnd her and flitted 
away. When she got roond the nearest corner, she looked 
about her. There was, of course, a public-house in the street. 
There are always in London two things in full view — a 
public-house and a church. The population may be broadly 
divided into two great classes — of those who worship at the 
former and at the latter place. The woman belonged to 
those who worshipped at the bar. She made sure that 
Marion was not looking after her, and crept into the place 
that is open all day long, a pit for those who like to tumble 
in. A moment afterwards she came out, wiping her mouth ; 
but she bore herself more upright, and faced the world with 
a brighter air. 

This was Marion's secret — the secret she had discovered 
on going through her father's papers, the thing she had to 
keep away from her brother and sister, and to hide from all 
the world. The knowledge of it made her ashamed; the 
thought of it weighed her down ; the burden of it kept her 
in the poverty of misery, when she might have been in the 
poverty of simple comfort. 

The woman was, as Fred idly put it, her pensioner — not 
by choice, but by a dreadful necessity. She had to be kept 
from starvation for the sake of the dead man lying in Comb 
Leigh churchyard, and for the sake of the two '' children," 
who knew nothing of it. We have to bear our troubles as 
we can ; but Marion's burden was all the harder because it 
was so much heavier than her brother or sister were able to 
suspects 



CHAPTER XVIIL 

HAVING no more money, Marion had to walk, carrying 
her parcel of paintings. From the Tottenham Court 
Boad to Waterloo Bridge is a long step ; of that, however, she 
thought little, provided only she could sell her pictures. 
Tlie man she was going to had already bought one or two 
sketches, small things, and at a moderately low price. He 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



226 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

lived in Stamford Street, and called himself, on a brass plate, 
picture dealer and restorer. He was a German by birth, but 
had been long enough in England to speak English fluently, 
with only the sweet German accent, so as to interchange a 
few of the consonants, such as the labials and dentals, in 
that remarkable and pleasing manner peculiar to his country- 
men. His name was Gottfried Hermann, and he was said to 
be descended from the children of Israel, which is by itself 
a passport to everybody's favour. As for his religious prin- 
ciples, they were no doubt deep and genuine, the result of 
profound investigation and anxious thought; but as his 
daily practices were beyond everything scoundrelly, and his 
walk, or rather his creeping, in life was mean, tortuous, 
and shady, it would be perhaps superfluous to inquire into 
his creed. The Americans — a much more practical people 
than ourselves — make it a rule never to ask after the religion 
of a stranger. They like, on the other hand, first to make 
sure of his honesty. Perhaps we shall some time or other 
adopt this, among a few other laudable Transatlantic 
customs. 

In every profession there must be perforce some whose 
natural place is about the lowest steps. We have not all of 
us learned to climb. To some of us climbing is not agre^ 
ab!e, to others it does not seem profitable. Mr. Gottfried 
Hermann was one of those who stand about the lowest steps 
of picture dealing. He was also one to whom that position 
was the most pleasant. On the higher levels he would have 
found the air too bracing, the wind too keen, the light too 
brilliant, the situation too exposed, the sensation to a retiring 
and sensitive man suggestive of standing in a pillory. For 
his own part, he preferred to work in the dark, or rather in a 
sort of twilight of his own creating. 

He was a fat, round-faced man of fifty, with a certain 
stamp upon his expression which, rightly or wrongly, we are 
accustomed to regard as indicative of habitual self-indulgence. 
He smoked a great-bowled German pipe, which mi^^ht hold 
half an ounce or so, all day long; and he sat at the front 
window of his bouse in Stamford Street contemplating the 
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passers-by when he was not studying a picture. There grew 
up from the area a thin and skeleton-like vine, which threw 
its slender arms across his window, and gave an air of 
verdure and Eden-like innocence to his features, as they 
beamed behind the sickly leaves in summer. In winter the 
tree suggested the similitude of the spider in his web. 

This morning, the leaves being not yet out, and only a 
green budding visible along the branches, he had the spidery 
look as his flabby face shone through the panes. He was not 
alone. A man in the last depths of shabbiness was with 
him, standing hat in hand, a suppliant. 

"Give me work, Mr. Hermann. I can do it well and 
quickly." 

"Tell me about New York first, what yon was doing 
there." 

" I was copying there." 

** Aha ! he was gopying. Zo, what was he gopying 7 " 

This impudent rascal habitually adopted the use of the 
third person in talking to those who asked for work, with 
the deliberate intention of insulting his visitors, and an 
inward chuckle at the thought that most of them did not 
know they were being treated as servants, and were too miser- 
able to resent it if they did. 

"I was with Messrs. Fourbe, Gredin, and Fripon, the 
largest picture dealers in America." 

" I know them, I know them. Let him sit down and tell 
me all he can about their business." 

" There is not much to tell. They had good copies of 
pictures made in Bome, Dresden, and Florence, and their 
chief business was to have more copies made from them." 

" And they sold them as originals. Most unbrinzibled." 

"No, they were sold as genuine copies by good living 
artists, made on the spot. It is a safer business. They 
nsed to have a canvas stretched on the wall, and I and two 
or three others copied all day, as quickly as we could. As 
fast as the pictures were finished, they were cut out and 
framed. Mostly they were sold by auction. IVe got a very 
rapid hand, sir," 
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"Goarse," Mr. Hermann replied. "Ferry goaree, that 
kind of work." 

"Ton see, sir, copying does not require the fine painting, 
Mr. Gredin used to say, that is expected in an original.*' 

Mr. Hermann shook his head. 

" Go away. I give you ten days. Make me a — a — a — let 
me see — a Greuze ; you can do all styles, ja wohl. Yes, a 
Greuze, and — and I shall see. What is this ? " 

He took a picture that was standing with its face to the 
wall, and laid it on the table. 

" That is a Linnell." 

" Is it a gopy or is it an original?" 

"If it was anywhere but here, I should say it was an 
original," replied the man. " I know enough of the trade to 
be quite sure that it is not an original, or else it would not 
be here." 

"Ha! ha! He is right this fellow. He is right. Let 
him go away now, and come back in ten days with the 
Greuze." 

The man left him, and Mr. Hermann watched him down 
the steps. 

"Ah, he is poor. He has done someding. I will find 
out what. Himmel, here is the pewtiful young lady. Miss 
Beffel. I am glad she did not meet that other poor 
teflFel." 

He saw Marion coming up to his door,' and went to 
open it himself. 

" Gott pless me ! " he cried ; " it's Miss ReffeL Come, my 
tear young lady, come in. What a Measure to see you, and 
what a plessing to know that you are well ! Come in, and 
show me what you have prought me. It will be coot ; oh, 
it will be coot. I know that it will be coot. There — sit 
down. You may look at the bictures while we talk. 
There's a pewtiful thing, now. Give me the liddle barcel — 
zo — yes — zo. What do you think of that for a real and 
genuine Linnell — a rare and pewtiful Linnell ? " 

It was a delicious, soft, warm, sunlit scene — a field 
of standing com, with a tree at the right hand, and a 
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wood behind. Creeping up in the background, a thunder- 
cloud. 

" It is a very nice picture," said Marion ; " but it looks to 
me like a copy." 

He laid down Marion's parcel unopened, and held the 
picture to the light. 

"A gopy!" he jerked out, angrily. "A gopy! Why 
does she think it is a gopy ? " 

" Perhaps I am wrong," Marion replied ; " but I should 
have said, on looking at it, that there could be no doubt 
about its being a copy. However, if you are sure — " 

" If I am sure ! " he echoed. " Why, if I am not sure, 
who the tefiFel can be sure ? I beg your bardon, young lady, 
but if ever there was a genuine Linnell — why, there — never 
mind ; let us look at the things in the liddle barcel." 

He opened it, and began to turn over the pictures one 
by one, talking all the time as he held them to the light. 

" I don't want to buy any more bictures. I think I shall 
never buy any more so long as I live. There's more 
bictures lainted than beoble to buy them. Times are ferry 
hard. Miss Reffel." 

** Indeed they are, Mr. Hermann, else I should not be 
here ; but you must buy mine, if you please, because I want 
some money." 

"Flowers and fruit. Yes, ferry bretty — ferry bretty 
iriteet. But no one looks at flowers and fruit now. It is 
a real bity to see a young lady of your talent waste her 
brecious time over flowers and frnit. You might as well go 
to the Zoological Gardens and baint the monguies. It 
would be pedder to baint the monguies. Beoble like 
monguies, and they don't like flowers and fruit. One, two, 
three — ^three bictures of beaches and crapes. What shall 
we say for this boor lot altogether ? " 

"I was thinking of a guinea a-piece," said Marion 
humbly. 

Mr. Hermann held up his hands in a kind of horror. 

"A kuinea? — twenty-one shillings a-piece for liddle 
things like those? My tear young lady — oh, tear! oh 
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tear ! It's feny difficult to refuse a sweet young bainter 
like you. Why am I not a rich man ? What shall I say 
to this young lady? Miss Eeffel, if I was to give you a 
whole kuinea a-piece for these liddle pictures, I should be 
a ruined man. I should have to go back to my liddle vive 
and my liddle children in Jatrmany mit nozing. Gottfried 
Hermann would be pangrupt." 

He emphasised his assertion with many and weighty 
gestures of his fat white hands, and much nodding of 
his very large head. 

" Then what could you give me?" asked Marion. "Please 
remember, Mr. Hermann, that I am very poor, and that 
you are — ** 

"Ferry poor too— oh yes! — ferry, ferry poor, I am. 
Come, let us regon up together. I shall keep these liddle 
bictures in my place for two years; then they will go to 
America ; they will be framed ; there will be the gommis- 
sion. It's the gommission zuks away the brovit. Ah, if 
only we could do without the gommission — ^those wicked 
sgoundrels! Now, let us see. I keep the bictures two 
years, say fife shillings interest — that is nozing; dey go 
to America with lots of others, say fife shillings more; 
framing, fife shillings more; gommission, ten shillings; 
there is twenty-fife shillings: profit to myself — I am ferry 
poor. Miss Eeffel — five shillings, that's all. What is a poor 
liddle five shillings? But it is all to oblige you, my tear 
girl. Ah, I would lose eferything to oblige a young lady, 
and a sweet bainter like you. That's thirty shillings. 
Suppose they give in New York — bicture dealers are an 
unbrinzibled lot — ^most unbrinzibled " (he shook his head, 
{IS though he and his English brethren were models of 
virtue and honesty) — " suppose they give us forty shillings ; 
that's the outside figure. I will risk that. Miss RefiTel, 
to oblige you; and it makes — ja, zo — yoost ten shillings 
a-piece." 

He took out his purse and counted out three half- 
sovereigns, which he pushed over to Marion. 

" It seems very little," she said. " Could you not—** 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 231 

"My tear young lady, yoa have seen the figarea — be 
leasonable." 

The sight of the money was a temptation not to be re- 
sisted. She took np the three little gold pieces, and put 
them in her purse. 

The honest Mr. Hermann went on with his examination of 
the other pictures. 

" Scene by the seaside — zo ; light a little too strong — ^yes. 
A head — zo." It was the head of Adrienne. " Where did 
you get this face ? Did you draw it fh)m vancy, or did you 
gopy it ? Is it a bortrait ? " 

" It is my sister. " 

"Himmel!" he replied, with a glittering eye. **Her 
sister — it is her sister ! What a face ! what a pewtiful face ! 
Young lady, I will give you a whole kninea for this bicture. 
I will give you a kuinea for every one that you baint like it. 
Ah, what a face ! It is a Fenus — mein Gott, a new Fenus. 
Make me more of her, make me lots of her, and you shall 
make a liddle vortune out of your zister. Bring her here to 
me to talk mit me ; I should like to see this lovely Fenus, 
this young Miss RefiFel. Is she a bainter too ? Bring her to 
me. 

Marion hesitated for a moment, but she took the guinea. 
After all, it was money, and she wanted it. 

" Zo " — he pushed aside the water-colours. 

"You have forgotten the seaside piece," said Marion. 

It was so — the forgetful Mr. Hermann had pushed this 
with the rest into his portfolio. 

"Ah, yes — zo ; I had forgotten. Let me have this liddle 
bicture with the rest. Miss Reffel, because I am so ferry 
poor." ^ 

" No," said Marion, strictly ; " give me a guinea for that 
picture, or I will take it away. Why, there are four days' 
work in that picture." 

"Four days only! and she asks a kuinea — nearly two 
kuineas a week ! What a grand thing to be a water-golour 
bainter ! Two kuineas a week ! I will gif vifteen shillings 
for it.'* 
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"No," 

" Then seventeen. Come, Miss Reffel, come. We are old 
friends." 

" No ; let me have it back ; and let me go." 

He took it out, and held it up. It was a pretty little thing 
— a reminiscence of Comb Leigh, with the water dancing in 
the little cove, the brambles climbing over the rocks, aud on 
the left the old carpenter cobbling the bottom of the boat, 
while his tar-pot sent up its straight, thin column of smoke, 
marring where it ascended the clear blue of the sky. It was 
more than pretty, as the dealer saw ; it had feeling and truth 
in it as well as beauty ; it was a picture which if it had a 
good name at the back of it, would be worth thirty or forty 
pounds at least. 

Mr. Hermann placed it back in his portfolio. 

" I suppose I must," he said ; " a young lady always does 
what she likes with me. Here is a kuinea, and I shall have 
to save and scrabe to make it up. Baint me more heads. 
Miss Reffel, of your sister. Baint her in gostume. She 
would do for Haidee ; she would do for Marcuerite ; she 
would do for — mein Gott! how she wotdd do for Codifa. 
Baint her in dress and out of dress, and I will gif you a 
kuinea for efery one, efery one — a whole kuinea. I will." 

" My sister is not a model, Mr. Hermann." 

" Then make her a mottel. Why is she not a mottel ? " 
he replied, angrily. " If she is ferry poor, and you are ferry 
poor, why is she not a mottel ? You may as well be a mottel 
as starve, I suppose." 

As Mr. Hermann in his younger days had sat in the Life 
School himself, he thought strongly on the subject of models. 
Moreover, as his wife, his mother, his sisters, and in fact his 
whole family, had been in the profession, it was not likely that 
he would hear the calling spoken of slightingly. 

" I hope we shall not starve," said Marion. " Thank you, 
Mr. Hermann. May I bring you any other pictures, even if 
I do not paint my sister s face again ? " 

" I could put you in the way," said Mr. Hermann, looking 
musingly at the girl — "I could put you in the way of 
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making a large sum of money; oh, a ferry large sam of 
money." 

" How oonld I do that — by painting?" 

" Yes, by bainting ; only it mnst be by bainting things for 
me. When pictures are ordered, I mast have them bainted, 
and I think yon coald baint them well. That Linnell was 
bainted for me by a young man I know ; and yet, you see, 
you found it out at once." 

"I thought you said it was genuine?" 

" So I did, so I did ; but that was only to try you. Now, 
young lady, I will tell you some of the real secrets of the 
bicture trade, and then you can make money for yourself. I 
am always generous with the young ladies. I would do any- 
thing for the young ladies — anything in the wide, wide 
world ; and I am going to put a fortune in your hands— « 
fortune— if you can work it properly." 

"I am sure I am very grateful." 

" Now, listen ; don't inderrupt. That Linnell — how was it 
done ? My young man goes to an exhibition, and then to a 
private gallery, and then to Ghristie's, and so on —wherever 
they have got any Linnells. He is not allowed to dit down 
and make a gopy, so he takes the gadalok, and, when nopody 
is looging, he draws a tree from this picture, and a field from 
that, and a bit of field flower from another, and then, my 
tear, he goes home, my young man does, and he makes a 
Linnell by himself, all gomplede — a new Linnell, that 
Mr. Linnell himself would not know from one of his own, 
made up of liddle bits taken from half a dozen bictures he 
bainted himself; and then he brings it to me, this gleffer 
young man, and if the bicture is well done, and deceives a 
stranger, I gif him — I gif him fife pounds for that bicture — 
fife pounds, young lady." 

" And what do you do with it ? " 

" What do I do with it ? I sell it, my tear, I sell it to the 
bicture tealers, who sell it to other bicture tealers, and it goes 
round the trade, and then about the world. Mein Gott ! if 
all the calleries in Manchester and America were emptied, 
there would be more Linnells and Codmans than fifty men 
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could baint in fifty years. And such a lot done by my young 
men — oh, such a lot ! I've got the gleflFerest young men you 
effer saw. Not this one," he pointed to the ' Linnell ' which 
. lay on the table. '^ He shall go — he shall go to the teffel ; 
he used to baint well, but he has done bad lately. I am 
afraid he is a young man of bad morals. I think he trinks." 

" What you want me to do," said Marion, who had grown 
very pale, " is, as I understand, to go round the exhibitions 
and sale-rooms, take a bit from one picture, and a bit from 
another, patch up the whole in a single painting, and call it 
after a modem artist." 

" That is it, my tear young lady ; that is yoost what I 
want." 

" Then, Mr. Hermann," she said, " you are a villain." 

" Eh ? mein Gott ! Miss Reffel ! " 

He laid down his pipe, and looked at the girl with feigned 
surprise. 

" I say you are a dishonest, wicked man, Mr. Hermann. I 
will have no dealings with you. Give me back my pictures, 
and take your money, and let me go. Give me back my 
pictures." 

She laid her hand on the portfolio. 

" Not so fast, Miss EefiFel — not so fast. The bictures are 
mine ; I have bought them. I shall not give them back." 

" Then, Mr. Hermann, I will tell everybody who you are. 
I will warn the world against you." 

" Who will you tell ? " he asked, a shade of anxiety crossing 
his faca " Who will you tell. Miss RefiFel ? " 

" I will tell Mr. Burls, the picture dealer." 

He burst into loud laughter. 

« She will tell Purls ! Ho ! ho ! ho ! She is going to tell 
Purls! Eh, my tear, how Purls will be astonished! I 
suppose never was a man so astonished as Purls will be 
astonished. Pnrls the honest, Purls the truthful! Eh, 
mein Gott ! what a plow it will be to Purls ! Go and tell 
Purls, my tear ; go and tell Purls immediately." 

He laughed again. The idea of Mr. Burls being told was 
too much for him. 
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" Go and tell all the tealers, Miss Reffel. Ah, they will be 
almost as much astonished as Mr. Purls — good Mr. Purls! 
Ho! ho! ho!" 

Marion had no reply to make. 

" Grome, my pretty young lady — gome, Miss Reffel, do not 
be angry about nozings. Sit down again. Most of my 
young men go off the same way when they first hear my plan. 
Then they get poorer and poorer, and then they gome to mo 
to get rich. Sit down and listen ; only one moment. See, 
the Manchester men want bictures ; the stockbrokers and the 
goddon-brokers want bictures ; the New York merchants 
want bictures. They can't all have bictures; they won't 
have gopies ; but they don't know bictures. Then they go 
to the tealers, and the tealers go to each other, and one after 
the other they come to Gottfried Hermann. They come to 
me. I am the benefactor of the world. Wherefer the English 
language is spoken^wherefer there are rich beoble who 
want bictures, there you will find the works of my young 
men. Without me bictures by modem masters would be so 
tear, that they would haf to puy bictures from the liddle 
sgrubs. Think of that. By my help the goddon-brokers 
look at their walls and say, 'That is a Linnell;' ho! ho! 
*That is an Eddy;' ha! ha! 'Here is a Leighdon, and 
there is a Roberts.' Won't you sit down. Miss Reffel, and 
listen quietly ? You are such a ferry nice girl, that I should 
not like to see you go off in a rage. 

"The best of it is," he went on, "that they puy the 
bictures because they think it is a goot infestment of their 
money. Ho! ho! They leafe them in their last wills and 
destamens to their heirs as ferry precious broberty. Ha! 
ha ! But when they are sent up to Ghristie's, they are 
sometimes found out, and the heirs are sold. Ho! ho! 
ho! what an infestment of money — eh? It serves them 
right, because if they would puy the bictures of young 
artists like yourself, Miss Reffel, they would get the falue 
of their money. They would — mein Gott, they would. Sit 
down, young lady, and listen to me. Don't go away in 
a rage.'' 
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" I will hear no more," said Marion. " Find some one else 
to work your cheats for you." 

" You will come back, young lady — you will come back. 
Tou will get no one to give you such a goot price for your 
bictures as Gottfried Hermann; you will come then, and work 
with my young men, and make pewtiful Eddys and Leighdons 
and Linnells. Oh, yes ; you will come back in a liddle time ; 
you will come back to your friend, and I bear you no malice, 
my tear young lady — no malice at all. I like you for it; I 
do indeed. Grood-bye, Miss Reffel. Oh," he cried, as she 
left the room, " do baint your sister for me in oils ; baint her 
as Cotifa, and I will gif you ten pounds. I will indeed — ten 
pounds, mein Gott — ^ten pounds ! How pewtiful she would 
look as Cotifa ! " 



CHAPTER XIX 

MARION was more than outraged by the proposals of this 
unholy alien, this German producer of new and original 
pictures— she was humiliated. If you want to humiliate your 
enemy beyond endurance, ask him to do something which 
shows the very small respect in which you hold him. To 
the frailer vessels of humanity, indeed — those of ornamented 
porcelain and coloured glass — it is worse to be asked to do 
things dishonourable than it is actually to do them. Men 
who negotiate foreign loans, men who bull and bear the stock 
market, men who promote bubble companies, "salt" mines, 
draw up prospectuses, advertise sherry, send ships to sea that 
are bound to sink, direct bankrupt life insurance associations, 
"adapt " plays, and abuse their rivals in anonymous criticism, 
— all these can bear their heads proudly, and believe them- 
selves honourable and upright men. Ask them confidentially 
to join in cracking a crib, fencing a wipe, or any of the humbler 
and less remunerative forms of treachery, and lo ! their self- 
respect collapses like a pricked balloon. For a discreditable 
proposal implies discredit Marion had borne a great deal 
without repining. She worked all day for a miserable pittance; 
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fllie saw others reap the fruits of her labours : this was all 
part of the condition of poverty; it did not make her seriously 
unhappy. Never before this had she been asked to join in 
fraud ; never before this had the sweet waters of Hope in her 
heart been troubled by such a prophecy as Mr. Hermann's, 
that she would come back soon, poorer than ever, and be glad 
to take his offer. 

Should she ever go back so ruined and lost as to accept the 
foul proposal ? Were there, then, such depths of misery as 
would drive the unfortunate to give up even the semblance 
of honour? Was it hopeless to struggle with the world? 
And were all the avenues barred by the middle-man, to rob 
and plunder those who must sell or starve ? 

Alas, how many have given an answer! Ask of the 
middle-man, if he will tell you. Look behind the curtain, 
the kindly veil which hides the dreadful features of truth. 
See at their toil the slaves of those who take the work and 
sell it, and grow fat upon the proceeds. There are such fat 
and noisome grubs in literature, but it is in art that they 
chiefly flourish. They starve the struggling artist into sub- 
mission ; they cheat and plunder him ; they lie to him, and 
steal from him; and when his last spark of ambition is 
extinct, they make him the instrument of their forgeries. It 
is no fiction, but a miserable truth, that Gottfried Hermann 
exists and drives a roaring trade, keeping in his pay the men 
who have been starved and cheated by Burls. The middle- 
man bars all the avenues. 

For the moment, Marion felt as if she was in the bonds of 
a stem necessity which was dragging her downwards, and 
there seemed no escape. It was in vain that she fought 
against the feeling. It seemed that the man spoke truly of 
coming events. She would have to go back and humbly ask 
for work — work of any kind, in order that she and hers 
might eat a morsel of bread. And there came upon her 
brain, for a while, the black pall of despair, when the 
mind is shrouded with darkness that can be felt; when 
the distinction between good and evil, for which Adam 
gave up Paradise, is lost again, and the earth seems to be 
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hell ; when there is no more hope, and the voice of Gk)d is 
silent. 

She would have to go back. She shuddered at thinking 
of his soft and flabby face, his fat white hands, his oily voice. 
It came upon her quite suddenly what he meant by asking 
her to paint her sister for him — girls do not understand 
these things at first. The thought was like a shower bath. 
She shook herself together, and dared once more to resolve. 
Never, come what might— poverty, disappointment, distress 
— never would she go back to that man again. 

She had wandered, wrapped in her gloomy thoughts, as 
far as the Horse Guards, when this sudden rage seized her. 
She crossed the road, and went into St. James's Park. The 
sun was shining — it had been shining in the streets, indeed, 
but poor Marion did not notice it there. Here it fell among 
the young leaves of April, and flashed a twinkling, fitful 
light, unlike the steady glow upon the foliage of summer, on 
the bushes and shrubs putting on their brand-new spring 
apparel. Here, too, the wild ducks, who habitually take up 
their winter residence, because it is a safe and secluded spot, 
in St. James's Park, were reminding each other of important 
appointments at the back of the north wind, made eight 
months before in those iceless seas where the secret of the 
Pole is hidden ; the swans were beginning the soft nothings 
which precede their brief-lived marriage ties; and the 
sparrows, who are a practical folk, as a rule, and always 
intent on business, were feeling the soft influence of the 
season, as well as Marion and the nursemaids, who had the 
park to themselves. She turned to the left, and walked 
along the banks of the lake, while calmer and more hopeful 
thoughts gradually came back to her. Her hands, which had 
been tightly locked, unclasped, and she looked around her. 
After all, whatever happened, they were not utterly destitute. 
She had her fifty pounds a year, enough to give her some 
little standpoint from which to resist the enemy. They were 
cast down, but not utterly forsaken ; by some means or other 
she would contrive, and perhaps — But she checked the 
rising hope that perhaps something would tnm up. That is 
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only the hope of a helpless person. However, perhaps her 
own picture — ^the thing into which she had thrown all her 
soal and all her powers — might somehow advance her. Of 
course, she never entertained the least trust in the promises 
and expectations of her brother. She was the family bread- 
winner; he was the family spendthrift. It was all part of 
the great Providential design : some families have an invalid ; 
some have one of weak intellect ; hers had one who could not 
work. In fact, it had two; but poor Adie, who could not 
make money, had her functions, and kept house for them all. 
I feel almost ashamed to add what is so apparent to all, that 
Fred's helplessness in no way diminished Marion's affection 
for him. It had even ceased to irritate her. She made a 
never-ending series of excuses for him ; he was her charge ; 
it was her duty to work for him. 

Perhaps it was the soft spring air that brought Marion's 
thoughts back to a peaceful channel ; perhaps, too, it was the 
sunshine and the warmth that made her think of Gerald, long 
lost, and that short love chapter in her lifa Some people 
like a novel that is all love ; I am sure a life ought to be all 
love, and especially that love which cannot be written in a 
book, the best love of all, which follows the short-lived fever 
of passion. The memory of Marion's brief romance left its 
enduring mark upon her mind, making her softer, more 
womanly, more open to sympathy, more ready to pity and 
forgive. That is love's special function. Those who can- 
not love are cruel, selfish, and unfeeling, like Nai*ses. Those 
who can, very likely have every kind of vice, but they have 
the possibilities of aJ0Fection, which means self-denial. "Joys," 
said Blake, painter and poet, " impregnate." The fruits of 
even short-lived happiness are tenderness, thought for others, 
and the gracious sacrifice of labour. Among women, those 
are best who have been loved and have loved ; among men, 
those are best who have staked their happiness upon the faith 
and truth of a woman. You stake your love, perhaps, and 
lose, but oftener you win ; and always you are a gainer for 
having dared to stake. 

Marion paced the gravel backwards and forwards, think* 
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ing of these things. Presently she became aware of a heavy 
step behind her. The step seemed familiar ; it drew up to 
her, and she saw that it belonged to Dr. Chacomb. 

"I saw you," he said, "as I was on my way to the 
hospital. May we have a little talk ? " 

" If you will only talk about — if you will only not talk — ^ 
said Marion, thinking of the last night's conversation. 

The doctor bowed gravely. 

" You have only to express a wish, Miss Revel," he said ; 
** besides," he added, airily, " the time has not come round 
yet." 

"The time?" 

" Yes. I began to think it possible six months ago. I 
asked you then. You said, No. I asked you again lasv 
night. You said. No. I shall ask you again in a littli 
while—" 

"And I must say No then. O Dr. Chacomb! do not ask 
me again." 

" I must, Miss Bevel. If you say No, I shall ask again, 
and again after that. I do not despair. You have owned 
that you do not dislike me. I trust to time, though a man 
can ill afford time at nine and forty. Meanwhile, I am 
consoling myself with hard work." 

" I am glad that you are succeeding." 

" Thank you. Trust me, dear Miss Revel, that I shall not 
obtrude my suit upon you more than I can help." 

If the man would only not make such speeches ! Who 
could help being irritated with him ? 

Marion turned the conversation. 

" Tell me about your hospital." 

" Would you be interested to hear about it ? Let us sit 
down. There is a seat, and I really do think the east winds 
have gone at last. Now, what shall I tell you ? I had an 
inspiration, as the French say — they ai*e very profane, the 
French. I saw there was no hospital for gout. I saw that 
the best way for a physician to get himself a practice was to 
start an hospital. I borrowed money of Chauncey Chacomb, 
my cousin, and I started min§," 
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This statement was not strictly accurate. He should have 
said that he had taken money from Chauncey Chacomb, 
inasmuch as he was receiver of the rents, and accounted to 
nobody. A dishonest receiver might have pocketed the 
whole. Dr. Chacomb, wiser than the Unjust Steward of the 
parable, frankly confessed that he borrowed the money. The 
fact of the lender not being consulted was, of course, of no 
consequence. 

" I borrowed money from poor Chauncey," he said, " and I 
started this hospital. It is now in full swing. Out-patients 
in the morning, seen by my assistants; in-patients visited 
every day by myself, physician-in-chief; and private patients 
received at the institution itself, as well as in Adelaide 
Street, Carnarvon Square. The hospital is supported by volun- 
tary contributions. Some day I will show you the pro- 
spectus, drawn up by the secretary — a clever fellow: I 
picked him up cheap — who might have done great things in 
literature but for his unfortunate crook of the elbow. As he 
only crooks it at night, it does not matter to the hospital ; 
and I take care to keep him poor." 

" And you are now a great physician ? " 

" Hum ! I should say Yes to anybody but yourself. But 
you. Miss Revel, are a sort of touchstone. I like to tell you 
the exact truth. I am not a great physician — there are no 
great physicians ; but I have learned things of late, and I 
am as good as any of my brethren — a good deal better than 
Dr. Porteous, of Savile Row, who pretends — ^the pompous old 
donkey ! — to be the leader in gout. Wait a year or two, till 
I have snuffed him out." 

He snorted, and looked as angry as a writer whose pet field 
has been invaded. 

" I am sure you are a good physician." 

^'I use new medicines, and they say I am a quack. 
Quack ! quack ! quack ! Any man can say that. I do not 
follow the English Pharmacopoeia, find I am not too proud 
to learn from other people. I chalk out my own line. 
Medicine in this country, my dear young lady, is dead ; the 
doctors are smitten with the disease of stupidity. They 

Q 
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neither inquire, nor invent, nor experiment. They do not 
dare try a fresh drug." 

^' Perhaps it is as well not to try things that have no pro- 
perties." 

" Nonsense ! Everything has properties, if you can find 
them out. The dandelion and the nettle, the buttercup and 
daisy, have properties, if you analyse them. But the doctors 
cannot analyse. Every weed in the hedge has properties, 
but we are afraid to move a step to find them out. Do you 
think Nature makes things just to look pretty? If you 
want to know what herbs are worth, you must go, not to the 
botanists, who are only able to give you the Latin names ; 
nor to the doctors, because they will say that the plant is 
not in the Pharmacopoeia; but to the old women of the 
villages, and gather their knowledge. We are getting so 
civilised that we must be cured as we are taught, by books. 
The old women are fallen into disrepute ; they die and their 
knowledge dies with them — more's the pity! But they 
knov\" 

" And you have consulted them ? " 

" I have gone about picking up hints," he replied, " and I 
have learned things. I have found old women who can do 
with foxglove, henbane, hawksweed, and nightshade what we 
doctors cannot do with all the nastiness compounded at the 
wholesale chemists', and sold at a profit of a thousand per 
cent. My old women learned the art from their mothers, 
who learned it from theirs, and so on, till we get to the 
Witch of Endor. As for her, I have myself sat at the feet 
of the Witch of Endor, only my old woman never heard of 
Samuel, and therefore could not call him up. I would have 
asked her to, by gad ! like a bird, if I thought Samuel knew 
anything about drugs for gout." 

" Then you ought to cure everybody," said Marion. 

" No. There is a time for every man when, by the rules 
of his constitution, he is bound to die. No doctor can stave 
off that day ; all he can do is to prolong life till the day 
comes. My patients want to be told their time. I pretend 
to know it, aQd I refuse to tell them. I am, of course, a 
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great hambng. Men ought to live their appointed time, 
and then die of old age. Medicine is not of much use — 
it can only help you on to your limit ; but if you catch one 
of the big diseases, like cholera, or typhus, or scarlet fever, 
or diphtheria, off you go, and no doctor in the world can 
help you. 

"Stay," he said; "you said something yesterday about 
my cousin Chauncey and Gerald. I have got a letter to-day 
from his housekeeper, a very worthy person, whom I sent 
down there to look after him. Would you like me to read 
it to you ? " 

" Is there anything about Gerald in it ? " 

"Now, my dear Miss Revel, how can there be? Is it 
likely ? Pray believe me when I assure you that if I heard 
anything about Gerald, even though it were to destroy my 
own hopes, I would tell you immediately. But I shall not. 
Poor Gerald ! " 

He shook his head solemnly, and opened the letter. 

" Chauncey is quite sane, except upon one or two points. 
He is fully persuaded that he murdered your father, and he 
has little hallucinations on minor subjects, which are of no 
importance." 

They were certainly of no importance to Marion, but they 
were of considerable importance to Chauncey, inasmuch as 
they led him to believe that he had no control over his own 
affairs ; that the doctor spent his money for him, ordered his 
household for him, gave him a housekeeper and a guardian, 
and administered everything for his own behoof and special 
advantage. 

"You see," he added, "I go down as often as I can — 
about once a fortnight — to see that the place is kept up." 

" Dear Comb Leigh ! " murmured Marion — " when shall I 
see it again ? " 

"Whenever you like — whenever you like! Nothing in 
the world could give me greater pleasure than to take you 
to Chacomb." 

" And Mr. Chauncey Chacomb ? " 

" As if it matters what he thinks about it!** 
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^^ Thank yon/' said Marion. ^^ I do not think I can ever 
go to Chacomb Hall, after what has happened." 

He was a coarse-grained man, this doctor, she thought 

" Well, when you like to come. By the way, do you re- 
member the picture with the back turned outwards? It 
was the thing that drove Chaancey so wild at the last. He 
made me say that I agreed with him, and thus your father 
* laughed at him. He has got that picture hanging in his 
own bedroom now, and he looks at it every day — the back 
of it, I mean — with the hope of bringing out the details. 
Poor Chauncey ! He never was a good fellow ; and I think 
I like him as well now that he is known to be cracked as 
when he was only foolish, but considered to be of sound 
mind." 

" But people — ^his tenants — consider him of sound mind ' 
still, do they not ? " 

"No; they only pretend to. They know well enough 
that he is off his head. We have had to observe a few 
precautions — nothing very serious, but still a few — and they 
have been noticed. The housekeeper — a most worthy, estim- 
able woman — writes to me to-day, and I will read the letter. 
I have not had time to look at it yet." 

" My dearest Joe " — (" I beg your pardon," he stopped 
and choked)—" My dear Dr. Chacomb— It is a fortnight 
since you were down here, and I hoped to see you last Satur- 
day " — (" I could not go," he explained, " on account of dear 
Lady Strongwater's gout, which threatened to fly to the 
stomach ; I was up with her all night ") — " I hoped to see 
you last Saturday. Your patient has been going on pretty 
well, though full of tantrums, as usual. He has been very 
fractious for the last week, but he does not want to see you. 
In fact, I think, in his present mood, you had better not 
coma Last week nothing would suit him but going to the 
cliff where the accident took place. I believe he wanted to 
roll over himself. 1 refused to let him go; so he said he 
should wait till midnight, get out of window, and go and 
throw himself down where Captain Revel fell. Then I gave 
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in — ^had a little party made up of Jem " — (" You remember 
Bos'n Jem, Miss Revel") — "Charles, the stable-boy and 
myself. We all set off to walk to the cliff together. Directly 
we got outside the gates, he said it was ridiculous, and 
marched straight back again. Then he went to the Collec- 
tion and cried ; said nobody cared for him." — (" It is one of 
the features of hallucination. Miss Revel, that the patient 
cries if he is put out.") — " I prescribed port with his dinner, 
and we got him comfortably to bed." — ("Very good, very 
good. A bottle of port is a fine thing for hallucinations. 
If you feel low, wind yourself up. Sound medical maxim.") 

"PoorMr. Chacomb!" 

The doctor seemed to forget that he was reading this in- 
teresting epistle aloud, and went on with it. 

" In the morning he was quiet, anJ we had a talk." 

Here there was a gap, because the writer had taken 
another sheet. The doctor looked at this, changed colour 
violently, and crumpled the letter in his hand. 

" Well," he said, with an effort, " there's nothing more — 
nothing of importance. My poor cousin is hopelessly gone. 
I shall not lock him up, because he can do no harm where he 
is, and the treatment I prescribe for him will be best in the 
long-run. As it is, as it is — " He shrugged his shoulders. 

" Yes," said Marion ; *' when Gerald comes home again he 
will thank you." 

" You think — " he began. 

" I am sura Whenever I think of it, I feel the same 
assurance. Gerald is coming home. It is impossible that he 
should be dead, and that I should not know it." 

" That is superstition." 

" I cannot help it. We feel the presence of the living 
with us ; why should we not feel the fact that they are alive ? 
Gerald is alive at this moment ; and I think, because I feel 
it so much more strongly now than I did a year ago, that he 
is coming home." 

" Grood-bye, Miss Revel," said the doctor, abruptly. " Put 
poor Gerald out of your thoughts, and — if you can — put me^ 
my poor unworthy self, in his place." 
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He walked down the gravel path with his heavy tread, 
which was so silent on a carpet, and disappeared. 

" What a fool I am ! Why should I want to read Jalia's 
letters to Marion without reading them myself first ? " 

He took the letter out of the envelope again, and read it. 

" My dear Joe "— (" Hang her ! ")— " It is a fortnight "— 
("I read all that to Marion") — "And now I have got 
something important to tell you. I knew that you would 
never marry me, in spite of all your promises ; and for the 
last three months Chauncey has been urging me to marry 
him on the sly. So yesterday we went quietly to the 
registrars office, where I had had the notices put up" — 
(" The deceitful little devil ! ") — " and now, if you please, I 
am Mrs. Chacomb, of Chacomb Hall, Chacomb." — ("The 
deuce you are ! ") 

" Chauncey is very good to me. It is all nonsense to say 
he is mad ; he is no more mad than you, and he declares he 
will prove it."— ("The devil he will!")— "He is a little 
flighty at night, and sees faces in the dark — so would any 
one in this lonely house. He hears voices, which everybody 
might hear in such a quiet place. Dear Joe, you know that 
I never could and never did love anybody but you ; but when 
this poor little man kept begging and praying — and you 
away in London — and offering to make me a lady, a real 
lady, I thought I could do nothing better than take his 
offer." — (" Nothing better, ma*am, nothing better ; and I'm 
deuced glad of it ; " but he spoke with a little bitterness.) — 
"I do not expect the county ladies" — ("Eh? Ho! ho! 
the county ladies!") — "will call upon me just yet; but I'm 
going to send a notice of the marriage to the papers, and I 
can wait. Remember, my dear Joe, for the memory of old 
times, my husband and I will always be happy to see you 
whenever your professional duties will allow you to come. — 
Always your affectionate cousin, Julia Chacomb." 

" The cheek of it ! " said the doctor. " The confounded 
impudence and cheek ! I send her down to obey my orders 
and, by gad^ she marries him ! And now she thinks to be 
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the mistress of Chacomb, does she ? We will see, we will 
see. Julia, my girl, I've known you in the ballet, and IVe 
known you in the burlesque ; I've known you on the quiet, 
and IVe known you on the rampage ; but I never knew you 
to try such a big game as this before. Never mind, Mrs. 
Chauncey Chacomb the second, you haven't got over Joseph 
yet. I shall go down next Saturday and bring this young 
couple — ho ! ho ! he's fifty-eight and she's forty, if she's a 
day — to reason. I shall let them know who is the master of 
Chacomb. I shall put my foot down. Very well, Julia — 
very well.** 

CHAPTER XX. 

SATURDAY morning was an off-day with Dicky, so far as 
Mr. Lilliecrip was concerned. He was wont to spend it 
at the British Museum, in preparation of the articles, para- 
graphs, and letters which formed his tale of labour for the 
Weekly Intelligence and the Christian Clerk. He was awak- 
ened by the street cries, which in London do duty for the 
dogs of rural solitudes and the lark of the poets. He rose 
hastily, for a thought flashed across him in his dreams, 
piercing the innermost marrow of his soul. 

" Good heavens ! " he gasped, rushing his toilet, so to 
speak — "eight o'clock already; and to-morrow is Sunday. 
Never mind, I may be in time yet." 

He did not, as when we saw him last, waste time in 
lamenting or apostrophising the deficiencies of his wardrobe. 
On the contrary, he huddled everything on as fast as possible, 
reduced his curly and abundant locks to something like 
smoothness, and hastened downstairs. 

At the door of the ancient dame of whom mention has 
already been made, he met her granddaughter. Miss Ethel- 
reda Vyvyan, commonly known as " Ready Vy vyan " by 
those who knew her best, and familiar to public eyes and 
ears in connection with the Royal Hemisphere Theatre, 
where she took second parts in burlesques : an accomplished 
young lady; one who had a strong, if not a melodious voice, 
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and who conld be trusted to get through a song without 
absolutely losing sight of time and tune ; who could dance 
passably; who looked charming in "page" costume — she 
preferred it "full page," she said; and who was pretty 
enough for the simple costume of the theatrical village 
maiden with short skirts, silk stockings, and a coquettish 
hat. But she was happiest in a costume A la Henri Quatre^ 
which displayed more of the figure than womankind in 
western Europe have thought necessary since their conver- 
sion to Christianity. " Popsy," her grandmother called her ; 
and what her surname really was, or her Christian name 
either, I am sorry to say, I do not know. She was carrying 
the breakfast milk upstaire, and looked as fresh and bloom- 
ing as if she had not come home after a late supper at two 
o'clock in the morning. Seeing the poet, she set down her 
milk, and laughed and clapped her hands. 

" How are you, Dicky ? " she asked, with a familiarity that 
spoke of old and confirmed friendship. " How are you this 
morning, old boy ? None the worse for last night ? Let me 
look at yon: eyelids rather red, cheeks a little twitchy, 
tongue a little dry — got a fur upon it, I should think. 
YouVe been going it, Dicky Carew. Coming in to pay poor 
old granny her money ? Not you." 

" The fact is," baid Dicky, " that I am going into the City 
to draw my dividends." 

" Walker ! " was the vulgar rejoinder of this young lady. 
She accompanied it with a gesture which we may briefly 
indicate by saying that it betrayed a complete mastery over 
her limbs, and an early training for the ballet. " Walker ! 
How much do you owe the old lady ? Never mind ; youll 
pay me some day. whenever I'm hard up, and it will wait. 
I've got lots of money now. I say, Dicky, come and see me 
to-night. Better ! I'll give you a pit ticket. New piece. 
Heroine jumps from the flies into a cascade of real water. 
' Heaven help me, I am lost ! Death before dishonour ! * 
So — " She took an imaginary header over the banister, and 
posed. "Not one of them, not even Dardie Duncan, had 
the pluck to take it, except me; and, bless j^ou, if youVe got 
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^'ood eyes, it's as easy as — as saying you are oflFto draw your 
dividends; only it wouldn't do to miss your tip. Better 
come, Dicky." 

" I can't," said Dicky. " I am going to dine this evening 
with the Countess of Grasmere, else I should be quite at your 
servica" 

"Lord! Now I am going to have supper with Prince 
Bithisnozoff, the Bussian swell, and a few of his very par- 
ticular friends, at the Praetorium, after the curtain drops. 
Bet you my supper, Dicky, will be a good deal jollier than 
your dinner. I suppose you'll get new heels to your boots 
first, and take the swallow-tail out of pawn, for her ladyship s 
dinner? Good-bye, Dicky." 

She disappeared singing the last burlesque melody. A 
moment afterwards she reappeared. 

"Dicky, old boy," she cried after his retreating figure, 
"I heard you go upstairs last night at half- past one. You 
only tumbled down — altogether, that is — once and a half, 
and carried your boots and hat quite safely all the way up. 
I felt for you, poor fellow! What a dreadful thing to 
go to bed sober! Haven't you got a bad headache this 
morning ? " 

Dicky made no reply, but ran down the stairs. 

"She's a remarkable girl, Popsy," he said, outside the 
house — " a very talented and agreeable girl. I never quite 
know whether she is chaffing, or whether she wants me to 
marry her. Poor thing ! I suppose it's the latter — all girls 
do, somehow. Poor Popsy ! More broken hearta" 

Perhaps it is as well that we do not know always in what 
estimation we are held by our friends. Certainly, nothing 
was farther from Mias Popsy's thoughts than to marry Dicky 
Carew. I heard, indeed, last month that she had gone to 
church with a highly respectable young walking gentleman 
from the provincial stage, and that they were both going 
out to California on a professional engagement. Marry 
Dicky Carew, indeed ! Popsy knew a great deal better than 
that. 

At the bottom of the stairs, on the ground floor, he passed 
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the hospitable door of Mrs. Medlar; but he crept softly by 
on tiptoe. 

"It is the shrine of material comfort," he murmured. 
" She is fat, she is fair, she is comfortable ; she has still many 
summers of buxomness before her ; she has at least a hundred 
and fifty pounds a year. When I sow my wild oats, I will 
marry Mrs. Medlar, and let the others pine away in cold 
neglect." 

It was half-past eight, and he had a clear half-hour before 
him. He spent it, and fourpence, in a cofiee-shop, where a 
cup of fragrant mixture, whose component parts contained no 
beans from sunny Mocha, with a slice of bread and butter, 
formed his breakfast. He had but little appetite for a break- 
fast, and sighed not for luxuries. Contentment, after all, is 
a continual feast. At five minutes to nine he arrived at the 
gates of the British Museum. As the clock struck nine, he 
passed through them. 

Nothing but the strongest sense of duty could induce me 
to reveal what followed in the next few minutes. This, 
however, is too imperative. 

It may be known to some of my readers that there exists 
in the British Museum, for the use of readers only, a lavatory 
furnished with the customary jack towels, and supplied with 
soap. Mr. Carew sought this retreat with a calm, deliberate, 
and thoughtful air, as if he were about to remove the dust of 
a long walk, prior to study. Arrived there — he was happy 
in finding himself the first — he proceeded — oh, Dicky ! Dicky ! 
— to pick out and appropriate to himself the largest and best 
tablet of soap. The careful way in which he did this, the 
critical inspection of the soap, the honourable sense which led 
him to take but one, and leave the rest for his friends, all 
pointed to habit. This was too true. Among a certain body 
of advanced thinkers, moral philosophers whose code was 
based upon a broader view of right than most can boast, there 
had grown up, little by little, a custom of avoiding the small 
and annoying expense of buying soap by taking what was 
put out in the lavatory. They annexed for themselves what 
was meant for mankind. They substituted the particular for 
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the general. By long habit they had grown inured to the 
custom, so that it had now none of the stings of conscious 
sin ; and though they never spoke of it among themselves, 
they had come to regard the soap as a grateful but silent 
testimonial of regard from England to her men of genius. 
They may have been, and doubtless were, men of the keenest 
and most delicate sense of honour in other things ; but there 
are, as everybody knows, secrets in every profession. Gro to ! 
We waste our breath in proclaiming the sins of other trades, 
but carry on our own. Let the publican put quassia in the 
beer, cocculus Indicus in the stout, fusel-oil and potato spirit 
in the sherry ; let the grocer sand the sugar; let the parson 
play at being a priest ; let Mr. Burls and his crew go on sell- 
ing copies for originals; and let the obscure literary hack 
appropriate the soap in the lavatory, as he appropriates his 
"copy" in the reading-room. It is humble work that he 
does, and poorly paid. Grub Street has been, it is true, long 
since abolished, but its former tenants have only migrated. 
When an Improvement Society destroys a rookery, the rooks 
only go somewhere else. Pope s poets and pamphleteers are 
dispersed at night ; but in the day you may find them all in 
that vast circular apartment, where light, pens, ink, blotting- 
paper, and warmth — everything but air — are given, with the 
noblest library in the world, without money and without 
price, to those who like to use them. Far be it from me to 
defend Dicky's custom. I only record it. The librarians 
lament the loss of engravings from the books, which are cut 
out and sold by the more needy among the readers for one 
penny apiece. But the daily loss of the soap has never yet, 
to my knowledge, formed the subject of a paragraph in the 
annual report, a complaint posted up in the room, or a parlia- 
mentary commission. 

Mr. Carew wrapped his soap in paper, and deposited it in 
his coat pocket. Then he repaired to the reading-room and 
began his work. 

His labours — for he had postponed everything to the last 
day — were of a divided nature. The mission of the Weekly 
Intelliffence was to show up the aristocracy in their true 
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coloura, to paint the bloatedness of our prelates, and to repre- 
sent faithfully the down-troddenness of the British workman. 
It was also devoted to the purpose of hiding from the work- 
man who bought the paper the fact that he is in these latter 
days falling into such a condition of mind and body as no 
class of artizans have ever before experienced, inasmuch as 
he is incapable of combining except for the purpose of getting 
higher wages and lower hours, that he has ceased to take an 
intelligent interest in his work, that he lives for himself 
alone, and that he drinks away all that he can spare from 
a half-starved household. To conceal these home-truths, and 
to reveal the other falsehoods, was the raison cCitre of the 
Weekly Intelligence. Dicky, who was on the staff, was en- 
trusted with the easy work of showing up the vices of the 
great. 

On the other hand, the Christian Clerk was a paper of an 
altogether different tendency. Its object was to circulate 
among the Church congregations. It aimed at being the 
friend of churchwardens, and the companion of all Anglican 
vestrymen. It bad no theological bias, but prostrated itself 
before everything that wore a white tie, and could use the 
letters M.A. For licentiate persons it had small respect. 
Dicky was an old and valued servant on the staff of this 
organ. He was regarded by the editor as an unfortunate and 
misunderstood man of genius. There was scholarship in his 
papers, lucidity and strength in his arguments, and a certain 
solid style, he would say, which one might look for in vain 
among other ecclesiastical papera 

Dicky began vigorously to look for material for the Weekly 
Intelligence, He took down half a dozen old volumes of the 
Gentleman's Magazine^ all thumbed and worn by the exploring 
fingers of countless predecessors. 

He had his paper ready at his right hand, and pen in hand 
to note anything that occurred. For some time the search 
was fruitless. His rapid eye ran up and down the columns 
without finding anything. 

"I seem to know them all by heart," he groaned. "It's 
disgusting to see how men find them out." 
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Then he took down another half-dozen, and began a new 
search. After a little he found something that seemed to 
suit his purpose, and began to write. 

" In the yellow and faded pages of an old magazine " — 
Dicky always began his little anecdote paragraph this way — 
" we discover the following curions and interesting pieces of 
information." : 

And so on. By dint of going through a dozen volumes of ' 
Sylvanus Urban he managed to pick out what amounted to 
nearly a column and a half of small type. There was a 
riddle, the wording of which he altered a little; there was a 
short account of a gentleman's seat, showing that it was one 
of the oldest mansions in England, to which Dicky added 
that its owners were the most profligate ; there was a notice 
on the York Assizes, where no fewer than five and twenty 
were left for execution, two being respited — the indignant 
writer called attention to the fact that the judges were 
gentlemen ; there was a report of an action in the West 
Indies, in which Dicky remarked that the common sailors, 
who did the fighting, got no mention. And so on, all 
being flat, stale, and nnprofitable ; for Dicky was long past 
the time when he used to try to put things pleasantly, and 
his richauffis were served up week by week, without the 
slightest disguisa 

The Weekly Intelligence finished, Mr. Carew turned hia 
attention to the Christian Clerk, 

This was a more important business. He was engaged 
upon a series of brief papers on the ecclesiastical questions of 
the day, and it behoved him to exercise considerable care to 
steer clear of theological difficulties. As Dicky's only prin- 
ciple in literature was to steal everything he wrote, and 
never to read without an eye to plagiarism, it was first of all 
necessary to discover safe ecclesiastical material. He found 
this among the pamphlets of the last century, a corpus 
of good work too often neglected by the starveling small fry 
of literature. If by any remarks of mine I can turn the 
petty plagiarist into a new, fruitful, and wholesome preserve, 
I shall be glad to indicate to him the road by which Dicky 
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Carew might — alas, that I mast write the word might! — 
have risen to literary distinction. Dicky was the original 
discoverer — he kept the discovery to himself — of the pam- 
phlet. He loved it of all ages, but he loved it most for 
practical purposes a hundred years old ; for then it was sure 
to possess some of the graces of modem writing. He would 
transfer anything he pleased simply by copying it out. 
Now, in earlier work there was often a passage, a turn of 
thought, or a phrase, too majestic in its roundness, or too 
involved, for the modem scribe. In such cases, Dicky had 
all the trouble of taking the idea and writing it over again 
himself. But the pamphlet kept for fifly or a hundred years 
in the wood, so to speak acquired a fulness, a mellowness, 
and a delicacy of flavour quite unknown in the ephemeral 
productions of the day. He. felt safe even with pamphlets 
thirty years old. They were quite sure to have been wiitten 
by a man whose age would be somewhere about forty, so 
that the probability was very much in favour of his having 
gone to a world where plagiarisms are not sharply looked 
after — where, indeed, such things are impossible. Armed 
with one of these, Dicky boldly dipped his pen in the ink, 
and copied whole paragraphs, regardless of possible con- 
sequences. 

On this day he wrote a careful and elaborate argument, 
from the Anglican point of view — i.e., from a modem pam- 
phlet dated about the year 1843 — ^^ favour of Church 
Establishments. The writer of the pamphlet from which 
he cribbed, one of the Oxford movement of that date, had 
not yet become convinced of the desirability of Church 
freedom with a view to reducing the laity to Church discip- 
line, and therefore advocated Church and State. His suc- 
cessors have learned better. Nor had he yet, as those of 
the following generation have done, taught himself that 
overweening respect for authority which enables the Ritualist 
to see a friend and certain protector in Borne. Therefore 
he talked about the " errors " of the Roman Catholic Church. 
Dicky modernised his work to suit what he understood to be 
the latest phase of thought. At the close of his argument 
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he allowed himself a few phrases of a really eloqaent piety, 
with texts which he found at the end of the pamphlet. 
They were of the kind he liked — sonorous, well rounded, 
eminently Christian, and dogmatia When Dicky folded up 
his papers in two parcels that evening, addressing one to 
the printer of the Weekly Intelligence and the other to the 
printer of the Christian Cl^k, he felt that he had done a 
good day s work, and earned the humble stipend which he 
was receiving for labours of such great importance. The 
one envelope was full of blasphemy against all authority,' 
divine or worldly; the other was, as hotel advertisers say, 
" replete " with the sweetest, the most sentimental, the most 
pious adhesion to all constituted authority, and especially to 
the Anglican bishops. 

It was then five o'clock, and it must not be supposed that 
the day's work had been conducted entirely without refresh- 
ment. Not so. A select circle, comprising half a dozen off 
the choicer spirits, were wont to meet at one, and after the 
simple dinner of a chop or a sausage, with half a pint of 
stout, discuss the more abstruse literary topics over pipes 
and gin-and-water. Those who were in funds sometimes 
can'ied on these Tusculan disputations with such ardour, and 
so long, as to be too late to return to the Museum, in which 
case they would find their MSS. and the books from which 
they had last been stealing kept for them the next morning 
by their friends the attendants. 

They were a seedy and generally a morose crew. Dicky 
alone among them preserved a cheerfulness which was mostly 
due to his splendid constitution. They were engaged in 
copying for scholars, in compiling for third-rate publishers, 
in inventing blood and thunder stories for the lowest perio- 
dicals, or like Dicky himself, in writing for the papers which 
appeal to the class just removed from pauperdom. How 
they drifted into the calling of ''Letters" it is hard to say. 
Perhaps one or two of them had been gentlemen, and had 
been scholars. Possibly most of them had deserted the lower 
ranks of clerks, or begun, like Dicky, as ushers in commercial 
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academies. Not one of them deserved better pay or higher 
oonsideration than he got ; not one had a right to complain 
that he served a hard master, because all were such bad 
servants. 

Among these friends Dicky drank a modest allowance-^ 
three glasses — and returned to his duties. It was the third 
which inspired him with the happy thought of adding the 
final clauses of pious ejaculation above referred to. Perhaps 
it was the same glass which confused the keenness of his 
' vision to a certain extent, and made it possible for him to 
commit the most fatal mistake of his life ; for when he 
addressed the manuscript, folded and neatly tied up, by an 
inadvertence that he was destined to regret all his life, he 
sent off the packet destined for the radical and even atheistic 
Weekly Intelligence to the mild and religious Ch-istian Clerk, 
while that intended for the Clerk was addressed to the 
Intelligence. 

He then made the best of his way to the oflSces of Clerk 
and Intelligence^ which were in two neighbouring streets, left 
his copy, marked "immediate," for the printer, and then 
began to think what he could do with himself till seven, the 
earliest hour possible for the commencement of a " night." 
Dicky especially disliked walking, because it wore out the 
heels of his boots, and yet he generally found himself con- 
demned to pace the stony-hearted streets alone with his. 
thoughts for nearly ivo hours every day, the time between 
the closing of the Museum and the commencement of the 
symposium. To be alone with their thoughts is to some men 
a perennial source of happiness. To Dicky it was exactly 
the reverse. For solitude led him to look back at the past 
of forward to the future. Neither of these prospects aflForded 
him the slightest pleasurei» 
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CHAPTER XXL 



WHEN Dr. Chacomb left Marion, she remembered the 
promise made to her pensioner, and hurried away 
from the Park. If you have a constant drag and drain upon 
your resources, you come, after a time, to regard it as a 
necessary evil, like a humpback or a stiff leg, and cease to 
think of it in the light in which it first presented itself, of an 
intolerable nuisance. Provided Mrs. Spenser confined her 
applications for help to herself, Marion hardly minded. It 
was but so much a week added to the burden she had to bear. 
The chief thing she feared was that some time or other this 
excitable lady would break her promise, and invade their 
lodgings, where Adie might see her. 

Mrs. Spenser, desperately poor, as has been shown, lived 
in about the most ignoble neighbourhood in all London, 
always excepting certain portions of Pentonville. It was in 
Sun Court, St. Giles's, a place where every room held a family, 
and many rooms held more than one family each. She lived 
there with her son, called, by reason of a St. Vitus's dance 
which possessed the boy, and impelled him to kick out at 
odd times, to the discomfiture and indignation of passers-by. 
Rickety Jem. She had one room for herself and her son, and 
they slept in opposite corners. Try, if you can, to realise the 
degradation of a woman who had indeed once been a lady, 
when she had one room for herself and her boy of fourteen. 
The infamies and miseries of poverty can all be summed up 
in this. Nothing — not even insufficiency of food, insuffi- 
ciency of clothes, or abject dependence — is so great an 
evil as the enforced huddling together in one room of a 
whole family. It is too horrible to tell of, too horrible to 
think of. 

Yet the people in Sun Court were not exceptionally vicious 
or wicked. There are courts — one I know of, only a few 
yards north of Mecklenburgh Square — where a decently 

& 
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dressed man who ventured to pass through in the daytime 
would be infallibly set upon and robbed, and where if a 
policeman dares to show his burly form he is saluted with 
flower-pots rained upon him from the windows, with other 
casual manifestations of an unpopularity that belongs to a 
class rather than to an individual. In Sun Court anybody 
might pass through at any hour with impunity. The police- 
man was looked on as not a friend exactly, but as a necessary 
evil. The inhabitants were harmless, except in one parti- 
cular, that they were poor. When people are poor, however, 
they are dangerous. It is a fact well known to modem 
legislators, just as it was known to Julius Caesar, that a well- 
fed man is contented with the order of things. That is why, 
if a member of Parliament shows signs of making himself 
disagreeable, he is presented with something good in the 
shape of a commissionership. 

Mrs. Spenser lived partly on what she could extract from 
Marion, and partly on what she earned as a maker of card- 
board boxes. Her son contributed his share by selling the 
Uchoy cigar-lights, and such penny papers as he could beg 
from gentlemen at the Metropolitan railway stationa It was 
a miserable and precarious livelihood. She was a miserable 
and a discontented woman. She held herself aloof from her 
neighbours, on the plea that she was a lady. She tried, but 
ineffectually, to keep the boy separated from the other boys 
in the street, on the ground that his father was a gentleman. 
The people in the court called her Lady Spenser — a title 
which she accepted with a kind of gratitude. 

How long does it take to reduce a lady to the lowest 
dregs? how long a gentleman to the level of the habitual 
criminal? It is a question one hardly dares to ask. We 
may pass from one stratum of life to another with greater 
ease than we like to think of. The descent of Avemus is 
steeper than we imagine. The difference between those who 
wear respectable clothes and those who do not is less than we 
are pleased to think. Thousands have found it easy to step 
across the gulf, and once across, all must perforce stay there. 
For the heaven of respectability is like Abraham's bosom, as 
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described by Josephus — inasmuch as, if you once get out of 
it, you can never get back again. 

It was not Marion B first visit to this dreadful den. She 
had been there once, a year before thia Then it was a bitter 
frost, and the depth of winter. She went to the place, re- 
solved to tell the woman that she could do no more for her : 
it was when her resources had dwindled down to her fifty 
pounds a year. She thought it would be an injury to her 
own two helpless ones to do anything further for this 
wretched creature, who repaid her kindness with ingratitude, 
and threatened as often as she begged. But when she saw 
the miserable tenant of the room wrapped in a single blanket, 
without a fire, without a penny, trying to forget hunger in 
sleep, while her boy ran about the iron-bound streets crying 
his Echoes and his cigar-lights, her heart melted, and she 
refrained from saying what she meant to say. Since then, 
through fair weather or foul, whether she earned much money 
or little, the woman had her share of it. She was alternately 
defiant and humble. She threatened still, and begged. She 
was intemperate. She had not improved at all, and she was 
always a bitter grief and burden to Marion ; but she could 
not be cast ofil 

It was a greater moral shock than the poor girl had ever 
known, to see this woman when they came to London — to 
know what she had been, and to see what she was. But the 
first visit to her lodging formed an epoch in her mind, be- 
cause it revealed to her some of the dreadful things which lie 
unheeded at one's feet. For the first time in her life she 
found herself face to face with a hopeless misery which she 
could do next to nothing to alleviate, and that little at the 
expense of those who were also dependent upon her. And 
yet the woman had a claim too. 

A lady — was it possible that she could ever have been a 
lady ? What remains of ladyhood, what traces of the delicate 
blossoms which are nurtured by gentle breeding, could be 
discerned in this poor fallen creature ? Surely none, save in 
her speech, which was soft and clear, and not yet disfigured 
by the toads, snakes, efts, and other dreadful things which 
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fell from the mouths of her neighbours. That was all. The 
CPirent of her thoughts — like a river whose mouth gets silted 
up, and so forms broad and malarious lagoons — had lost all 
settled purpose, if it ever had any, and was now dispersed in 
the marshy flats of food-providing. If this was certain, she 
began to think of the day's luxuries — now the maximum of 
gin obtainabla She looked for nothing more ; she hoped for 
nothing more. When she looked back, which was seldom, 
she was tormented with Dante's worst sorrow, the remem- 
brance of former happiness. She had no hope for the future, 
because she never looked forward. As for the present, she 
knew now of only three evils in the world — cold, hunger, and 
pain: she acknowledged two delights — warmth, and the 
imaginaiy paradise of intoxication. She was a ruined and 
hopeless woman. But such as she was — a miserable outcast, 
a creature lost to virtue, an unrepentant Magdalene — she 
had a claim upon Marion. 

Marion found her working at her cardboxes. There was 
no carpet, no blind or curtain, and no furniture except a 
table and a chair. Mrs. Spenser had the table covered with 
the materials, which she was cutting and shaping with 
wonderful dexterity. Her features in repose were haggard, 
but regular. She had once, assuredly, been beautiful. A 
mattress lay in the comer, the sunlight upon it streaming 
through the dirty panes of glass, and falling full on the face 
of a boy who lay there upon his back. He was a sharp-faced, 
bright- eyed boy, nearly fourteen years of age ; but he looked 
very much younger, because he was so small and thin. He 
was dressed in the merest rags. By his side lay a blanket. 
He was barefooted, his cheeks were hollow and wasted, his 
ekin had the flush and brightness which belong to consump- 
tion, and he had a hacking cough. 

" Is this your — your son ? " said Marion, with some hesita- 
tion. 

" That is my son," Mrs. Spenser answered. " Don't inter- 
rupt me ; I've got some work come in, and I am in an indus- 
trious mood. I've promised Jem some tea by and by. You 
can't sit down, Marion Bevel, because I've only got one chair^ 
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which I want. Tell me what you think of my boy. Tell me 
who he is like. Is he like me, do you think? Look up, 
Jem, and show the lady your face." 

Jem turned his face obediently. Marion stooped, with a 
shudder, and patted his cheek. The boy was exactly like 
her sister Adie. 

"Have you brought me some money, Marion Revel? If 
you have, put it on the table. You are a wonderful girl 
to come here at all. I wish I could get on without your 
help. I'm in a better temper than I was this morning. 
Don't be angry with me, will you ? And don't think about 
what I say when I lose my head. I could not hurt her, you 
know." 

She was changed since the morning, and spoke with a 
certain softness pleasant to hear. 

" I can spare you ten shilliugs. Will that do ?** 

" It isn't much, bnt it must do." 

"There's the rent, mother," said Jem, with a sharpness 
beyond his years. " Don't you forget the rent." 

As he spoke, a St. Vitus's trembling of the limbs seized 
him, which explained at once why everybody called him 
Rickety Jem. 

He half rose from the mattress, in evident pain. 

"It is the cab that ran over him yesterday," said his 
mother. " Lie down again, my boy." 

" I was going to get you the gin, mother." 

Mrs. Spenser did not blush for shame ; but she laughed, 
which was her only equivalent, 

"Presently, my son. He knows his mother's ways," 
she explained. "I told you all about them long ago, 
Marion Revel. You can't say I ever hide anything from 
you." 

"Alas, no!" ' 

"Nor much from the boy. You shall hear. Jem, my 
beauty, who was your mother ? " 

" A lady she was ; and much good that is to us." 

He seemed to separate the mother who was a lady from 
the mother who was not. 
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" Mnch good indeei It does not prevent her from making 
cardboxes for a living. Who was your father, Jem ? " 

" A gentleman he was. And much good that is to us," 

Marion started. 

" Don't be afraid, Marion Revel ; the boy has nothing to 
do with you or yours. What else was he, Jem ? " 

" A villain ; and mother was a fool to run away with him." 

" What will you do to him when you meet him ? " 

" Kill him if I can," said the bov, viciously. " Rip him 
up, and cut him down, cos he's done all the mischief." 

"There," said his mother; "some day or other I shall 
meet the boy's father — ^no matter when, because I can wait. 
ITien my boy Jem will be tall and strong. He will remember 
the little catechism I taught him. Youll remember it 
always, Jem, won't you?" 

She went on working her deft fingers, manipulating the 
card, and cutting the bright-coloured paper with swift activity 
while she talked. 

" You'll remember when you meet him — ^he is a tall and 
handsome man — very tall and very handsome, careful about 
his hands, dresses expensively. He has got a face something 
like yours, Jem, when your face isn't like mine. You will be 
sure to know him. Get him in a secret place, and murder 
him. Tell him what it was for. Ask him if he remembers 
Carry — ask him if he tried to find out what became of his 
Carry ; and then murder him. Marion Revel, this is good 
training, isn't it? It is all I am able to give him. His 
name, Jem, is Lillingworth. He was a captain once, in the 
army. Now you know all about it." 

" Oh, it is too dreadful ! " said Marion. " Jem, you know 
your mother is not in earnest." 

" She is, though," said Jem, nodding his head — "real good 
earnest. She makes me say that patter every day. Lord ! I 
know all about Captain Lillingworth. He's my father, and 
I've got to kill him." 

" No, no ; it's only make-believe, Jem. Do you not know 
it is wicked to talk about killing any one ? " 

" Wicked 1 " said his mother — " as if he knows anything 
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abont religion! Do you think / could teach him religion 
—I?** 

" Have yon never been to church, Jem ? *' 

He shook his head. 

" Not such a fool as that," he said ; " one of the boys was 
nabbed last Sunday for just looking inside. Got locked up 
all night, he did, and never done nothink." 

"Have you never been to school, Jem?'* 

He shook his head again. 

^' One of the boys says we shall all have to go soon, and 
get whacked." 

" Can you read ? " 

" Yes, I can read some, but not much. I can read the bill 
for the Echo, See, I can write a little, too." He took a 
piece of chalk out of his pocket. "There" — he traced on 
the door the letters ECHO, only the C was turned back- 
wards — " that spells ' Echo.' IVe made it wrong somehow. 
Never mind, all the boys mostly can write *cept me, and I'm 
learning myselfi" 

"Does he know nothing at all, this poor boy?" asked 
Marion. 

"Nothing," said his mother — "nothing. Best that he 
should know nothing. We have been thrown upon the 
streets together, he and I. Let him live in the streets all 
his life. We shall both die there." 

" One of the boys knows a hymn," said Jem, after think- 
ing the matter over. " He learned it to me. I can say it 
all a'most — 

* Adaua Neere wm made of olaj, 
Such wai his petty cree — ' 

I forget — ^yes, * his petty cree.' " (Perhaps he meant pedigree.) 

'And in the garden he could play 
If he*d obedient be. 

' Adama Neeve he looked about ; 

There were apples red and brown. 
And he gut a stick, and they turned him onl 

'Cot he knocked the apples down.' 
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There's more, only IVe forgotten it since the cab ran 
over me." 

"Don't look at the boy that way, Marion Eevel," cried 
his mother, stopping her work for a moment. " And what 
are yon crying for? He's all right." 

The boy proved npon the spot that he was all right by a 
violent fit of coughing, followed by a terrible shaking of his 
limbs, which seemed dislocated for the moment by the 
energy of St. Vitus. 

" We've had a bad winter, and a long winter, too— that's 
given him a cough ; and then came the cab. But we shall 
get on now, sha'n't we, Jem, my pretty ? " 

Jem nodded and winked, trying to look jolly ; then he 
shivered, and pulled the blanket round his neck. From 
time to time the fit seized him, when his limbs tossed them- 
selves about withont his control, and his teeth chattered. 

" It is too dreadful 1 " Marion murmured. " What can I 
do for you — what can I do ? " 

" It is not so dreadful as it looks. So long as the weather 
is warm, I don't mind so much ; and Jem is a good boy, too 
— ain't you, Jem ? When he's well he'll bring home some- 
times a couple of shillings a day, won't yon, Jem ? ** 

" Once I brought home three shillin's." 

" So you did, Jem ; so you did." 

" That was when I held the gentleman's horse, and he gave 
me half-a-crown and thought it was a penny." 

" I spent it all," Mrs. Spenser explained, defiantly. " Jem 
had none of that windfall, poor lad." 

" One of the boys — " Jem began again. 

"You mtist do something for the boy," Marion said. 
" Perhaps I shall be able—" 

" Marion Revel, you let my boy alone, and I will let yonr 
brother and sister alone — that is a bargain. If I choose 
that the boy shall grow up as he is growing up, that is my 
business ; we shall be revenged so, somehow, on his father. 
I am a miserable woman, and he is a gutter boy. Some day 
we shall find him out." 

" Do not think of revenge. What good will revenge do ? " 
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**Tou are a fool, Marion Revel!" the woman replied, in 
her clear silvery tones and her quiet manner. " Revenge is 
what I dream of. Every day that I wake in this den, and 
feel myself lower than I was yesterday, I think more and 
more of revenge. I want to make him soffer as he has made 
me suffer. I want to curse him through his son. He'll feel 
that, if he can feel anything, when he sees him." 

Then Jem had another attack of coughing. 

" One of the boys — " he began again, but choked. 

" Let the man come here," Mrs. Spenser said. ** Let him 
come here and look at the boy. Let him see us both ; let 
him think what I am, and what I used to be before he came, 
with his handsome face ; and then let us two, Jem and me, 
haunt him and follow him about wherever he goes — won't 
we, Jem ? " 

" All right," said Jem, whose notions of a vendetta were 
as yet imperfectly developed. " All right, mother. Rip him 
up and cut him down." 

" Now go, Marion Revel. No ; if you give me any more 
money, I shall only spend it on myself. If you give me any 
furniture, I shall sell that for drink when the fit comes upon 
ma I have got enough money now, and Jem shall have 
some tea to-night." 

" And shrimps, mother. Let's have shrimps." 

"Yes, and shrimps and bread and butter. That's what 
Jem shall get. I shall have gin." 

She had preserved throoghout the same defiant air. When 
she saw the tears in Marion's eyes, she became more defiant 
still. When the girl patted her boy's cheek, she had a 
pang of jealousy ; when she took her money, she laughed 
with a little triumph. She was never quite certain whether 
to regard Marion as an enemy or a friend, but leaned to the 
former. 

" Let me come again to see Jem." 

" Tou may see him any day you like ; all you have to do 
is to go down Holbom, where he hawks the JEcho and his 
cigar- lights. Ask any boy there for Rickety Jem." 

" I'm Rickety Jem," said the lad, with pride. 
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"Don't you see he is ill? Don't you notice his oongh 
and his bright eyes? And look how thin bis cheek is,^ 
said Marion. 

The mother tossed her work aside, and took the boy's 
head in her hands. 

"Don't try to frighten me, Marion Revel. The boy's 
going to get strong and well. They are growing pains he 
has, and the winter's made him weak. Is not that so, Jem? 
Why, I feel him getting stronger every day.** 

" All right, mother," said Jem. " One of the boys said as 
another boy said as I wasn't going to be long for this world. 
Then we all laughed.** 

"Go away, Marion Eevel. You will bring bad luck on 
my boy and me. You ought to, I'm sure. What can one 
of your name bring me, except misery?" 

" Won't you let me come again to see the boy?** 

"No — yes. Come if you like. What does it matter 
After all, you are a good woman, Marion Revel.'* Her voice 
sank a little, but she raised it again. "It's a pity you're 
fallen off in your looks, because you were once a very pretty 
girl — a very pretty girl indeed. And now your figure is 
quite gone, Marion." She had resumed her place at the 
table, and her fingers were nervously playing with her card- 
board and scissors. "Sixteen years ago, now — you must 
have been eleven, and the others were seven and five. They 
were both like their mother, I remember, but you were like 
your father. A grave little girl you were, full of queer 
sayings. Marion! do you remember the questions you 
used to ask — such questions, which not even your father 
could answer ? " 

The tears came into her eyes as she recalled the old days, 
and her voice became unsteady. She waited a moment, and 
then went on, in a clear and deliberate tone — 

" I used to lie awake at night and think of the other two, 
Marion ; but I don't dare think of them any more — it drives 
me mad only to see either of them at your window. Not to 
see them at all, and to think of them still, would have driven 
me mad then; but I had my boy here to nurse, and that 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 267 

kept me in my senses. God knows it would have been 
better for me to have lost them qoite. Sometimes I used 
to wonder what I did it for. Now I have long left off 
wondering or thinking why I was so wicked and so foolish. 
But once I used to think a good deal about it. It was after 
he left me — left me like a flower he had put in his button- 
hole one day and thrown aside the next. He was a cruel 
and a selfish man ; he made me repent the very day I did 
it. He never spared a woman in his passion; he used to 
boast that to my very face, when it was too late ; he used to 
give me the shameful history of all the women he had led 
astray.** 

" Do not think of him," said Marion. 

" Years ago, when Jem was a little baby, I used to think 
of him every day and every night. I used to curse him. 
One of my prayers was heard — just think of that — because I 
learned by accident that he disgraced himself, and was 
obliged to leave the army. That was something, but not 
enough. No, I want to see him lose all the money that gets 
him the things that he loves, and go down to the grave in 
miserable poverty like this. He likes luxury of any kind : 
let him make his dinner off a crust of bread, and his supper 
off a red herring on lucky days, ^fhen I shall be satisfied. 
No," she added, " it is not true. I shall never be satisfied, 
because T never could forget what I lost Marion ! Oh, 
the days gone by ! Oh, the happy, peaceful days when I was 
loved and trusted, and my children put their arms round my 
neck and said their prayers." 

" God will forgive," whispered Marion. 

" But will he forgive ? No : it is impossible. I haven't 
done any harm to God," she said, wildly. "I could face 
Him. It is the other. How could I ever bear to look at him 
again ? " 

"He has long since forgiven every sin against himself, 
because his own are forgiven. Oh, believe it, and let your 
poor heart be softened." 

Marion bent her face and touched those guilty cheeks 
v^ith her own pure lips. The woman shrank back with a 
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little ciy, and covered her face again with her hands. It is 
hard to follow the current of a mind like that of this poor 
creature. For the first time, Marion seemed to have roused 
in her some sense of human regret, if not repentance. She 
was not, then, utterly insensible. I believe that prison 
chaplains and matrons tell the same stoiy. There is no 
man or woman so hardened but that there is some weak 
point. Marion had found the weak point. A little sym- 
pathy, a little patience, silence on certain points connected 
with the past — these things seemed to touch her. 

But what hope, what future, was there possible, even if 
the better nature were thoroughly awakened ? 

She sat silent at the table, and then she began again with 
the pasteboard and the scissors ; then she spoke in a whisper, 
like the far-off murmur of a ihell — 

" I don't think," she said, not looking np^" I don't think 
there is a single woman in all the world except yon, Marion, 
who would do what you are doing. Oh, how hard they are, 
all of them, and unforgiving ! Not but what it's right and 
what we ought to expect, Marion. You must not bring 
yourself to any harm through me. Would they like it if they 
were to find out ? Do you think you ought to come here ? 
Remember everything. Make your heart hard against me, 
my poor girl. I am only a drag upon you. I take away 
your money as fast as you get it ; and you are afraid that I 
shall say or do something to frighten the other two. Do you 
think you ought to come here ? " 

The soft, dreamy voice ceased. Then there came a 
change in her face, swift and sudden; but Marion could 
not see it, any more than she could see the suspicions in 
her brain. 

" Let me come again for the boy's sake. It is dreadful to 
see him so ill and so ignorant. Let me come and teach him 
something." 

Mrs. Spenser dashed the hair from her face, and sprang to 
her feet, standing on the mattress where her boy lay — large- 
eyed, wondering, expectant from long experience of ft row- 
like a tigress over her cub. 
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" No, no ! ** see cried. " Leave my boy alone. Ton ought 
to hate him; you ought to wish him dead; you ought to 
loathe his sight. Marion Revel, why do you come here at 
all ? What right have you in this house ? 60 away, and 
wait till I ask you for more money. I shall work no longer. 
Why should I work for twelve hours a day to earn two and 
twopence ? Go you and make money to keep me and the 
boy, as well as those other two helpless creatures. Go away, 
before I do you a mischief. Jem, you miserable son of a 
miserable mother, take this shilling and crawl out and 
get the gin. Now, Marion Bevel, what do you say to 
that?** 

CHAPTER XXn, 

THE sunny nature, as we call it, is one so greatly lauded 
and envied that it goes to one's heart to criticise it. 
Nevertheless, the truth is that " sunniness " very often comes 
from sheer insensibility, nnd a dislike to disagreeable things. 
I fear that the sweet good temper always shown by Fred 
Revel, and his affectionate behaviour to his sisters, took 
their origin in these natural causes. He had small capacity 
for sympathy, a profound inability to calculate the chances 
of the future, and was impressed to so high a degree with a 
sense of the beauty of things beautiful, that it was, with 
him, almost a disease. Naturally, therefore, it cost him no 
effort to regard his sisters with affection, especially the 
younger, whose beauty he could see was a thing quite rare 
and unapproachable. 

He thus made up in a measure for his laziness by his 
affection. He repaid devotion by gentle words, and even 
caresses. When he was at home — ^which was not often — he 
was at the orders of his sisters. He had been known to 
spare Marion a journey to Burls's shop ; he would sometimes 
lie on the sofa and read to them ; on Sunday he had occasion- 
ally gone to church with them ; and on Sunday evenings, 
when Winifred Owen always came upstairs to have tea with 
his sisters, he stayed with them, helped in the preparation 
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of the simple banquet, sang with Adie afterwards, and com- 
ported himself with all the steadiness of a SundayHSchool 
teacher. 

Unfortunately, these loving natures are like bindweed, 
convolvulus, or clematis, inasmuch as they are apt to spread 
the tendrils of affection in unexpected directions — other, in 
fact, than those of sisterly affection. It was not enough that 
the young man should be loved by his sisters^that is a kind 
of affection which does not satisfy ; he craved for the deeper 
and fuller stream of passion. He found it with Winifred 
Owen ; and at this period of the history their love passages 
had already gone a very great deal farther than even Mr. 
Owen, jealous for his daughter, suspected. It is not, there- 
fore, surprising to hear that, when Winifred's work at the 
telegraph office was finished, it often happened to her to find 
Fred Revel waiting to take her home. 

The same thing happened to many of the young ladies in 
the department, and was indeed so common an occurrence as 
to excite no other feeling with those who went home unac- 
companied than that of envy. None of these telegraph 
clerks, however, were waited for by persons of their own sex. 
It was also remarked that the gentleman who came for 
Winifred Owen possessed personal attractions of a higher 
order than most of the cavaliers in waiting. The girls of 
her Majesty's telegraph department are not, it must be 
understood, given to the dangerous practice of casual and 
meaningless flirtation. You will not meet them at theatres 
with gentlemen who hail from the Temple, nor are they to 
be accosted in Westboume Grove by invincible young City 
men. Not at all : their behaviour is as circumspect as their 
position is respectable. There is no line of work in which a 
girl's reputation is safer than in the telegraph offices. Add 
to this, if you please, that her Majesty's Government — which 
is piling up pyramids of material for repentance in making 
contracts for work, which ought to be done at first hand, 
with people who get their profit out of the underpaid women 
in their employ — has not yet, happily, applied the dire and 
dreadful rule of supply and demand to the telegraph service. 
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The girls are honestly paid and fairly worked, and they are 
not bullied like the poor girls in shops ; so that they retain 
their self-respect. 

Of course, it was the one piece of folly wanting to fill 
Fred's cup that he should fall in lova Perhaps, if he had 
done it a year or two before this, when his indolence was 
not as confii'med as a bodily blemish, it might have been 
good for him. In a healthy state of education we shall train 
up the boys to fall in love as a duty at two or three and 
twenty. As it is, those of our yonth who permit themselves 
this natural emotion at so early an age are the uncalculating 
and the sanguine, like Fred Revel. 

How handsome he was, as he waited for the girl clerks to 
come out, and watched for Winifred among them ! As yet, 
their wooing had the subtle charm of secrecy; and Fred 
belonged to the girl, though she alone knew it, by ties that 
could not be broken. 

Her pulse beat higher with pride as she took his arm, and 
walked with him down the unfashionable street of Newgate. 
She loved him. It is assuredly not the first time that a 
woman has given her heart to a man whom she knows to be 
— soften it — deficient in the more robust virtues. The 
worthless ne'er-do-well has for her some secret charm of 
manner which the world fails to detect. Was not Mrs. 
Medlar in love with Dicky Carew? Was not Bluebeard 
idolised by every one of his wives in turn ? Did not Acte, 
the sweet and pure-minded Christian, love Nero, the Anti- 
Christ ? As if we wanted examples ! Winifred loved this 
handsome and indolent young Absalom, who, for his part, 
loved the bright-eyed little telegraph girl as much as it was 
in his nature to love anybody. 

" We must be more careful, Winifred," said Fred, in his 
airy manner. "You know what they say — I mean in the 
lower classes, of course — about keeping company ? What an 
expression ! They will think in Lowland Street that we are 
keeping company, will they not ? " 

Winifred had heard the expression employed in her own 
department. 
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" They have not the chance," said Winifred, squeezing his 
arm ; " we are too clever for them, becanse we always part at 
the comer of Tottenham Court Road." 

"Not to-night, my love," he replied. "I have got some 
money ; let us have a drive in a hansom through the 
parks." 

" Fred, dear," she said, timidly, " I should like it so much 
— oh ! so much ! but would it be quite right ? Do you think 
we ought ? You know yesterday poor Adie had no dinner, 
because there was no money." 

He was silent for a moment, and something like a blush 
crossed his face. 

" I did not know," he said. " We will walk." 

They walked, and he talked. 

"I wish your father liked me, Winifred. It is a bore, 
considering everything. I met him on the stairs this morn- 
ing, and he stopped to say, with a long face, * Young man, 
the soul of the sluggard desireth, but hath nothing. Have 
you found any work yet ? ' Any work, you know ; as if I was 
a common clerk or a railway porter." 

" Well, but, Fred " — Winifred was jealous for her father — 
" what else should he say? You do want work, do you not?" 

" Say ? Anything. But then, Winifred, you do not under- 
stand — how should you?" He laid his hand upon hers. 
" What a pretty little hand it is ! I think I shall never get 
tired of it— and mine, isn't it? " 

" All yours, Fred, dear." 

" Let me buy it a new pair of gloves." 

To be sure, Winifred's gloves were a good deal worn, and 
showed signs of frequent repair. I do sincerely believe that 
her character will be greatly raised when I state that she had 
the courage to refuse a new pair, on the same ground as she 
had refused the drive — ^the plea of poverty. 

" Then, Winifred, if I must not give you anything, let us 
go somewhere where we can have a quiet talk together." 

It was, as has been stated a chapter or two back, in the 
Bweet spring month of April, when the sign of the zodiac — 
whatever the zodiac may be^— i3 GeDii»i, the twins, as we call 
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them, but the older astronomers named the Maid and the 
Man — that is to say, it was the acknowledged season of love. 
Over in the west — for it was seven o'clock — the sun was 
going down behind a lurid mass of sapphire, smoke, and 
bl«^-red cloud. Fred hurried his companion awaj from the 
tumult of Holbom into the quiet retreat of Lincoln's Inn 
Fields. He opened the gate of the gardens with a key, to 
which he certainly had no right, and took Winifred into the 
quiet gardens, where the lilac was bursting into bloom, the 
trim lawns were fragrant from an afternoon shower, and 
the tulips were gorgeous in their short-lived splendour: a 
Cockney garden, if yon please, but pleasant and sweet to 
the girl. 

"Let us walk up and down here," said her companion. 
" It is always quiet and undisturbed, and we can talk." 

The gardens were quite deserted — ^there was no one to 
listen to them, no one to see them, no one to disturb them. 
An ideal place for a London idyll. Winifred's lover walked 
beside her, as beautiful as Apollo; his head thrown back 
with a careless grace that yon may see in the early portraits 
of Byron, his eyes flashing, his lips, like Adie's — half parted, 
the very type and ideal, to outward seeming, of early man- 
hood, full of noble thoughts and lofty aims. He looked 
strong and resolute, because he was dreaming great things 
as he walked. He was on a Boyal Boad to greatness — such 
greatness as means wealth and comfort ; and was marching 
along it in imaginary state and splendour, with Winifred 
beside him. 

She did not share his dreams, this simple girl who was in 
love with him, but she looked up at him with eyes that 
drank in long draughts of admiration. Heavens ! that such 
a hero — so brave, so handsome, going to he so good — should 
see anything in her, the telegraph girl, to love ; and what — 
what must be the nobleness of the man who could so stoop 
beneath him as to marry her ? Yes, to marry her. Winifred 
was married ; Fred Revel was married ; they were actually 
married to each other. They went to the parish church one 
Sunday morning — Mr. Owen never went to any church at 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



274 WITH HARP AND CROWN. 

all, but stayed at home, to read either Plutarch or the Book 
of Proverbs — where the banns had been put up among half a 
hundred others, and were married ; and no one, net a soul, 
knew anything about it. It was just before her father's 
warning, which, like many a prophetic announcement, came 
too late to be of any use ; and the words never ceased to ring 
in her brain. 

" He's a worthless chap, my girl." 

" Winifred," Fred began, bending his gracious head with 
such a sweet condescension as the king who reigned in 
Shushan from India to Ethiopia might have observed to that 
fair Jewess Esther after her twelvemonth's washing in oil of 
myrrh and sweet perfumes, or as Solomon bestowed upon 
the nameless nymph whose lips were as a thread of scarlet — 
" Winifred, my darling, do you think, like all the rest, that 
because I have done nothing yet, I can do nothing? " 

The girl shook her head at these assuring words. Of 
course she did not. 

" And suppose — suppose, Winifred — that I were to come 
to you with such a position as would be worthy of you — '* 

" Fred, I am only a telegraph girl, but, oh, so proud of 
you!" 

" The wife takes her husband's position," he replied, with 
the grandest air. Had he been the Earl of Burleigh, his 
condescension could not have been greater. As my wife you 
will be, not Mrs. Revel, but Madame la Comtesse. Would 
you like that ? For I intend to resume the title which my 
father dropped as soon as we get back into our old position." 

" But — but — oh, I am not fit to be a great lady." 

" You will learn, Winifred — you will easily learn. Marion 
and Adie will teach you. You are quick and clever. I shall 
not be ashamed of my wife." 

" To be your wife before all the world ! " she gasped. " It 
takes away my breath." 

" Sit down," he said, " and let us talk about it calmly." 

He placed her on a garden seat, and sat by her, taking 
her hands in his. It was as yet all too much happiness for 
the girl, who with him could only breathe and feel. 
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" They call me idle, I know," he said, thinking oyer Dr. 
Chacomb's accusing speech. "They think I am good for 
nothing bat loafing about and playing billiards. It is not 
true, Winifred. Adie will tell you, if you ask her, that I am 
always thinking about what I shall do. Why, I am ready 
to do anything — anything that a gentleman may do, and 
never afterwards be ashamed of. They shall see — they shall 
see what I will do." 

Winifred was wholly carried away by the infection of his 
ideas. 

" Adie is right," she cried. " She always says you have 
the noblest of hearts." 

" Adie is the best girl in all the world. Now, Winifred 
dear, I am going to tell you a great secret." 

"What is it, Fred?" 

" Do not laugh, and do not tell any one. When I was in 
France with Lord Rodney Benbow, I was told by a woman 
from Algiers, an Arab woman, that there were to be great 
troubles before me, but that after three or fours years all 
would be smooth. Then my father died suddenly — killed by 
a fall, and then all our troubles began. As for Adie and 
myself, we have always felt that we should pull round 
somehow." 

" But do you believe what a fortune-teller says ? " 

Winifred had been brought up in a healthy contempt for 
the petty supernatural. 

" No — that is, I believe we shall get out of the hole we are 
in somehow. Of course, I do not believe what a fortune-teller 
says *' — but he did — " and I have plenty of irons in the fire. 
I will tell you: first^ I have put down my name at the 
Colonial Office ; then I have applied for a nomination to the 
Foreign Office. If these do not come to anything I have 
promised a man I know — not a gentleman — a bonus of ten 
per cent, on any good thing he gets me. Unfortunately, all 
the secretaryships are given to men who can put capital in 
the company. Besides this, Dicky Carew thinks he knows a 
paper where they would like a man to send West End things 
to them." Fred spoke as if he belonged without a doubt to 
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the highest stratum. '^ Out of all this something will come, 
surely. What would you like best ? They might make me 
governor of some small West Indian Island to begin with. 
Should you like that ? * His Excellency Sir Frederick Revel, 
K.C.B., Governor of the Starboard Islands, accompanied by 
Lady Revel, has returned to England on furlough, and 
yesterday dined with the Queen at Osborne.' That would 
read well, wouldn't it ? Or they might make me secretary 
of legation at Vienna. Society is not so good at Vienna as 
it used to be, I fear, but we need not be too particular ; and 
it is a place where we could make ourselves comfortable. Or 
perhaps you would prefer being attached to the embassy at 
Paris? There may be a better chance for a diplomatist, 
especially one of French descent, in Paris." 

" Fred ! " — the prospect was altogether too dazzling, and 
she gasped, " I can never become a great lady — never ! I shall 
only make people laugh at you, for marrying such a simple 
girl. How will you like to have ladies laughing at my want 
of manner ? " 

" I have thought of all that," he replied, as if the thing 
were quite settled, and nothing left but to arrange the 
details — " I have thought of all that. Before we leave town, 
you shall live for a few weeks with a family who will form 
you. Your taste in dress is already perfect — almost as 
perfect as Adie's ; and yours is a style of beauty which can 
bear ornament, which hers can do without. I think you would 
look very well with a diamond spray in your hair. I saw one 
the other day in Bond Street which I thought would just do 
for my pi'etty little girl I mean some day to deck you up 
in all the dainty things that money will buy. Then, if you 
like, you shall learn some accomplishments — playing, sing- 
ing, languages — all the little trifles that women pick up so 
easily." He spoke as if they came by nature, or were to be 
leai'ned in a week or two. " The chief business is, of course, 
the cultivation of manner and style. You must be, above all 
things, ckk. We should have to sink the school and the 
connection with the— -eh ? — the Government department." 

" Fred, I could never learu to be ashamed of my father," 
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''Ashamed ? no, I suppose not. Only it will not do when 
we are in society to put the fact of the school in the fore- 
ground. A countess, you know, may be the daughter of any- 
body, but she does not generally tell all the world about it." 

Winifred was silent. This kind of talk jarred upon her. 

" And now that we are united, Winifred," the Prince went 
on, in a lordly way — ^*'now that I have married you and 
made you happy, you will take pains to fit yourself for the 
position you will occupy, will you not ? " 

" Yes, Fred," she answered him, humbly. " I will try all 
I can; only you must tell me what to da Perhaps Adie 
will help me." 

" But remember, dear, it must be a profound secret. I do 
not want anybody, not even Adie, to know anything about it. 
I can meet you in the evening, when you leave the oflSce, 
and we can walk home together and talk ; but no one need 
know till we are able to tell them — till I am able to take you 
away altogether." 

" Oh, let me tell my father, Fred — poor father ! And he 
loves me so ! " 

" Certainly not— on no account. I would rather you told 
Adie even — Only wait a little while, dear child, and we will 
tell all the world. Wait just a little. They must give me 
something good, with all my interest." At the moment he 
pictured to himself the whole of the Upper House tumul- 
tuously pressing his claims on dispensers of oflScial sinecures. 
" Why, a commissionership in the Poor Law is worth about 
a thousand a year, and nothing to do for it. I should not be 
at all surprised if Rodney got me that." 

" Are you quite sure, Fred ? " (Winifred remembered what 
her father had told her. She blushed to remember that it 
came throagh a waiter) — "Are you quite sure that Lord 
Rodney is your friend ? " 

" Sure, Winifred ? Why, we were friends at Oxford, and 
we got rusticated for the same thing. Then we were to have 
gone to Egypt together, only I did not get so far. Friends ! 
why, Rodney would do anything for me — anything in the 
world," 
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It was an idie fixe with the young man that his one 
acquaintance in the world who had position had also 
unbounded influence, and was exercising it for him day and 
night. 

As a matter of fact, Mr. Owen's information was per- 
fectly correct. Lord Rodney, who had as yet no influence 
whatever, was tired of constantly lending money to a man 
who seemed incapable of doing anything for himself. He 
resolved — and his resolution was arrived at, unluckily, 
just before this very evening — to give Fred Revel no more 
money. 

"Come, Winifred,** he said, "there is no one here; put 
your arms on my neck, so. Now kiss me, and say yoa 
love me." 

She did as she was told. 

" And I have made you happy ? ** 

" Yes, very happy. Fred, Fred ! " she burst out crying 
— "you will leave oflf going to billiard-tables, and — and— 
work, and be good to your sisters, will you not ? " 

He was moved by her tears, but very angry at her words. 
Work ! Leave oS billiards ! Trifles of this kind, when he 
was glowing with the prospect of future greatness ! 

"That shows the kind of thing people say of me," he 
replied. " Well, there is nothing to be done but to leave the 
beastly hole where we are now, and go somewhere else. I 
shall see Rodney to-morrow, and tell him that he must get 
to work in earnest for me.** 

"Forgive me, Fred." 

" I forgive you, my dear," he said, magnanimously ; " but 
I do not forgive people who try to set you against me- 
There, let us have no more tears. Come, my dear, you are 
married to me now, and you must believe in me, you 
know." 

" Yes, Fred." 

Winifred was very humble as they left the garden. She 
clung to her lover's arm, because her eyes were full of tears, 
and her brain was turning round and round. He was silent 
too, because, as will happen in every fool's paradise, a word 
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of the girl had knocked oyer his palace walls about his 
ears. It was as if the sun was suddenly hidden behind the 
clouds. 

Was Lord Rodney his friend ? 

If not, then he had nothing to hope from any one. 

Would he give up billiards, and work and be good to his 
sisters? 

Two of the four sovereigns he had taken from Adrienne 
were in his pocket still. Where were the other two ? And 
what about the debt — the debt of which his sisters knew 
nothing ? 

They parted sadly at Tottenham CJourt Road, with a silent 
shake of the hand. The young man walked along Oxford 
Street, moody and miserable. Presently he came to a door 
at which his feet stopped of their own accord, and without 
any volition on his part. Then they turned to the right^ 
went up certain steps, and entered a room where three or 
four men were playing billiards. 

The marker nodded familiarly. As Fred took down hia 
cue, he whispered to him — 

" The bill falls due in a day or two.'* 

" Renew it, then, as you did for me last time." 

" Can't, Mr. Revel — can't. The other party wants his 
money." 

Fred made no answer. He replaced the cue, and presently 
left the billiard-room, to wander backwards and forwards in 
the street. 

Work ? He coidd not work. 

Winifred went home. Her father was out, and she sat 
down, trying to think over what had happened. She was as 
sad as her lover. Was this right? Was this the way in 
which young ladies should be wooed, won, and married? 
Why, he had made sure, to begin with, that she loved him. 
So she did ; but it seemed strange that he should assume it 
from the very first. And he had ordered matters his own 
way, without a word of remonstrance from her. She had 
begun the wifely obedience while yet a maid. 

" He is a worthless chap." 
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Her husband ! Husbcmd of a fortnight — married in St. 
Andrew's, Holborn. 

Her father's words rang in her brain with a dreadful per- 
tinacity. She knew that they were true. In her heart she 
knew that all these fine promises would end in nothing. 
She foresaw the unhappiness she might be bringing upon 
herself. And yet, like Marion, towards whom IVed might 
sin seventy times seven and still be forgiven, she loved him 
none the less. For it was the strange property in the boy's 
character that all women who knew him loved him, and all 
men who knew him liked him; and yet all, somehow, despised 
him. 

She loved him ; that was all. She went to her bed-room 
at the back, and prayed for him. She gave him what she 
had — her prayers and her lova 

When her father came home at nine o'clock, he found 
Winifred bright and cheerful. The simple family supper was 
on the table, and the lamp was lit. 

Winifred was rather silent. 

At ten she put her work together. It was her wont to 
leave her father to smoke his pipe by himself. 

" Father," she whispered, kissing the rugged and wrinkled 
face, which looked always so beautiful and kind to her— 
" father, if Fred Revel turns out different to what you thought, 
you will take back your words, won't you ? " 

" What words, my dear ? " 

" Tou said he was worthless. You meant that he could 
do no work, you know." 

" Winifred ! " he started up in his chair, took both her 
hands, and looked at her. She tried to lift her eyes, but 
could not. 

" No, father, no," she sobbed ; ^* ask me no questions." 

He drew her to his knees, and held her as he had held her 
many thousands of times, when she was a little thing, and 
he was father and mother both to her. His left arm was 
round her waist, and her head was on his shoulder, and he 
was soothing and patting her cheek. 

"My child, my daughter, my own Winifred!" he said, 
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'• tell me what you like — what you like, my dear. Forget 
what I said. No doubt I am a fool, and he is full of good 
qualities — as good as he is handsome ; and nobody could be 
handsomec than he is. Only remember, my dear, what I 
have taught yon. A virtuous woman — her price is above 
rubies. Be good, my child. Promise me — ^no, promise me 
nothing ; only be good, my child." 

She left him presently, but the schoolmaster had no sleep 
that night. His passionate Welsh nature was on fire with 
indignation against the handsome boy who had stolen away 
his child's heart. He walked up and down the room; he 
lay down, but could find no rest. 

" If he does her any harm," he said ; " if he plays his game 
of gentleman with my girl — I — ** 

In the morning, he was quite, grave and silent during 
breakfast, making no observations at all out of Solomon's 
Proverbs. Winifred gave him his tea, with downcast eyes. 
When she rose to go to her work, she said, hesitatingly — 

'^ Father, yon do not think the worse of any man because 
he is poor, do you ? " 

He shook his head and brightened up, seeing his oppor- 
tunity. 

" A good name," he replied, " is rather to be chosen than 
great riches; and loving favour rather than silver and gold. 
Winifred, find me, if you can, a single question that Solomon 
does not answer. (Jo to your office, my dear, and don't fret. 
* A merry heart doeth good like a medicina' " When she 
had gone, his face clouded again. " I wish," he said, " that 
the passages about fools and folly were not so fresh in my 
mind to-day. Solomon had a wonderful eye for a fool — * The 
father of a fool hath no joy/ To be sure, I shall only be his 
father-in-law." 

Then the clock struck nine, and he went into the school 
and caned Candy Secundus. Invigorated by his anxiety, he 
inflicted upon that culprit a most astonishing punishment ; 
insomuch that when he went home, his mother drew the 
inference of greater criminality than was absolutely the case, 
and gave the unfortunate boy a second caning before he went 
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to bed, to enforce and underline the lesson. To Candy 
Secnndus, therefore — it is a remarkable instance how men 
and women live unconsciously for each other — Fred's wedding 
brought two chapters of Lamentations, forming both a morn- 
ing and an evening lesson. 



CHAPTER XXm. 

ris not an easy thing for a physician to get away from 
patients, even at the beginning of the London season. 
But it was absolutely necessary for Dr. Chacomb to see his 
unfortunate cousin after this new misfortune which had 
befallen him. For his own part, he took the blow with the 
iserenity of one who had received many buffets from fortune. 
If there should be a child, farewell to his heirship. If the 
woman played her cards well, farewell to his rule at Chacomb. 
In any case, it was a serious check on his projects ; for he 
meditated great improvements on the estate. Taking the 
position of a country gentleman, just as the heir presumptive 
to an earldom might almost consider himself *a peer, he gave 
his attention to questions affecting land, contracts with 
tenants, drainage, high farming, and other things. He 
talked over these subjects with authority, as one personally 
interested, and, in fact, enjoyed the additional importance 
accruing to him as the fature possesses of a goodly 
heritage. 

No light owned by Dr. Joseph Chacomb was at this period 
allowed to bum under a bushel, or, indeed, to bum at all 
save at such times as might be beneficial to himself. He 
owed, in fact, everything to the Chacomb estate. An adven- 
turer, a shady general practitioner, a projector of companies 
which, if they were floated, always came to wreck, a haunter 
of tenth-rate clubs, where very questionable gentlemen asso- 
ciated to drink and tell stories, he found suddenly, ready to 
his hand, the rents of his cousin's property. He borrowed — 
who could resist the temptation of borrowing ? He founded 
with great pains his Royal Hospital for Gout, on which he 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 2^^ 

mounted the ladder of professional reputation. He left his 
old companions — ^the bond of friendship among the impecu- 
nious is like that among savages, uncertain and liable to 
sudden tempests of suspicion. He put off the habits and 
language of their class; changed his channel of thought; 
cultivated those manners which make the man ; and became 
— a gentleman. 

It required careful observation and long familiarity now 
to distinguish any trace of his twenty years' vagabondage in 
the polished doctor. He even became an author, and pub- 
lished that treatise of his " On Gout and its Cognate Diseases " 
which is still the standard work on the subject, although 
Dr. Porteous, of Savile Row, always declared that it was 
translated from the French — a language which Joseph 
Chacomb had learned in its purity in the Quartier Latin. 
He had a solid-looking house in Adelaide Street, Carnarvon 
Square; he had a professional carriage, with the Chacomb 
arms, and the soberest of liveries; he had a large medical 
and general library ; he had a servant — the prince of servants 
— a man whose manners proclaimed him bom to be a master 
of a college ; he had a circle of acquaintance, creditable in 
themselves, and likely to advance his reputation; he gave 
dinner parties, at which he told admirable stories. All these 
things were done and established. Chauncey Chacomb might 
develop into a Brigham Young in the matter of wives without 
affecting the doctor's position, credit, and prosperity. All 
this was his by right — subject, of course, to the few thousands 
he had borrowed. He was unmistakably chief physician of 
the hospital, he had undoubtedly composed a great work, and 
his doors were besieged by clients. 

If there was an air of mystery about the doctor's ante- 
cedents, that helped him. Joe Chacomb the adventurer was 
gone and forgotten. In the new doctor, who sprang suddenly 
into reputation, people saw a man who was reputed to belong 
to an excellent Devonshire family, to be the heir of a large 
property, and who had spent the greater part of his life 
abroad in the pursuit of science— one who had travelled much, 
and observed a great deal. Dr. Porteous went so far, indeed, 
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as to hint that perhaps he had travelled in the Isle of Port- 
land, but that did no harm. 

His prospects and professional name could not be horfc by 
Chauncey's conduct. What the doctor felt was a mixture 
of chagrin that he had been ontwitted, pity for his oonsin, 
and anger with himself for not looking after things more 
closely. 

Outwitted by his own creature — the woman he had sent 
down because he could trust her; a woman whom he had 
known for twenty years, and whom he had employed as the 
first matron of the new hospital until he thought she would 
be more useful as housekeeper to Chauncey ! 

" It will be worse for her in the end," he said. " I know 
her. She will find it grand at first to order the people about ; 
then she will feel dull because no one will call upon her; 
then her temper will break out — Julia always had the devil's 
own temper ; and then — poor Chauncey I It's a deuced 
annoying business." 1 

Chauncey, too, whose muddled brain was growing eveiy ' 

day feebler and less able to bear excitement ; who followed | 

him about like some tame pet when he went to Chacomb : 1 

who was only to be trusted because he was harmless — what 
would be the effect of a nagging and discontented woman 
upon him ? His health was daily failing — he wanted the 
gentlest treatment; and here was a headstrong and self- 
willed wife, in whose clutches he would be as a little 
child. 

Joseph Chacomb was a kind-hearted man, albeit there 
were certain specks and blemishes, already indicated, on his 
character. He felt that Chauncey, now that he was clearly 
cracked, and that Gerald was lying dead in some African 
swamp, was specially under his own care. Chauncey belonged i 

to him, and he would not brook any interference in his con- 
duct of this interesting case. \ 

Who could help feeling pity for a man so shipwrecked and \ 

aflBicted? particularly when his hallucinations were accom- 
panied by a sincere trust and faith in himself, the doctor. 

It was a disarrangement of his com fortable plans. ChaoBcey 
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would not last long. Far from him the desire to wish his 
end — that would be unworthy of a man in his position; 
but soberly, in the nature of things, he could not disguise 
from himself, he said, the £Bk$t that Chaoncey could not 
last long. 

And then ? 

Chacomb Hall, with Marion. 

The doctor was lonely in his grandenr ; his evenings were ' 
dull and stupid. Sometimes he even longed for the jolly old 
days when he would take his pipe to a club where certain 
jovial fellows might be found, and where present Insufficiency 
of means — an admitted fact not to be disguised— did not 
prevent the flow of cheerfulness. He was not a reading man, 
and he had gradually got into the habit of imagining Marion 
sitting opposite to him, playing to him, presiding over his 
house, acting hostess to his guests. 

" She is a lady, by gad ! " he would say. " Dress her up, 
put a little more fulness in her cheeks, give her eyes a look 
less anxious, take that droop out of her mouth, and she*d be 
a credit to an earl. She's worth fifty of her sister. With 
those two in this house, with Chacomb Hall to fall back npon, 
what society is there in London that would not be open 
to me? I should get known to — ^to Cabinet Ministers, 
perhaps. I would get a title— Sir Joseph Chacomb, Baronet, 
M.D., of Chacomb. It is quite time that a Chacomb should 
distinguish himself. Dr. Porteous would go into an apoplexy. 
Perhaps there would be a little — eh? a little Joseph, suc- 
cessor and heir. I should like to have a son ; I should like 
to bring him up as I ought to have been brought up myself. 
What a splendid boy the son of Joseph Chacomb, properly 
brought up, would be ! " 

It will be seen that the doctor was human in having this 
weak side to his character. He could be sentimental; 
he liked to dream — being as a rule, the most practical 
of creatures— of a future consisting wholly of domestic 
bliss. 

" The old lot would laugh,'' he said to himself, " if they 
heard me. What fools men are I When one fellow blusters 
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against religion, and society, sham morality, and the rest of 
it, the other fellows imitate, if not believe him : they bolster 
up their miserable make-believe of social revolt by the ex- 
ample of the man they think the strongest. Lord, Lord ! Joe 
Chacomb was the advanced thinker; he was the materialist; 
he was the man who believed nothing and feared nothing. 
Look at him now ; and where are all the rest ? Gone back 
to the hearth — Chi-istiani ad focos — sitting as meek as mice 
with their wives and children; going to Church every 
Sunday ; churchwardens ; attendants at lectures ; moral and 
religious parents, acquiescing in the order of things as they 
are; forgetful of the old discussions. Do they really for- 
get, though ? Is Paris as if it never existed ? They used 
to admire Joe Chacomb, who was afraid of nothing. By 
gad ! they shall admire me more now, and with better 
reason." 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

DR. CHACOMB went down to Devonshire, and arrived at 
Chacomb in time for dinner. He did not think it 
necessary to announce his intentions. The house looked 
quiet and even deserted ; the gravel walks were half grown 
over with grass; the beds, which ought to have been gay 
with spring flowers, were bare ; there was no one about the 
place ; the front door, generally open, was shut. What could 
it mean ? He walked to the back of the house, and entered 
by the stables. 

In the hall there was no one ; in the breakfast-room no 
one ; in the dining-room, drawing-room, and library no one. 
He thought of the Collection- room. Chauncey Chacomb was 
sitting there in a corner, his head half resting on the uneven 
shoulder, his face the image of despondency. He started to 
his feet, however, when he saw his cousin, and rushed to 
meet him in a kind of rapture. 

"Joe!" he cried — "cousin Joe! Joe! why were you 
not here a fortnight ago ? " 

" Why did you not writ© to me ? Come, Chaunoey, this 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 287 

18 not the way a bridegroom should look. Cheer up, man; 
plack op spirit, and be happy." 

He shook his head dolefully. 

" Happy ! " he groaned. " Happiness and I parted four 
years ago, when I did — yon know what. If you'd come a 
fortnight ago, you might have prevented it" 

" My dear Chauncey, you are not a child in leading-strings. 
Come, sit down, and tell me all about it. Where is she ? " 

" She's upstairs in her bed room, with her maid. She's 
trying on all the dresses. There are hundreds of them lying 
in drawers, just as my lady left them. She's got them now, 
with the jewellery, and she spends all her time pulling the 
things on and off again. She has sent away every one of the 
servants except the two grooms, because they were not civil, 
she says. And so here we are in this big house, we three — 
she, I, and the little maid, the only one she kept out of the 
whole lot. And, Joe, I am afraid." 

" Nonsense, Chauncey ; what should you be afraid of ? " 

But the doctor did not like the look of things. 

" I am afraid of being robbed. Look at my Collection, 
left by itself all night. Why, some one might break in and 
carry off the very gems of the whole. I want to leave it, too, 
to the National Museum just as I have put it together." 

" Very good, Chauncey, so you shall. I will charge my- 
self with that part of your intentions, at any rate. But no 
one will steal into your Collection, be sure ; no one knows 
the value of these things." 

" That is not all," he went on, whispering. " I am afraid 
of her, Joe — I am desperately afraid of her. When night 
comes, I go away and lock myself up in Gerald's room — you 
know : the west wing, where there's only one door of com- 
munication, and I barricade that for fear she should get in." 

"By Jove!" said the doctor, "this is conjugal felicity. 
This is an encouragement for a young bachelor like me to 
get married, isn't it ? " 

"Once in, I feel safa I've got my pistols loaded, and 
there's a chain on the door. They shall never take me alivei 
Joe — never I " 
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'^ Gome, Gharmcey, do not talk nonsense." 

" You I can trust ; you would never betray your cousin, if 
only for the sake of old kindness, to say nothing of the fS^mily 
name. I never regretted telling yaa^ Joe. But oh ! if I had 
only kept it back from her ! '* 

" Really, Chauncey, I must say, considering what hnmbng 
the whole thing is, it was worse than folly to tell her." 

" It was not my fault, Joe. Why did you send her to me ? 
It was lonely in the evenings, and I got to sit with her to 
escape the — you know — the faces, because I was miserable 
and afraid of being left alone. Then we ased to have brandy 
and water, and she would talk to me. She's a clever woman. 

Joe ! what a clever woman she is ! And she hid nothing 
from me, you know ; told me all her life — '* 

Joseph smiled. 

" How she had been on the stage, and all. The evenings 
were pleasant after she came ; and then I told her how lonely 

1 was, and how miserable; and one night — Joe! — one 
night I told her everything, everything from the beginning. 
She heard me right through, and the next day she said that 
to make it safe I was to marry her right ofil Because, you 
see, I was in her power." 

" In her power ? Ugh ! ** 

The doctor's disgust that any one besides himself should 
have this man in his power was too great for any worda 

He grunted. 

" Go on, Chauncey. A pretty mess you've made of it for 
yourself and me too. Go on." 

'^ She gave me no rest after that. She was at me all day. 
She made me tell the story of — you know — till I used to go 
into the woods, and shout and scream — I could not help it, 
Joe, indeed I could not — in order to get the dreadful thing 
out of my head. Oh, miserable wretch that I am ! Why 
did the Lord suffer this evil to fall upon me ? Why did I 
hate the man who never did me any harm at all, but only 
good ? Joe, Joe, she went further ; she said that if by any 
one telling, or any subsequent inquiries being made, I should 
be taken to Exeter — Exeter ! " he cried, with a pitifrU sob in 
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his voice, "where IVe been a connty magistrate myself — 
tried for murder, and " — he dropped his voice to a whisper — 
" hanged, Joe, you, she said, would only be transported for 
life, as an accessory and accomplice." 

" Oh, I am to get transportation for life, am I ? (Jood, 
Mrs. Cliacomb ; very good." 

" Buy her off, Joe — buy her off. She is dangerous." 

"Not she, Chauncey. Dont be afraid. What else did 
she say ? " 

" She said you sent her down here because you thought 
she was your tool, and would do what you told her to do." 

" She's a devil ! " growled the doctor, moved to pity and 
wrath by the sight of his cousin's misery. Most people 
would resent the ill-treatment of a servant, pet, or slave, 
always supposed to be their own peculiar property. Chauncey 
was Joseph's own property, and here he was actually being 
bullied and ill-treated by somebody else ! " Chauncey," he 
explained, " I give you my word of honour that I sent you 
this woman because I thought she would be an intelligent 
and kind-hearted housekeeper for you, and because, my dear 
fellow, I was afraid to leave you by yourself." 

" Yes ; it was very kind of yoa, Joe. I have not been 
myself since that dreadful day. Then she made me marry 
her ; told me that it was the only escape for me from you ; 
that she knew how to manage me, and that — Hush, here 
she comes." 

The door opened, and the second Mrs. Chacomb sailed into 
the room, gorgeously attired in silks, which would have 
looked more than splendid had they been in the fashion ; as 
it was, they were twenty years behind it, and so presented 
a grotesque appearance. 

"Joe!" she cried — "I beg your pardon, Dr. Chacomb. 
My husband always calls you Joe." 

"Pray call me Joe, Mrs. Chacomb,** he said, poUtely. 
"We are cousins, you know now. We are not what we 
were once." 

Which was true. 

" We shall have dinner as soon as you are ready, Joe^** 

T 
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she replied, graciously, but with an obvious uneasiness. 
*^ Why did you not say you were coming ? I am afraid you 
will fare badly." 

As he left, the room the doctor heard an angry whisper — 

« What have you told him ? " 

" Nothing — nothing," replied her hapless lord and master, 
relapsing into his usual melancholy taciturnity. 

Joseph came down again quickly, and gave his arm to the 
ex- housekeeper with much ceremony. He noticed with sur- 
prise that she squeezed it affectionately. 

The dinner was wretched — a fowl badly cooked by the 
little maid, and potatoes nearly hard. To make up, there 
was a bottle of port, which appeared to be a standing part 
of the evening meal, put out for the use of Mrs. Chacomb. 
The doctor took his share, however. 

The conversation languished, and Joseph found it insuffer- 
ably dull. The woman at one end of the table, with her airs 
and affectations, disgusted him ; the man at the other moved 
his innermost soul to pity and contempt ; the little girl who 
waited on them, the only other creature in the big house, 
trembled at every movement of her mistress. 

"Where are your servants, Mrs. Chacomb?" he asked, 
when the girl had left them. 

"Gone, Joe," she replied, with a greater confidence in 
using the Christian name than she had shown before dinner. 
" Gone, and a good riddance too." 

" Get some more — get some more at once. Chacomb Hall 
must not be left to the care of a child." 

The woman resented his tone, but said nothing. 

They did not adjourn, but sat round the fire after dinner, 
in silence. 

The clock struck nine; the squire rose solemnly, and 
shook hands with his cousin. 

" Joe, you are more than welcome here. I am vei^ glad 
you have come. Keep on coming. Come as often as yoa 
can." 

Then he took a candle and went away. 

"My husband's habits are peculiar," said Mrs, Chacomb. 
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"At present he occupies the empty wing — Mr. Gerald's 

* » 
wing. 

"Isee.** 

Then the little girl brought brandy and cold water, and 
asked if there was anything else. 

" You have looked to all the locks and bolts ? ** 

"Yes, my lady." 

Mrs. Chacomb had taught her to say " my lady,** as a sort 
of reminder that she was no longer a housekeeper. 

" Then you may go to bed." 

"Do you mean to tell me that the poor child sleeps all 
alone in the empty servants* room ? " 

"No; she sleeps in the little room next to mine — ^the 
dressing-room." 

And then the two were left alone in the great empty house, 
about which not a sound was heard save the cracking of the 
furniture and the wind in the trees outside. 

"Lively, Joe, isn't it?" asked Mrs. Chacomb. "This is 
how I spend the evenings. I am not going to cany on like 
this always, though, and I let you know it." 

"Julia," said the doctor, "what did you do it for? You 
have really made a great fool of yourself. I expected better 
things." 

" Why does any woman marry a man who is a fool, and 
old to boot ? Because he is rich." 

" Of course, and because he is cracked, and you thought 
you could do what you liked with his money." 

" Well, youVe been doing what you like with it for four 
years." 

" I was his cousin ; you were, Julia, his housekeeper." 

" Never mind what I was. I am his wife." 

" So I suppose. And what if there was to be a row ? " 

"Ah, that would be bad, would it not?" she replied, with 
a cunning smile. " I should have to confess that my husband 
is a murderer, and his cousin an accomplice." 

"Julia, don't be a fool. You don't mean to say you 
believe — " 

^ I do, though. I believe every word of it." 
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" Then leave off believing it, and try to be rational. The 
row I mean is quite a different thing. Suppose I was to say, 
'This man has been forced into an unequal and unhappy 
marriage by a woman whom I sent down to take care of him 
— a woman who wormed herself into his confidence and 
traded on his fears; who found out the point in which his 
lunacy shows itself, and persuaded him that his hallucina- 
tions were a reality.* What should we see then ? " 

" I don't know, Joe. It would be an interesting thing to 
see." 

" Do you imagine, Julia, that I cannot prove the death of 
Captain Revel to have been the purest accident ? " 

" What proof have you ? " 

" Read the account of the inquest, if you can get it. If 
not, wait till my proof is wanted again." 

" I believe it would be awkward, in spite of what you say, 
if I were to declare that there is no hallucination at all." 

" Melodramatic, Julia — not awkward at all. Effective, but 
nseless. It reminds me of Sadler's Wells days, when you 
were an innocent and jolly young actress, not a scheming 
woman, compassing a selfish end by cruel means. Yes, cruel, 
Julia. It was a cruel thing to torture him as you did ; and 
mark me, if you do it again, if you dai*e to allude to his 
miserable delusion, you leave Chacomb Hall at once. There, 
if you refuse, I take the thing into my own hands, and get a 
separation, exposing all the means — the unworthy means — 
used to force the poor man into a marriage with you. How 
would you like the servants one after the other giving their 
evidence ? " 

A random shot, but it told. 

She was silent. 

" One more thing, my friend Julia. Whatever power you 
had over Chauncey as his housekeeper you have lost by 
becoming his wife. You can't give testimony for or against 
your husband. It is a cruel and wicked law in most cases. 
In yours, my dear creature, it seems a most beneficent 
regulation. So, you see, you have been too clever for your 
o'.vn interests." 
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"At all events, I am his wife. And now, Joe, we will 
leave all stupid talk about delusions. Chauncey may be mad 
or not, just as you like. Meantime I am tlie mistress of 
Chacomb Hall. I mean to receive the rents, and to have 
things exactly as I please." 

" I was coming to that point next," said the doctor. " The 
fact is, that the news of your marriage forced me to look into 
Hiy own rights and powers. You know that I have managed 
the Chacomb property for four years. Pray understand at 
once that I intend to go on managing everything down here 
— and everybody. I am resolved that the Chacomb property 
shall be wisely administered, and the present owner shall be 
kindly treated. If you attempt to interfere, I will separate 
you from your husband on the ground of his lunacy. I 
nominated myself before as the trustee of the estates, and if 
I meet with opposition I will be nominated by the Court of 
Chancery. Be under no false impression of your own import- 
ance — ^you have none. You are of less account now than you 
were before your marriage, because then you were a trusted 
servant, and you are now — or you may be if you choose — a 
suspected enemy.** 

" Pray go on," she said. " I am to be nothing, I suppose." 

" Nothing at all. You may keep up your own dignity as 
before. You will be under my orders, or you will leave 
Chacomb Hall." 

" What are your orders ? " 

" Kindness and care for Chauncey ; that the place is kept 
up properly ; a quiet and decorous life for yourself." 

"And if I refuse?" 

" Separation, and as small an allowance as I can persuade 
the lawyers to make you." 

"And Chauncey?" 

" In that case I should get him a keeper of the other sex." 

She poured out some brandy and water, and gave it him 
with a cheerful smile. 

" Joe," she said, " you know I would not be such a bad 
lot as to round on your cousin, whatever he's done — though 
hew in the world you can call it a delusion the Lord only 
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knows. As for yoar orders, why, you dear old boy, when 
did I ever disobey yon, except in marrying that poor little 
undersized Richard the Third sort of madman ? Let as be 
friends." 

" Only on condition of your carrying out faithfully all I 
want," said the doctor. 

" Of course I will," she replied, with a wonderful clearing 
up of her face. Some women look so much better when 
they are humble and obedient. "Then let us have no 
more quarrelling. After all, I do like a masterful man. 
As for you, Joe, you always were masterful. I give in. I 
will do whatever you like. Shake hands, old fellow, and 
forget the row." 

He shook her ringed and jewelled fingers with more 
ceremony than she cared for. A little of the old ease and 
familiarity would have been more agreeable to her. 

" We will be friends," said the doctor, " so long as — ** 

"Yes, yes, I know. You shall be obeyed. Did I not 
always obey you when you hadn't a red cent in your pocket, 
and was only Joe Chacomb — rattling Joe — ^marching about 
behind the scenes as if the place belonged to you ? Those 
were the real jolly times. Oysters and stout — " 

"Oysters were sixpence a dozen then," said the doctor, 
with a sigh of sympathy. "The wind used indeed to be 
tempered to the shorn lamb. How the deuce do medical 
students manage now, I wonder ? '' 

" You sang a good song then, Joe." 

" I did," he said, shaking his head. 

" Do you remt^mber that night when we had supper after 
Boxing Night at the Wells ? Lotty Vandeleur — ^Wicks her 
real name was — and I danced after supper, for you to decide 
which danced best. You gave me the prize, I remember. 
This was the step." 

She sprang to her feet, gathered up her skirts, and began 
to dance after the old-fashioned Columbine manner, which 
had, perhaps, certain advantages over modem burlesque 
dancing. It was a curious sight, this stout and jolly-looking 
woman of forty gravely pirouetting, with her heavy silks 
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gathered np onder her arm. The doctor looked on and 
laughed. 

<<Let me smoker Jo, and it will be almost like old 
times." 

He lit a cigar, and they fell back on talk, and reminis- 
cences otskjeunesse orageuse. At two o'clock in the morning 
he got up and shook himself together. 

" By Jove ! " he said, " we were almost forgetting that I 
am forty-nine and you are forty. Gk)od-night, Ju." 

"Good-night, Joe. On revient toujours d ses premiers 
amours. As if you are ever going to forget the jolly days 
when you were young. Lord! I saw Lotty Vandeleur the 
other day — she keeps a lodging-house in the Hampstead- 
Road — and we talked about you. Joe, you were a bad boy — 
oh, a shocking bad boy ! Yqu are only better now because 
you are richer." 

" (Jood-night, Mrs. Chauncey Chacomb." 

"Good-night again, Dr. Joseph Chacomb, Physician to 
the Royal Hospital for Gout. Butter would not melt in 
your mouth now, would it? You do not remember the 
taste of oysters and stout, do you ? You never heard of a 
ballet, did you ? You never sat up half the night, with a 
houp-houp-houp-la ! tra-la-la-la ! and a party of youth and 
beauty, did you? Gravesend on Sunday is a thing you 
never heard of, isn't it? Joe, to think that we should 
ever get old and be hypocrites ! To think that we can only 
last ten years or so, and then have to give up being jolly, 
and pretend we like being miserable! Isn't it too bad? 
And, Joe, Joe, did you ever think that I should be such a 
fool, such a great, big, silly fool, as to marry that — ^that — ** 

" My cousin Chauncey, Julia ? I did not think it, nor did 
you. But you did it. To know ourselves, Mrs. Chauncey, ia 
the end of all philosophy." 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

MARION was at work before A die was dressed or Fred 
had risen, when a letter was brought her, addressed 
Marion Revel, tout court — without, that is, the ordinary 
gracious prefix of Miss or Madam. The writing was slovenly 
and half educated, the spelling was loose ; but the postmark 
was Comb Leigh, and Marion tore it open with a trembling 
hand. She read it with bewilderment. 

" Marion Revel " (it began) — " My husband has received 
the letter you caused to be sent to him. He wishes me to 
say that he will give you nothing. That is all. For my own 
part, I beg to assure you, with the most profound respect, 
tliat you can do no harm to him, and that you had better not 
try it on. I defy you. — ^Yours to command, 

** Julia Chacomb. 

« RS,—I know all about it." 

There was a second postscript, written in a shaky hand, 
outside the envelope — 

" She won't let me send you any money. Ask Joseph. — 
C. C." 

Wlmt did it mean? Marion read and re read the letter. 
Presently A die appeared . 

" Road that extraordinary letter, Adie, dear. Tell me 
what it means, if you can." 

" It is from the new Mrs. Chacomb. I met the doctor 
yesterday — " 

" Adie, I hope you remembered your promise not to speak 
to him about — " 

"We did not talk about you, dear. I told him about 
Fred and the five pounds ; and he laughed, and offered to 
give me some more." 

"You did not take it?" 

" No, Marion, I did not. Then he told me about Chauncey 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 297 

Chacomb. He has married his housekeeper. I suppose 
the name of the lady is Jnlia. Evidently it is from her. 
Poor Mr. Cbacomb! He used to be kind to us in his 
way." 

" But what does the letter mean ? " 

"It means, Marion, I suspect — ^it means that Fred has 
been writing for money." 

" Adie, he would not — he could not ! " 

" He could, because he has written at different times to 
everybody who would lend him any. My dear Marion, Fred 
is one of those lazy lilies who neither can nor will toil and 
spin. He only borrows." 

" But from Chauncey Chacomb ! Oh ! it would be impos- 
sible for him to borrow of Chauncey Chacomb." 

" He wrote once to the doctor, I know, because the doctor 
told me so; and he is always writing to Lord Rodney 
Benbow." 

"0 Fred, Fred, what will become of us?" sighed 
Marion. 

She thonght of what the doctor had prophesied — that all 
the nobleness left in her brother would drop out of him 
little by little, till there should be no spark left at all ; and 
she felt that this was a beginning of the end. What was 
she to do ? 

"It is clear what will become of Fred," said her sister, 
who was in a harsh mood towards her brother, in conse- 
quence of the embargo laid upon the four sovereigns. " It is 
clear enough that Fred never means to do anything except 
live upon his friends. Marion, don't say anything. I am 
as fond of my brother as you can be, but I am not so blind 
to his faults. I told you about the money yesterday. In 
the evening there was nothing left ; he had paid away the 
whole of it in a single day. He does not go into the City 
at all, as he pretends ; he spends the whole day — think of 
it, Marion, the whole day long — in billiard-rooms, playing 
pool for sixpences. When he is lucky, he wins ten or 
fifteen shillings a day, and sometimes more; with this he 
goes to a restaurant, and dines well. When he is unlucky, 
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he makes yoa give him money for dinner, and dines well 
too." 

" Don't, Adie ! Yon are nnjost.** 

" No, I am trua Whatever we do, Marion — ^whatever you 
do, for I can do nothing — we shall be always burdened with 
the weight of our brother, who is more idle than the shifting 
shadows." 

The door opened, and he came in, fresh fiom dreosiiig, 
radiant, handsome, and graceful. 

Marion gave him the letter to read. 

<<Who is Julia Chacomb?" he asked, witih tlie least 
possible blush. 

" Mr. Chacomb is married again — to his housekeeper." 

"Oh, I wish I had known it," said Fred. 

" Frederick, is it possible that you have, written for money 
to Mr. Chauncey Chacomb ? " 

" Yes, Marion, I have." He tried to put on a defiant and 
even consciously innocent air, but it was a failure ; his eyes 
dropped before her look. " Yes, Marion, I have.** 

" Do you often write to people for money ? " 

" Sometimes I do. I write to whomever I think will help 
me. I am the head of the house, and I act as I think best 
in the interests of us all." 

The girls looked at each other — Marion in dismay. 

" Fred, I am in earnest," she said, after a little. " You 
are not to write to any one again for money. It is dis- 
honourable." 

" I am the best judge of that," he said. 

"Then judge so for yourself. Above eveiything, remem- 
ber, once for all, that I will not have any letters written 
to Chauncey Chacomb. There are reasons — Heaven ! are 
there not reasons ? — why we can never, never, not in the last 
extremities of poverty, apply to Chauncey Chacomb." 

" You talk strangely, Marion," said her brother. 

" You talk wisely, Marion," said her sister. 

" You forget, perhaps," continued Frederick, " that I am 
the master of my own actions." 

'^ No, I do not forget. You will do what you think best 
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without any interference from ns. But one thing I can 
do—" 

*' Marion ! " cried Adie, alarmed. 

" Adie, let me say it for once, and have done with it. The 
time is come when we must understand each other. Our 
father was the most honourable man in all the world — thank 
God for it ! — and we, Adie and I, try to follow in his steps. 
You may stay with us as long as you will do the same. 
We shall not grudge you all you want, if we can afford it. 
We will give you what we can, and we will spare and save 
for you. But 1 will not, I cannot, keep even my own 
brother in the same house with me if I cease to think him — 
a gentleman." 

Fred was perfectly silent. 

" Fred, dear," she continued, caressing his head as if he 
were a child, " will you promise me — promise me, my dear 
— to write no more such letters ? If we cannot give you 
quite all the luxuries yon would like, we will give you all we 
can. The other day Adie went without food all day in order 
that you might dine well. You took all the money that our 
only friend had given her. To-day you shall have what we 
have, only leave us enough to buy something — it matters 
little what — to eat. Do what you like, my brother, if you 
cannot work or find work to do, but spare us dishonour. 
Let us keep our name, at least, from the mouths of people. 
Sorely this is but a little thing to ask you." 

Fred rose with something like an oath upon his lips ; but 
it was bravado, not rage. He was not so hardened as not to 
feel the justice of his sister*s reproaches. 

" Let me go, Marion. One would think I was a — a — devil 
— a fiend. Is it I who keep you starving? Is it I who 
keep you living in this miserable hole, when — " 

" It is, Fred — ^you, and nobody else," said Adie. " Marion 
has made nearly three pounds a week for months. With 
that and her own income we could all three live in a cottage, 
where there was fresh air at least. Out of the three you have 
taken two. And what have you done with it ? " 

"Why should I not write to Chauncey Chacomb? He 
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was my father s best friend — his only friend. It is his duty 
to help us. Marion, you forget yourself strangely when you 
lecture me on points of honour. Remember^ if you please, 
that I have all my life associated with gentlemen and men of 
honour. I have — " 

"Once more, my brother, understand me clearly. So 
long as I can make the money for you I shall not complain, 
provided — I will not repeat it." 

Ue lefl his breakfast untasted, seized his hat, and went out. 

"I am glad you spoke, Marion dear," said Adie; "not 
that it will do much good, bat it shows Fred what we think. 
My dear, I will try to get something for my.:elf to do — I will 
indeed — so as to relieve you a little." 

Marion shook her head, and laughed through her tears. 

" Poor Adie ! I do not think you will do much good, but 
you may try. Women's work is not for girls who have no 
training and no art. Go and consult my wrinkled little 
friend, the schoolmaster. You can get nothing but good 
advice from him." 

"Why cannot I paint like you, Marion? It seems aa 
easy." 

Adie's notions of art were limited. She could understand 
colour, as was proved by her dress, but she had no more feel- 
ing for form than generally belongs to her sex. It is strange 
that the sense of beauty — the sixth sense — is so deficient 
in one-half of the human race. ^len very early learned it : 
witness the names in that brief chronicle of antediluvian 
women. Eve's name means breath of life : she is simply the 
mother, because poor Adam, who had no means of compari- 
son, probably failed to appreciate her beauty at its true worth. 
Presently we get other names, which show the birth and the 
progi'ess of Art, which is the recoiru'tion of beauty. Adah, 
"the beautiful," and Zillab, "the shadow," are wives of the 
first antediluvians who had a discerning eye. After Zillah 
came her daughter Naamah, " the lovely," who marks the 
period when men first began to be carried out of themselves 
by the radiance of a woman's beauty. The way was thus 
prepared for Helen. Philandering is, indeed, of extreme 
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antiquity ; for Lamech, who " slew a young man to his hurt" 
— probably out of jealousy — was its inventor. But neither 
Naamah, nor Zillah, nor Adah understood, we may be sure, 
her own beauty, or the reason of the power she possessed 
over men. 

Fred Revel went away in a sore and savage frame of mind. 
Marion's plain speaking humiliated him — everything that 
was true seemed to humiliate him. And, moreover, there 
were anxieties and difficulties of which Marion knew nothing 
— which, if he dared to tell her, might bring some excuse for 
his letter to Chauncey Chacomb. He was in a sore scrape — 
a far worse scrape than Marion suspected. 

Life looked black indeed to the young man as he turned 
into the street that bright spring morning. It was not only 
that he had spent on himself money which might have given 
comfort to his sisters' lives, nor was it that he had written 
letters to every man who might help him with money. As 
for the former, perhaps he did not know the sacrifices daily 
made on his behalf, or if he knew, he set the knowledge aside 
with the reflection that the condition of things was only tem- 
porary, and would be changed — as soon as he got his appoint- 
ment ; and as for borrowing money, anybody might do that. 
To be sure, in every man's case there is a limit to the borrow- 
ing power ; and Fred had arrived at his extreme tether, with- 
out being known, in any single case, to have repaid again. 
He borrowed, like Dicky Carew, from everybody — even from 
that worthy himself Unlike Dicky, whose little earnings 
were always encroached upon by his own habits of lending to 
brethren in distress, Fred Revel never lent to any one. What 
he got he spent in fostering the delusion that he belonged to 
the wealthy — at least, to the easy class. It was not selfish 
so much as foolish. He lived for ever in that fool's paradise 
about which we have spoken before. He told himself a 
thousand times a day that better days were coming, and he 
looked for the better days to that most unsteady of supportei*8, 
a patron. Some men are so weak that they cannot place the 
real situation before themselves; they live in an atmosphere 
of self-deceit of their own making ; they veil their figures 
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in a cloud, which hides the contonrs and obflc ur ea tlie 
snrronndings. 

There was one great reason why Fred should not ran in a 
groove with the rest of the world — he had no money, and he 
could not work. That was it : he conld not work. He had 
never been able to study at school It was a grand mistake 
to send him to Oxford. He cared nothing for reading. Un- 
less he had work in the open air, he conld live but one life — 
that of the lazzaroni^ who bask in the sun, and let the days 
slip by. He ought to have been a sailor. 

Modem society takes no account of these unfortunates ; and 
yet it is this class which feels most deeply the consequence of 
man*s first disobedience and his fall. They are the brethren 
most to be pitied, for, with them, the earning of bread by 
desk labour is torture, mental and physical. We do not pity 
them even — we only despise them. The average workman 
has no words to express his contempt for him who cannot 
work ; the structure of society has no place for him. Perhaps, 
in a more advanced civilisation, the disease will be recognised 
as a somewhat uncommon but incurable phenomenon, and 
hospitals will be provided, with gardens, music, dancing, and 
art — everything but lovemaking, because the disease may 
be hereditary — for the lazy ones of the earth. Of course, the 
accidental possession of money will not be considered an ex- 
cuse for keeping out of the hospital ; that, on the other hand, 
will help to furnish the less fortunate with the graces of life. 

There was, then, a more bitter sting than Marion knew of 
when she roused herself to say, for the first time in her life, 
words of bitterness to this shallow-hearted and feather^ 
brained brother. 

And then there was Winifred to think of. 

He walked, with those uneven steps which mark a mind 
ill at ease, and with quick, impatient gestures, to his favourite 
haunt, the billiard- room. No one was there but the marker, 
practising with infinite patience a stroke with which to 
astonish the habitual players. 

" I want to know," Fred began — " I want to know if you 
can do anything for me about that money I borrowod ?" 
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** Nothing. I told you so at the beginning. That's the 
sixth time running IVe made this stroke. If he won't 
renew, you must pay up." 

** I can't pay up." 

The marker whistled meaningly, and chalked his cue. 

" I have tried, but I do not know what to do. It's thirty- 
seven pounds three and tenpence." 

" Thirty-seven, three, ten. Ah ! And, counting interest, 
say forty; there is always something or other which they 
put on. Saul is a devil of a fellow at totting up." 

" You took me to him." 

" I did — that's quite true. I told you he would let you 
have money, and he did. At good interest, and on security, 
Saul will let anybody have money. He would discount 
a bill for the devil himself, with pleasure, if there was a 
respectable name at the back. You signed a paper, and 
took what he gave you." 

''Ten pounds and a box of cigars. That was all I 
got." 

" It doesn't seem much ; but there, you know, you would 
have it ; and you were so certain that you would get your 
appointment before this, that you would have taken a 
thousand of he'd let you. Come, now, don't blame me." 

"What can he do?" Fred asked, in an anxious tone. 

" I don't know. If there is any way of getting his money 
back, he will try that way. If there isn't, he'll make it hot 
for you some other way. Lord bless you, I knew how it 
would happen. I've gone through it all myself, only it was 
a long time ago. You must pay up, or he'll put on the 
screw." 

The speaker was a short, thickset man, whose beard was 
grey, and his hair touched with grey — a man well on the 
shady side of fifty. 

" I saw it all coming from the very beginning, and here it 
is. You have got a nice, light touch with the cue, and you 
come here for the sixpenny lives. You bounce about your 
family; but you've got no money, and know no trade. 
There is only one trade open to you." 
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" What is that ? " asked the young man, with a flush. 

"Mine. I was a gentleman once. Not for very long; 
but a gentleman to begin with. My father served His 
Majesty King George IIT., and carried colours in the 
Peninsula. How did I come down to this? By the very 
same road that you are travelling, Mr. Revel ; exactly — the 
very same road. Young gentlemen who dislike work, and 
can play billiards, take to playing for money. Those who 
play billiards for a living always end in marking at billiards 
for a living. Lord bless you, it's as plain as a pikestaff. Go 
the round of the rooms, ask them all to tell you what brought 
them to it, you will hear much about the same story. Yon 
wouldn*t shake hands with me now, would you ? I don't 
mind it, my boy — not a bit. My word, I was a much finer 
fellow than you at one time." 

He sat down, and prepared to reveal his own story with 
considerable enj oy men t. 

"We wore whiskers then, and no beard— only Cavalry 
men wore a moustache. We had long hair brushed in 
waves. We had frock-coats tight at the waist ; high shirt- 
collars and large neckties. I think I see myself now — agoing 
down Bond Street, with Captain Rook and Lord Deuceace, 
arm-in-arm, as if the pavement belonged to us. They both 
went to the dogs worse than me, poor beggars ! There, youVe 
read Thackeray's History of Deuceace, of course. I always 
wanted to sit to Thackeray myself, only I never got the 
chance. I would have put him up to a tip or two. 

" As to being satisfied with my present aristocratic mode 
of life, I cant say I am. Would I change it? I certainly 
would if I could. But there's only one state of life for which 
I would change it, and that's a regular allowance — say three 
pounds a week, enough for my quiet brandy and water and 
my pipe. After all, it is not so very bad. None of the crew 
ever come here ; and if they did, they would not know their 
old chum. As for the broken-down ones — that's most of the 
set — we never speak when we do meet. We pass on, and 
pretend not to know each other. Deuceace went to the bad 
altogether, as you know, perhaps. I think the turf is worse 
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than the billiard- table. Here, you see, you only ruin 
yourself. Over the races you ruin the poor devils who will 
bet as well. Cards are bad, because in the long run you take 
to playing with marked packs. That's what Captain Rook 
came to grief over. When I last heard of him it was from 
Charley Fetherstone. He saw him at the Grand Prix in 
Paris, with a pari mutuely and in the evening came across 
him in a two-franc hell. Now, at billiards you may play 
dark, and that isn't a nice thing for a gentleman to come to ; 
but, damn it, that's the worst you can do. No one can say 
a worse thing of me than that. After all, as you see, you 
can always pick up an honest living when youVe forgotten 
that you are a gentleman." 

Fred groaned. The marker warmed up in his recollections, 
and went on : — 

" Charley Fetherstone has not done so well, though. He 
would combine the three: gambled, betted, and played 
billiards. A very dashing and brilliant fellow he was ; but 
somehow it all came to nothing. He should have stuck to 
one thing, you see, like me. What with being ducked 
for a welsher at Hampton, expelled his club for turning up 
the king at 6cart(5, and getting known all over London for 
dark play, he hadn't a chance in the end. I met him a few 
months ago carrying a pair of advertising boards. Think of 
that ! And Charley once the dandiest young fellow in all 
New Bond Street. I was coming along here, with my old 
briar-root in my mouth, when I came alongside of him. I , 
saw his eyes flash, and then he dropped them, and plodded 
on like most of the board-carrying lot, noticing nothing. 
I couldn't help myself. I had five shillings in my pocket — 
two half-crowns — and I slipped one into his hand. * Take 
that, mate,* I says— rough, you know. * What's this for?' 
said Charley, staring at me, with the best bit of acting you 
ever saw in your life—* I never saw you before, mate.' * No 
more you did, old fellow,' I said ; ' quite so — no more you 
did. We never clapped eyes on each other till this blessed 
minute, did we? That's why I gave you the half-crown. 
Better luck to you, Charley Fetherstone 1 ' He never 

u 
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answered, bat lie dropped his head, and went on plodding in 
the mud. Poor devil ! poor devil I " 

Fred listened with a swelling heart. Was all the world, 
then; going to prophesy disaster ? 

" Well, young gentleman, that's all. I've told you your 
lines as near as I can read them. You can play billiards, 
and you canH work, and you don't want." 

Perhaps he spoke out of pure kindliness, and from a desire 
to warn the young man ; perhaps from the cynical depths of 
a dark experience. 

" What security did you give Saul for the money ? * 

" A bill of sale on my furniture." 

" Very well, then ; let him have the furniture. What does 
a young fellow like you want with furniture ? Your chambers 
are in the Temple, are they not? Let them clear you out, 
and be hanged to them ! Go home and put everything 
valuable in your pocket. I remember when Dick Latitat, 
the lawyer — he's a judge in India now — found out there was 
going to be an execution put into his chambers, he moved 
everything out at dead of night to a friend who lived opposite, 
and in the morning, when the Philistines came, the spoil was 
gone. Not that I should advise you to do that, because a 
bill of sale is a serious thing. Let them take the lot, and 
yonll be easier about it." 

Fred sat down on one of the seats that ran round the 
room, and looked blankly before him. A billiard-marker I 
Dr. Chacomb had advised him to become an advertising tout. 
Such was the opinion of the world about him. He could not 
even reply to the marker s prophecy ; for it seemed as if 
suddenly the very foundations of his life were giving way 
beneath him. Where could he get this money ? And if he 
did not get it, how to break the blow to Marion? For 
he knew well enough the immediate eflfect of his inability 
to pay. He had given, in fact, a bill of sale on the furni- 
ture, nominally his own, in his capacity as "head of the 
house." 

" Come, don't give way," said his friend. " You owe me a 
matter of five shillings or so; wa will chalk that off, if you're 
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eo hard up as all that. Try and borrow the money. See 
Saul, and ask him to make terms." 

Fred went away and sought the money-lender. He was a 
middle-aged man, dressed in sporting guise. He sat in a 
little oflBce, without any sign of office-work except a safe ; 
there was a table, and there were chairs. The table was 
covered with sporting papers, and Mr. Saul was reading one 
of them. His manner was not calculated to prejudice a 
stranger in his favour : it was uneasy, while it affected ease ; 
it was half familiar and half distant ; the manner of one who 
is an Ishmaelite in the world — feared and distrusted by the 
very men whom he most obliges. It is the penalty of the 
profession. Money-lending, the mystery of the hangman, 
and the discharge of the duty of sheriff's officer may rank 
together as the three least desirable of callings. 

"True to time, Mr. Revel," he said. "I expected you in 
a day or two. Sit down. Come to discharge your little 
account? It is not due yet, though — not for three days. 
Let me see." He consulted a note-book, and opened his 
safe. "Here is the account — thirty-nine nineteen and 
eleven." 

" Why don't you say forty at once ? And to think that it 
is only six months ago, and all I got was ten pounds ! " 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Revel. You took ten pounds in 
gold and a box of most valuable cigars, which you might 
have sold for — Ah, well, we need not go into that. Shall 
I write you a receipt ? " 

" No ; I have not got any money." 

The man looked at him with a feigned surprise. 

" No money ? That is awkward, for the note will be due 
in three days." 

" I can't help it. You must give me a little time. Come, 
Mr. Saul, you do not want the money to-day or to-morrow. 
Give me a month to look about me." 

"That is not the way to conduct business, Mr. Revel 
The little trifle — it is certainly a very small sum — is wanted 
by me imperatively, to make up a large sum due to a friend, 
a debt of honour. In fact, I must have it. You gave me a 
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bill of sale, did you not ? Yes. Really, it would be verj 
disagreeable — Gome, Mr. Revel, yon will go away and 
borrow the money of some friend, I am smre. I woold not 
press yoa if I were not obliged. I tell yon what I will da 
Find me a good name, and I will do another bill for yon. 
I will give you three days yet." 'J'his was a gracious conces- 
sion, because three days is the exact space allowed by the 
law. " You shall have three days, and then — But no doubt 
we shall have a better account in that time. Anything like 
good security, my dear sir, good security — reversion, mort- 
gage, post-obits, the name of a good friend — I will oblige you 
in any way possible. You shall never call me a hard man." 

There was one chance yet. He would go and see his 
old and long-suffering friend, Lord Rodney Benbow. Lord 
Rodney's wild oats had long since been sown. He was going 
in for political life ; he was private secretary to the Earl of 
Cromarty ; he was proposing to stand for a family borough 
in the Conservative interest at the next election; he was 
already a most respectable man ; and it was not at all his 
intention to keep up an intimacy with a man like his former 
friend Revel, who was just hovering with uncertain wing on 
the outskirts of civilised society. He received him, however, 
with a show of the old cordiality, and shook hands with him. 

" What is it, Revel ? Are you in a mess again ? " 

" I am always in a mess." 

" You certainly always are. How much is it this time ? " 

" Forty pounds. I borrowed it six months ago. Got ten 
pounds and a box of cigars of Saul the money-lender." 

" I know the scoundrel well" 

" I gave a bill of sale for it on the furniture,* 

" I was not aware that you had any furniture. 

Fred coloured. He had not thought it necessary to inform 
his distinguished friend of the exact conditions of his life. 

" And now you cannot meet it. Well, let the man clear 
off the sticks. I suppose the furniture of your chamber is 
not very precious to you.'' He, like the marker, thought 
Fred was living by himself. *' He will probably lose by the 
bai^ain. Let him come and take it." 
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*• I thought that perhaps you would — '* 

** Lend you the money ? My dear fellow, I haven't got it. 
Do you know that I have lent you more than fifty during the 
last two years ? I don't want to bother you about it, and I 
dare say you will be all right some day ; but a younger son 
has not too much to spare. Why don't you do something for 
yourself? " 

" Did you remember to speak about my application at the 
Colonial Office?" 

" I did. It's no good, my boy. They are pestered with 
applications. There are seven hundred names down at the 
Colonial Office already. They will not give you anything. 
You must abandon the notion of a Government appointment 
altogether." 
. " And at the Foreign Office ? I know French." 

" Everybody knows French. Come, Revel, let me speak 
frankly. You are going downhill. It's a bad sign when a 
man borrows sovereigns. And now there's this business of 
the bill. Set to work on something — what the deuce does it 
matter what? A man can do anything nowadays. Why, 
my younger brother is going into a merchant's office next 
week. Don't fly into a rage with an old friend. Give up 
running after shadows. You will get nothing fix)m the 
Government, nothing at all ; there is no department of the 
Civil Service that you can get into by examination ; and as 
your father did not do the sensible thing with you, and give 
you a chance in the army, you must try something else. Be 
reasonable, old boy. You and I were too much together 
once. It did not hurt me much to get rusticated, but it 
played the deuce with you. Try and see things in their right 
light. Give up family tradition and Oxford prejudice, and 
take anything. No one whose opinion is worth anything to 
you will think twice about what you are. And now, Fred, 
my boy, good-bye. Let the furniture go to the money-lending 
fellow ; give up billiards and the West End, and go in for 
work, like me. If I can help you, I will. Only let the world 
see that you can help yourself." 

Fred mechanically took his hand and left him. It waa 
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dismissal. There was no hope from that quarter, nor from 
any other. In three days' time the money-lender would 
execute his threat and sell them up. Sharp lessons, but they 
came, like the admonition to the unfortunates in Tartarus, 
too late. 

" Diacite jnstitbm moniti, et son temnere diTos." 

" Admirable advice ! " says Scarron the scoffer ; " but what is 
the good of it doipn there f " 

Quite so. Fred had learned from the doctor that he was a 
lazy vaurUn ; from Marion that he had disgraced and dis- 
honoured himself by writing begging letters; from the 
billiard-marker that his ultimate profession was undoubtedly 
to mark at billiards ; and from Lord Rodney Benbow that he 
was certainly going downhill. It was quite true; but he 
had got lower than anybody knew, and now he was going 
to be found out by Marion. All the humiliations he had 
experienced were nothing in comparison with this. Winifred 
would know it, too. Adrienne would know it. They would 
have bare walls for shelter, for everything would be seized. 
What could he do ? How fend off the blow ? 

Winifred would cry, and believe him when he told her 
something in mitigation of the offence; Adie would laugh 
bitterly, and smite him with winged words; but this was 
nothing compared with the reproach he would read in the 
eyes of Marion. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

" AND now, Adie," said Mai'ion, " let us forget Fred's sins, 
-LX poor fellow! See, the picture is finished — actually 
finished. I can do no more to it." 

" I am sure," said Adie, who was a critic after the fis^hion 
of those who, in trying to say smooth things, always contrive 
to wound the vanity of an artist — " I am sure I have seen 
many worse pictures in the Exhibition." 

Poor Marion ! 

If she had shown her sister a poem, Adie would have 
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assured her, with a genial smile, that she had seen worse 
rerses in print; if a tale, that inferior productions had 
appeared in the Housemaid's JoumcU. And then Adie woald 
have thought that she was conveying a rare and merited 
compliment to her sister. 

'^ I do like the face of the girl," she said — as if, bad as the 
thing was, there were some merits. ^* I suppose because it 
is painted after me. And it all seems so pretty, and yon are 
very clever, Marion." 

" Not that it is the slightest use," she went on, dolefully. 
'^ You will not be able to sell it, I suppose, unless Burls takes 
it of you for a tenth part of what it is worth. Marion, we 
are an unlucky family. Sometimes I think we shall never 
get out of our degradation." 

" Not degradation, Adie." 

" Yes," she said — " disgrace and degradation. You toiling 
day and night for nothing; I dependent on you. Fred 
playing billiards for sixpences. It is disgrace, Marion." 

She had lost all faith in her sist.er's power of success. 
Two years of drudgery seemed to her conclusive that Marion 
would never be an artist. 

"I will tell you a secret, Adie. Dr. Chacomb is going 
to try for the Royal Academy with it. He is coming here 
to-day." 

" It is very good of Dr. Chacomb," replied her sister, who 
was in a despondent mood — " very good indeed. But it is 
no use. They won't take it ; if they take it, they will hang 
it where no one can see it. It will not be sold, and then you 
will have it back again — poor dear Marion ! " 

" Perhaps the bad luck will turn, Adie. At all events, it 
is always right to go on working. Don't be down-hearted, 
dear." 

" I must be. I found out another thing yesterday. Promise 
me, Marion, if I tell it you, to keep it a secret." 

"What is it, Adie?" 

" Winifred Owen is a very pretty girl, Marion.* 

"Well?" 

** And a ladylike girL* 
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"Yes.** 

"And — ^and — how should you like Winifired Owen to 
become Winifred Revel ? " 

Marion only opened her eyes. 

" You may make up your mind to that event, my dear,* 
Adie went on, with the calmness of despair. "It will be 
quite a marriage of romance. He has nothing; she has 
nothing. They will live upon love, without even a cottage. 
What do you think of it ? " 

" Poor Winifred ! " said Marion. " I will speak to Fred at 
once." 

" No, do not, Marion — let things go on. Now you know 
why I am so cross with him this morning. It does seem too 
bad. He ought to be content with dragging his sisters 
down, and spare poor little Winifred. It is too late, Marion. 
She loves him." 

" How do you know, Adie ? " 

" Because I can see, my dear ; because I have got eyes in 
my head ; because when girls love people they look in one 
way, and only one way ; because Winifred is carried away 
with his good looks and winning ways. Poor Fred would 
win the heart of an icicle if he set about it in earnest," 

" It may stimulate him, to be engaged." 

"No, Marion. Nothing will ever stimulate Fred to do 
any work. I know my dear Fred. He will just go on for 
ever as he is going on now ; he will spoil her life as he has 
spoiled yours. Poor little Winifred ! And how can they 
marry ? Think of living on, year after year, in love with a 
man whom you cannot hope to marry. Marion, what is the 
matter ? Are you ill ? " 

For her sister's cheek paled, and she sat down suddenly, 
as if Adie had struck her some sharp blow — which, indeed, 
was the case, thoncrh she did not know it. 

" Poor Fred ! He does not tell us any more, as he did at 
first, what he does and where he goes. That is the worst 
sign. I feel as if we were becoming outcasts. Why are 
we alone in the world in having no friends and relations? 
Where are your mother's people, Marion? Where are mine? 
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Where are all our French coDsins ? Surely the Revolution 
iid not kill everybody. Did my father have no friends 
among his brother-officers who would help ns if they were 
asked?" 

" My dear, have patience." 

"Patience! Marion, I think we have had patience 
enough. I hate it — this cramped, miserable life. I have no 
more patience with it at all. Our hopes are bound by a 
fraction or so, more or less. We live from day to day ; we 
tremble at shadows ; and we are wretched because poor Fred 
spends a few shillings on himself." 

Then the doctor came, and the topic was necessarily 
changed. 

He planted himself in front of the picture, and began to 
criticise it. 

" I am not really," he said, " a judge of pictures at all I 
only pretend to be, like the rest of the world. This, how- 
ever, seems to me a pretty painting. I never saw a dress 
like that ; but then painters put any dress they like on their 
models. I never saw a sky like that — Might that never 
shone on earth or ocean ' — but then I never saw lights like 
those in Turner's pictures. *So much the worse for you,* 
Turner used to say when any one objected to his light that 
he didn't see the colour. The flowers look faithful, and the 
leaves seem as if they were shaking in the breeze. How do 
you make things look as if they were alive ? Miss Bevel, 
you are an artist. I am not a critic, and so I can tell the 
truth. There is genius in the picture. Now let us take it 
away. I have got the frame ready, and it must go in to-day 
or to-morrow. As for the face, it's yours, Miss Adie : that is 
another way of saying that it is so beautiful that no one ever 
will believe it can be true to Ufa" 

"That is right, Dr. Chacomb. Say something more to 
me, just to put me in a good humour. I want a little coax- 
ing and petting this morning." 

" It's a lovely face, Miss Adie," he went on. " Your sister 
has caught the laugh in it. ITiat's the prettiest thing of all 
in your facej; that it always se^^ms to laugh. Perhaps it is 
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yoar eyes that laugh. You ought to be the happiest girl in 
the world." 

" Isn't he delightful, Marion ? I know I ought to be, 
Dr. Chacomb. IVe got the * matings/ as Fred says, of any 
amount of happiness — tons of happiness ; but who could be 
happy in such a frock as this ? And, oh ! if you could only 
see my boota Now you have said something pleasant to 
me, go on with Marion's picture." 

"Well, then, I have spoken about it to a patient and 
friend of mine, an RA., and got you such little influence at 
work as may be useful when it comes to hanging. I did not 
say the picture was by a lady, because the R.A.S don't like 
ladies. Even Ruskin says that women cannot paint. Did 
you ever hear how a lady first became a student of the 
Academy ? She sent a drawing in under an assumed name ; 
no one knew anything about the artist; it was accepted, 
made some noise, and then they found out But they could 
not turn it out again, of course. That was some years ago, 
in the year *6o, and plenty of ladies have been admitted 
since then." 

" And you think your friend's interest will help ? " 

** I hope so. You see, there are so many pictures by 
Academicians, and so many by well-known men. When 
these are all provided for, the new and unknown painters 
have got to take their chance. And for most of them it's a 
mere toss-up. Some must be taken. Yours is a good deal 
better than many that are taken ; but, pardon me, there are 
many of the rejected which would show well even by the side 
of this picture. There, you see, interest comes in." 

"And if it is taken?" 

" Then it shall be sold ; then you will have commissions in 
plenty ; then you shall see your way to a comfortable — ^per- 
haps a large — income every year ; then, my dear young ladies, 
you shall say farewell to Lowland Street, and rejoice the world 
to which you belong." 

*'* Dr. Chacomb," exclaimed Adie, with enthusiasm, " I love 
you ; upon my word, I adore you. You never come here 
without raising our spirits and giving us hope. Yon are 
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not mocking ns ? You really think that one may reasonably 
look forward to something this year — say a journey in a van 
to Epping Forest with the ladies and gentlemen of Elephant 
Row — ^they went all together last year, and came home at 
midnight. Or perhaps one may pray — it's no use praying 
for anything unless it is reasonably probable— for a new 
dress for both of us ; or what do you say, Marion, to hoping 
— just tempting Providence by a prayer, you know — that 
we may see our way to take lodgings where we may behold a 
field and a tree ? " 

^" Really," said the doctor, " you may hope all these things. 
And if you will permit me — '* 

" I will permit you anything, doctor, if Marion's picture 
gets into the Academy." 

" You hear ? " And the doctor called Marion to witness. 
" She permits me anything. That means a visit to the dress- 
maker s at least." 

So he went away, carrying the picture with him. 

" My dear," said Adie, " it is such a pity — oh ! such a 
terrible pity ! " 

" What is a terrible pity ? " 

" That it cannot be, Marion. The doctor is the best firiend 
we have ; and, Marion, he is a friend out of love to you. Do 
you think he looks for no reward at all ? " 

They were interrupted again. This time their visitor was 
a tall, thin man, with stooping shoulders, very long white 
hair, and a curiously pale face. They had never seen him 
before, but from Dicky Carew's description they knew their 
visitor for the famous Hermit of Lowland Street. 

They knew him by his tall and stately figure, by his hand- 
some face, by his cold air, and by the studied carelessness of 
his dress. It was noon, and he was attired in morning 
costume of the latest fashion. He wore gloves, and had a 
flower in his button-hole ; he carried a new hat, and but for 
his white, colourless cheek you would have taken him for the 
freshest importation possible from New Bond Street. 

" Pardon me," he said. " I have to ask a thousand pardons 
for this intrusion. I live over your heads, and it is, perhaps 
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yon know, a great many years since I left my rooms. I see 
no one except my secretary. If I fail in the politeness doe 
to two most interesting and charming yonng ladies, yon will, 
I am snre, be good enough to excnse my gaucherie on the 
ground of my recluse habits." 

Marion bowed. She took a dislike to the man at once. 
Adie would perhaps have laughed, but the solemnity of the 
address overawed her. 

'' I learned accidentally," he said, looking &om one to the 
other, " that one of the young ladies is an artist" 

" I am an artist," said Marion — " or, rather, I try to be an 
artist." 

" Thank you," he said, looking at Adie. " One of the ladies 
— perhaps both — plays and sings very charmingly." 

" My sister," said Marion, ** plays and sings so as to charm 
me at least. I presume you have overheard her, upstairs. 
If you will let us know what time will least inconvenience 
you, we will observe that hour." 

He bowed and smiled. 

" It is not to speak of your music that I have broken my 
rule," he said. " I hoped, when I resolved to quit an un- 
worthy world, to make no more acquaintance^never to ask, 
never to know, if I could help it, any one's name with whom 
I might be obliged to converse. I hoped to pass the re- 
mainder of my existence in absolute silence and seclusion." 

He waited, to let the preamble take effect. 

" That must be very disagreeable," said Adie. *' I don't 
wonder at your being tired of it. And all the time you 
have been locked up did you have no one to talk to but 
Mr. Carew?" 

" My secretary ? " he asked, with a studied elevation of his 
eyebrow, as if he had only heard his name once or so— 
everything about this man was false, affected, and mani^rS. 
" In fact, I think I have heard that his name is Carew — an 
old Devonshire name, toi); an instance of the many survivals, 
among the lower classes, of good names." 

" Dear me ! " said Adie, in her light frivolous way. She 
was quietly enjoying the spectacle of this visitor, who was 
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as awkward as an owl in the snnshina ^'I should not 
advise you to tell Mr. Carew that he belongs to the lower 
classes." 

" Adie," said her sister, " we hare not learned yet to what 
we owe this visit." 

" Pardon me " — her visitor could not take his eyes oflF 
Adie. "A curious resemblance; the sound of your sister's ^ 
voice — are you sisters ? " • 

" Yes, we are sisters." ' 

"Ah! it is not with you," he said to Marion. "I was 
struck at first, but that is nothing. I am forced out of my 
solitude by a pressing want, in which you may help me." 

"Do you want to talk to somebody?" asked Adie. 
"Is it that the unworthy world is actually going to be 
forgiven ? " 

The young lady, whose face and voice reminded him of 
some old acquaintance, and who treated his solemn airs with 
no more respect than if he had been a quite common 
creature, disconcerted him hugely. 

" Do not speak to me," he replied, " of the world ; I hate 
iir-I hate it." 

" The world," Adie went on, " is a large ball or sphere, 
flattened at the poles, something in the shape of an orange. 
It rotates upon its axis once in every twenty-four hours, 
and revolves round the sun, which is the centre of the 
planetary system which we ignorantly call the universe." 

" My dear Adie ! " Marion cried. 

" Greography, my dear Marion — it is so in all the books. 
The world is a very large thing, and it must be a very big 
heart to hate it." 

" It is not the world I hate." The Hermit swayed himself 
backwards and forwards with a deprecating gesture. "I 
hate mankind. I have found men ever cruel, negligent, and 
unjust. I have met with nothing but selfishness in my 
communications with men. I have ceased to expect from 
men anything but slander, obloquy, and treachery." 

"That seems very bad," said Adie. "How did men 
find you?" 
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He straightened himself, and assumed the most effective 
pose he knew, his right hand thmst in his waistcoat, 
like Canning. 

" They found ME," he said, " the soul of honour, in things 
small as well as great ; they found me, a chivalrous gentle- 
man of the old school, one who feared not the face of man, 
and bowed before the face of woman." 

Marion felt inclined to yawn. It was a vulgar and 
commonplace inclination, but she felt it. 

" Pray, sir," she asked, " what can we do for you ? You 
do not know who we are. We have not the pleasure of 
your acquaintance. May I ask again why you have called 
upon us ? " 

'^ It is an affair of business," he said, descending to prose. 
"I want some drawings made from these rough sketches, 
and I thought that perhaps yon might be able to do them 
for me." 

" Let me see them," said Marion. 

They were the subjects which Dicky had so often seen 
commenced and recommenced — drawings in water-colour, 
in sepia, and in pen-and-ink of garrison scenes, and draw- 
ings of camp life. 

"You want them copied?" she asked. "But they are 
finished sketches already, and so much better than I can 
do myself." 

"I want you to make an oil painting of one," he said. 
" Choose which you think best." 

She laid one aside — ^a simple drawing of a single figure 
emerging from a tent, in ice and snow, looking with a wild 
expression of terror as he buckled on his sword. 

"That is a curious subject; shall I take that?" 

He snatched it from her. 

"No. I did not know it was there. I will choose one 
for you." 

He took a drawing full of life, energy, and verve, repre- 
senting a garrison steeplechase. 

" Yes, I can do this ; but you have got the same te^OQ in 
the central figure." 
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She looked at the first, and then at her patron. 

The face was the same ; but it was his face — his own face. 
She saw that in a minnte, in spite of the change which 
twenty years had broaght to a face once gallant and gay, and 
still handsome. 

He passed over the remark in silence. 

*' If you will kindly," he said, with a resumption of his 
cold politeness — " if you will kindly attempt a reproduction, 
a pasticcioj of this little unpretending sketch, I shall be happy 
indeed. I am so selfish " — he turned to Adie — " that I shall 
try to make your charming sister the accomplice in these 
innocent pleasures of mine. If I could, by any persuasion, 
enlist you in the same cause — " 

She shook her head. 

" I assure you," she said, " I do not paint at all ; and none 
of my pleasures are innocent — not dove-like, that is, like 
your own." 

" I mean," he replied, " that if you would sometimes con- 
descend to visit the cell of a Solitary, you might cheer the 
hours of retirement with the sweetness of your voice. Saul, 
you know, had David." 

" Yes," said Marion, " and threw his javelin at him. My 
sister, Mr. Lilliecrip — ^I think that is your name — cannot 
pay visits to your rooms, nor can I." 

" Pardon me again." He smiled, so as to lay bare a whole 
row of white teeth. " I find that I am more spoiled for 
society than I had anticipated. I should have known that 
my invitation was contrary to the convenances. Pray forgive 
me. Only, perhaps, you will not allow my rudeness to inter- 
fere with your usual practice on the piano. Let me, at least, 
have the pleasure of hearing you play and sing, as you have 
been accustomed to do." 

" If you want society," said Adie, in her na%ve manner, " I 
don't see why you are a Hermit. If you remain a Hermit, 
that must be because you do not care for society. If you 
waut cheering up, why not go back to the men you have 
found so very, very wicked ? " 

" I hate society," said the Solitary. 
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** Adie, dear, we have no excuse for asking this gentleman 
anything about his private affiurs. I will try to copy your 
picture for yon, sir, and I hope you will be satisfied with the 
result ; but I do not promise much." 

" I will come down, if I may be allowed, from time to time, 
to advise in its progress," he replied. " Tell me if I may be 
permitted to intrude upon this sweet solitude, the abode of 
the twin muses, the sisters of singing and painting, Eaterpe 
and Poly — Polyhymnia, I think, unless it was Proserpine ; 
but my classical memory is weak" 

Marion was annoyed at the man's florid language. 

" You may come," she said, shortly. " Indeed, you have a 
right. Good-morning, sir." 

"Marion," said Adie, when his step was well up the 
stairs, "this is a day out of an Arabian Night. Isn't he 
too funny?" 

" Do not let him come here when I am out," said Marion. 
" Promise me not to go up to his rooms, or to talk to him. 
I don't like the man." 

They heard, presently, his footsteps over their heads, 
walking backwards and forwards. 

The Hermit was in a fever. He had actually seen and 
talked to two young ladies, after fouileen years of incarcera- 
tion. He was worse than Simon Stylites, who could at least, 
if he wished, wink at his fair devotees ; he had not even that 
consolation. He read perpetually his yellow French novels 
of intrigue, and he fed his mind upon the distorted unreali- 
ties of the Second Empire. But here was reality ; and he 
trembled now that he met it. 

"They are perfectly delicious," he said. "Aa for the 
younger, I seera to have met her before, somewhere— who is 
she like? But the elder girl, with her deep eyes — Ah! if 
I could win her, I would — yes, I would give up even my 
Hermitage, and go back to — to" — he shuddered — "to 
some part of the world where no one would know anything 
about me." 

In his nervousness he had left all his sketches with Marion. 
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CHAPTER XXVH 

A DIE left Marion over the sketches, and sought the society 
of Mr. Owen. It was a half-holiday, and she knew 
that she should fiud the schoolmaster alone in the deserted 
school-room. 

There, in fact, he was. The sun, shining through the open 
windows, made the empty desks and deserted benches look 
bright and pleasant. He was sitting at his desk, ensconced 
comfortably for the afternoon with Langhorne's " Plutarch," 
but he did not look sorry to be disturbed by the girl who so 
often came down to talk with him. Plutarch, no doubt an 
incomparable author, has no chance, even with an old school- 
master ver8«d in the wisdom of the book of Proverbs, against 
the voice and eyes of a pretty girl. The life of Aris tides, and 
the comparison between him and Cato, are most improving 
studies ; but even to an instructor of youth it is more cheer- 
ful to read a page of life. 

Therefore Mr. Owen gave his visitor the one chair in the 
room, and sat himself down, with crossed legs, on a bench 
before her. With his matted hair, his seamy and wrinkled 
face, his spectacles, and the tips of his short fingei*s touching 
each other, he looked the very effigy of wisdom. The owl- 
faced goddess whom Dr. Schliemann found at Troy was not 
more sagacious of aspect. 

" And so. Miss Adie, you want my advice about work, do 
you ? Sit down, and let me think." 

" If I could find anything that I could do ; but, Mr. Owen, 
I am so lamentably ignorant. I know French, to be sure, 
and I can play and sing a little; but that is all. As for 
history, I assure you I hardly know Alexander the Great 
from the Great Mogul." 

" That's because you don't read Plutarch," said the school- 
master. 

" And my geography is worse. I really should not know 

X 
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whether the map of America was npside down or not, it is so 
long since I looked at it." 

"There is no upside or downside either to a map. I 
caned a boy to-day for not knowing the frontiers of China. 
To be sure, I did not know them myself." 

" Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself for cani"\g 
the poor boy, Mr. Owen," said Adie. 

" It is the duty of the boy to know his lessons, and the 
dnty of the master to awaken his instincts. It is for 
example, * Smite the scorner, and the simple shall beware.* 
The only way to do that is by caning him. Draco, you will 
find, in Plutarch's Life of Solon, punished everything by 
death, 'because,' he said, *the smallest offences deserve 
death, and there is no greater punishment for the most 
heinous.' As for the schoolmaster not knowing everything, 
it is, as everybody knows, a part of his professional baggage 
to pretend to know everything. My dear, if the boys, who 
are demoniac by nature, found out a weak point in my 
knowledge, I should lose my authority over them. Just 
look at the range of subjects: Latin and trigonometry; 
French and writing; book-keeping by double entry and 
geography; chemistry, so as to march with the age — bless 
you, a schoolmaster is nowhere who does not march with the 
age — Euclid, algebra, and history ; the Bible ! The wonder 
is, that the brain stands it all. But it isn't the amount of 
knowledge, my dear, that makes a good schoolmaster feel 
like going cracked, but the amount of pretension. Well, we 
are as honest as we can afford." 

"I do not want to teach," said Adie — "I am far too 
stupid and too impatient. But there are other ways.** 

" There are," he said, " fifty other ways. Wait here, and 
look at Plutarch, while I go and get a little book of notes. 
I made it up two or three years ago, when Winifred was 
casting about for a profession. Sometimes I have thought 
about sending it to the papers. You shall hear. 

" Now" — he returned with a penny note-book, filled with 
figures and references — "I am not going to read you all 
this, but only a part. Listen ! Axiom First. IVe ruled it 
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all out, like Euclid, in axioms, definitions, and propositions. 
Axiom the First — ^you will have to grant this — * No woman 
wants to work.* " 

" Granted," said Adie. " That's true, I suppose ; nor any 
man either." 

''No; that is the great difference between the sexes. 
Man does like work, and woman does not. She likes to sit 
in warm comers, and talk. Ajciom One's allowed. Axiom 
Two : ' If a woman is obliged to work, she likes to work as 
little as possible.' " 

"Of course." 

'' Axiom Three : ' She likes to get as much money as she 
can, and to be her own mistress ! ' " 

" Yes, I suppose so." 

" We are getting on capitally. Axiom Four : * A woman 
ought to get the just price of her labour.' " 

" Of course she ought." 

" She grants everything, this young lady does," said the 
philosopher. "She's got a brain fit for Euclid himself. 
Axiom Five : * There ought to be no difference, provided the 
work is the same, between the wages of women and those 
of men.' That granted too ? Very well. We are getting 
on famously. These are the introductions to a great science; 
but as yet I've only had time to work out one or two propo- 
sitions. What a discoverer I might have been, if I'd only 
had the time to work for myself! Fancy reducing all social 
distinctions to theorems, like Euclid, only more interesting. 
First Proposition — this is a startler: *A11 employers of 
women ought immediately to be hanged by the neck.' " 

" Oh, what a dreadful proposition ! " 

Adie took the word in its usual, not its Euclidean 
sense, and understood Mr. Owen to mean that he wished 
to introduce a Bill into the Legislature for the sole 
purpose of instantly destroying this large and influential 
class. 

"Immediately," he repeated; "without trial, without 
jury, without counsel — all on one rope; and I would pull at 
the other eni" 
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" Mr. Owen ! ** — for he looked quite flushed and excited, 
and began to stump up and down the school-room, jerking 
about his short legs in a really alarming manner. 

"Second Proposition: *No woman ought to be allowed 
to work for money/ " 

"But if they must?" 

" Let me say my say, and then you shall talk. There are 
three millions of women earning wages. Sixty thousand are 
milliners. Stay, let me read my list." 

He found the place in his book, and read : 

" ' Milliners, 58460 ; shirtmakers, 26,875 ; machinists,. 
10,724; bookbinders, 5272; florists, 4260.' But the list 
only accounts for 105,691 ; and I forget now whether it 
extends beyond London. Besides these, there are bead- 
makers, lace-makers, bonnet-makers, book-folders, boot- 
closers, factory girls, shop girls, bandbox-makers, match- 
makers, nurses, cigar-makers, and thousands of other trades. 
Now, how do they get paid ? Don't answer me." 

He stopped, and tapped his forehead, in reflection. 

"Third Proposition: 'It ought to be penal to make or 
take contracts.' Penal, Miss Adio^imprisonment for life, 
without hope of commutation. 

" Now, for money. My Winifred is in a service — a Govern- 
ment service — where they pay the men better than the 
women for the same work. However, she is quick — ^bless 
her little fingers! — and gets a guinea a-week. But you 
would not like to be a telegraph girl ? " 

" I do not know what I should like, I am sure." 

"Dressmaking. That is almost the worst line of any. 
If you live in the house you get two or three shillings a 
week, and your food ; if you live out, you get fifteen shillings 
and no food. Fifteen shillings! lliink of that, and in 
London, where even the worst room cannot be got under 
five shillings. Say two girls live in it together, for economy ; 
there is half-a-crown for rent. Eating and drinking cannot 
be got under eighteenpence a day, because the poor creatures 
are unable to buy and cook their own food, but must give 
A profit to eating-houses ; that leaves exactly two shillingsi 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



WITH HARP AND CROWN. 325 

a week — five pounds a year — for keeping up a respectable 
appearance, and dressing as the poor things must dress. 
Why, no servant in the country, no poor lodging house 
maid of all-work, is paid so badly. My dear, try to think 
what the girls do. They wofk for twelve hours a day, 
and sometimes more. When the season is over they are 
turned oflF. Of course, they have no share in the profits, 
although the success of the firm depends on their needles. 
What right — what right, I say, have the masters to the 
great fortunes they make out of the girls ? The fine ladies 
never think; and when the girls go wrong — but there, 
never mind. 

" Day workers, again. They make eighteenpence a day — 
nine shillings in all. Worse oflF than the poor creatures in 
the shops. 

" Shop attendants. Do you know that they make them 
wear black silks, and stop the money out of their pay ? 

" Florists. Do you know that they have to work from five 
in the morning till eight, nine, and ten at night ? 

" Barmaids. They are kept in the house on the condition 
that they attract gentlemen — paid for degradation. 

" Cigar-makers. They make cigars faster and better than 
men. They are paid forty per cent, less than men. 

"And listen to this. Woman's skilled labour is worth 
sixteen shillings a week at the outside; man's unskilled 
labour is worth eighteen shillings a week as a minimum. 
There is not a man in this country — not a single stupid, illi- 
terate lout — who, at the ordinary rates of pay, cannot, by 
fetching and carrying, earn more than a woman skilled in a 
mechanical trade. 

" There's a lower depth still, my dear — a lower depth, for 
which a judgment ought to fall upon this country, and it 
will. It's the Government contracts. They contract for 
what they ought to make themselves ; they pay the middle- 
man, to save themselves the trouble of preventing themselves 
from being cheated ; they pay a price which they know to be 
inadequate, and they look on while the contractor grinds 
the face of the poor to fulfil his bond. Because, my dear, he 
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will have his profit, that is quite certain ; and unless he can 
cheat the Government, he will starve his labourer. There 
are thousands of women in this coontiy doing Government 
work, for contractors to make their fortune ; and no one to 
lift np a hand, and ask that labour for the nation shall be 
paid a &ir and honest price. A woman working a machine 
for an army contract, for twelve hours a day — ^think of 
working a machine twelve hours! — can earn two shillings 
and twopence-halfpenny a day ; and that less stoppages, if 
the foreman has a spite. Six times twelve are seventy- 
two — seventy-two hoars a week for thirteen shillings 
and sixpence! Most of them widows, too, with families 
of children. There are nearly a million of widows in 
this country, and more than half are earning their own 
living. 

"There's philanthropists, now — ^they talk of teaching 
women trades; but why, my dear, why? To get their 
labour cheaper, and make the middle-man richer. If philan- 
thropists wanted to help, they would teach the women to 
form trades unions." 

All this time, Mr. Owen was walking up and down the 
room, faster and faster, growing every moment the more 
energetic as he denounced the oppressors of womankind. 

" They are all in league together, I tell you. Woman is 
to be the beast of burden because she is the weaker vessel. 
We are no better than Australian savages. We treat our 
women as they treat theirs — make them do the hardest work, 
and take the best pay and the best food for themselves. My 
dear Miss Adie, it's shameful, it's intolerable, it*s horrible. 
If I could make them understand— I mean the fine ladies — 
the evils they cause by their apathy, not only to the poor 
women with whom they have no sympathy, but with the 
women of their own class, for whom they make the path of 
sin easy. But there, you don't understand. How should 
you?" 

" I understand, at least, that women are very badly treated. 
But you have not told me of anything that could help ma 
What are girls like myself to do, Mr. Owen ? " 
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" Qod knows ! '* he replied, shaking his head. " The Tx)rd 
only knows what yonng ladies find to do who have been 
brought up to nothing. Some of them go out for governesses 
— keeping a governess is the modem way of pretending to 
educate the girls as well as the boys, for a tenth part of the 
cost ; but the examinations all over the country are making 
it more and more difficult to find good places, except for girls 
who have taken degrees. Some of them try law-copying, 
another name for slow starvation ; some of them make pretty, 
useless things, and send them to places where they pretend 
to sell ladies' work. Nobody ever buys anything there, and 
after a bit the things come back again spoiled by being 
knocked about a shop.** 

^' The world seems a much more wicked place than I ever 
thought it," said Adie. 

^* It is, young lady — ^it is a great deal more wicked than 
any one ever thought it. It is so wicked, that the heart of 
man cannot conceive its wickedness. There is so much 
misery in it, that no one would dare to write it down ; there 
is so much wrong wanting to be set right, that no one dares 
stir a finger for fear of disturbing everything. In this 
country we sit and wait, hoping that no one will trouble us ; 
and one day we shall see some noisy demagogue go up and 
down the face of the country, raising such a storm as England 
has never seen, for his own selfish and miserable ends." 

" Don't frighten me, Mr. Owen," said Adie, really fright- 
ened at the passion which the schoolmaster threw into his 
words. " Tell me, is there nothing at all for me to do ? " 

" Some young ladies take to art, like your dear sister, but 
they are few ; some try writing, but not one in a thousand 
makes anything at that ; some go on the stage, but there are 
not many young ladies on the stage — more's the pity for the 
theatre : one or two have taken to lecturing, and that's the 
worst line of anything else in the world. The history of 
woman's work. Miss Adie, is what I have told you in my 
axioms. Women don't want any work to do ; they have not 
been trained to it; they are not accustomed to unite for 
purposes of self-protection; they are the victims of every 
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dirfy-sonled draper and man-millmer who is content to get 
rich on the profits made by starving his work girla Pro- 
position One, first class, first boy — ^boy — I beg your pardon 
— Miss Adie Revel, what is Proposition One ? ** 

" Every employer of women, including the Grovemment, 
ought to be hanged immediately." 

"Prove that proposition, first — ^young lady of the first class." 

"Women are cheated out of their proper pay; skilled 
women do not receive wages at the same rate as sldlled men, 
and they have to work too many houra Men who oppress 
them ought to be punished. The best punishment is 
caning — " 

" First boy, take care." 

"I mean hanging. You wouldn't cane me, Mr. Owen, 
would you ? " 

" Finish the proposition first.^ 

" Well, it is finished, isn't it. So that they all ought to 
be hanged.** 

" Quod erat demomtrandum.'* 

" Say that in English, Mr. Owen.* 

^^Quody which — the pronoun; erat, was — ^verb imperfect; 
sumyfui, esse — demonstrandum^ gerund in di-do-dumj to be 
demonstrated. First boy, go up a place. Now the Second 
Preposition." 

"*No woman ought to be allowed to work for money.' 
But I cannot prove that. It seems to me that women ought 
to be allowed to work for as much as they can get.** 

" I want to see women working at things which do not 
bring in money," he explained. "And why? Because 
there are plenty of men in the world to do the useful things. 
When these come to be too few, we shall invent more 
machines. If women were prohibited from getting their 
own living, the men would have to do all the nasty jobs 
that they have put on the women — boot-work and the like. 
Boys could do the things which require lightness of touch, 
and do them quite as well, too, as women." 

"But you would not let the poor women starve, woold 
you?** 
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^13o; the State sbonld keep them, and keep them in 
comfort Ah, it's a pons asinorum in my new Euclid that 
women oDght not to be allowed to work for money ; bat it's 
coming round to it by degrees. We don't like to see our 
women cultivating the fields, as I am told they do in France. 
Soon we shall come not to like to see them at hard work of 
any kind; and then the man who is found guilty of ill- 
treating his girls will have a bad time of it. Why, I heard 
the other day of a woman employed in a white-lead factory, 
who had to walk four miles to her work and four miles back, 
work ten hours, and earn nine shillings a-week. Her 
employer was a gentleman, of course — ^they all are. My 
reform will sweep all such gentlemen off the &ce of the 
earth. Now, first class, attention : Proposition Three." 

*' * It ought to be penal to make or take contracts.' Come, 
I know all the beginning, Mr. Owen." 

"Prove it, first boy." 

" I can't, please, my master.** 

" First boy, you will have to go to the bottom of the class. 
Listen. When a contract is made, the maker secures his 
own profit first ; when he has to make a lower offer, he sticks 
to his own profit, and screws the loss out of his employSa 
if he can. When coal went up fifty per cent, the miners 
would have got nothing ; only they showed a bold front, so 
they got ten per cent. When coal went down, the men got 
locked out till they agreed to a reduction of fifteen per cent. 
Who wins by that ? The masters, whichever way the wind 
blows. The women cannot unite, because no one has taught 
them how ; and so they suffer by every contract that is made, 
and you can't prevent it." 

" I don't quite understand, and I think I have had enoagh 
of trading for one day. But, Mr. Owen, you have not 
answered my question. Tell me what I can do to earn some 
money." 

The old schoolmaster took the girl by both her hands, and 
looked in her face. It was a face so pretty, and yet, some- 
how, so helplesa In every feature it spoke of a want 
of support. 
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" My child, you have got, or your sister has got, a little 
money. She has her art, she has health and strength ; pray 
God that you may have to do — ^nothing. And believe me, it 
is the happiest condition for all women on this earth to do 
nothing. Stay at home, my dear, and nourish high and 
noble thoughts ; keep up your courage, and trust in Gk)d.*' 

He led his pupil to the door with the gallantry of a Cas- 
tilian, and dismissed her; but the talk had revived old 
thoughts in his brain, and ideas that he had long since 
abandoned as impracticable and useless. He sat down and 
tried to read Plutarch with his usual calm, but in vain. 
The beloved pages of Langhome had no charm for him. 
He put the book down, and began to pace up and down the 
schoolroom, working out one more of those golden dreams 
of an impossible future which while they last, make a man 
divine. 

^' I see," he might have said, had his vision shaped itself 
into words, " I see a time when men shall acknowledge that 
the truest chance for the world is to cultivate and raise the 
women. They shall form associations which shall enable 
girls to work, if they must work, for their own profit. Rich 
people shall help the girls to found their own co-operative 
workshops. The minimum of pay for work done shall be 
regulated. They shall have the boy and girl put on an equal 
footing at school; the maid and the youth on an equal 
footing at starting in the world; and tJie only superiority 
shall belong to the married man who has his family to 
support. The family shall still be everything; but the 
woman's place in the social circle shall be sacred. Somehow 
or other, rich women will understand then that their own 
luxury, their vanities and indulgences, have done more than 
anything in the world to retard the progress of their sex ; 
they will see that these are the chief means by which the 
lower class of women is kept down, and the sex is put to 
rebuke through the temptations of which the pure and 
virtuous are the principal cause. 

" It is a curious world," he said, waking from this foolish 
dream — "it is a curious and a wicked world. When our 
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Lord said, * Judge not, that ye be not judged,' and when He 
bade the guiltless one to throw the first stone, He meant 
more than the people understood. We can none of us 
separate ourselves from the sins of the world. We all help 
to cause them. The purest young lady helps when she goes 
to the shop of the man in Regent Street who starves his 
work-girls on fifteen shillings a week. We help by what we 
say and by what we do. We are all entangled in a mesh 
and network of wickedness. We are none of us better, one 
than the other. And last night I was hard in my thoughts 
about Fred Revel. Lord be merciful to me a sinner ! 

" Solomon says that the labour of the righteous tendeth 
to life. Did he ever know of shirtmakers and machinists 
getting three farthings a shirt, and having to find their own 
cotton? I doubt it's a more complicated world since his 
time — eh ? We want a new King Solomon. There's comfort 
in Proverbs, and there's a verse for nearly everything ; but 
sometimes it breaks down. To be sure, we are never told 
that Solomon was a prophet. He hadn't the gift of seeing 
the grinders of women's labour in the future. And after all " 
— ^his face brightened up — " there's something : ' He that by 
usury and unjust gain increaseth his substance, he shall 
gather it for him that will pity the poor.' Aha ! Solomon 
is always thera** 



CHAPTER XXVllL 

MARION turned idly over the sketches her new patron 
had left with her. There were some fifty or more water- 
colours, executed with great power of drawing and consider- 
able feeling for colour. But they were nearly all alike. 
They represented the Hermit in his youth — the likeness 
was quite unmistakable— in various scenes connected with 
the army. He was riding a race ; he was presiding at a 
convivial gathering; he was acting on a stage; he was 
dancing ; he was fighting ; but none of the portraits seemed 
so exactly characteristic as the one which he had snatched 
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from her hand, showing himself — ^his own actaal face — ^wild 
with terror amid those dismal surroundings of cold, miseiy^ 
and death. Why should a man paint himself deliberately as 
a coward ? 

Men, however, as Marion might have known, do reveal their 
own natures who get to giving secrets to paper. There was 
a murderer, some time ago, who came home after perpetrating 
the deed, and wrote on a slip of paper, by way of rough 
note for after-entry in a diary, a memorial of his own crime : 
" Pine and hot, killed a little girl " — a circumstance which, 
if I remember right, so far prejudiced the mob against him, 
that they wished then and there to rend him into small 
pieces. But Marion was no psychologist; she had never 
learned to reason and to analyse, as lawyers say — which is, 
being interpreted into English, to impute the worst motives, 
and then to try and prove them. Therefore, she wondered. 

Presently, turning over the drawings, she came to a head. 
There was nothing very much, artistically speaking, to attract 
her attention. The head was dressed in the &shion of hair 
common twenty-five years ago— not a very pretty fashion. 
It was not well painted — not nearly so well as the lat^ 
sketches. But Marion looked at it with an astonishment 
which took away her breath. 

Por it was the head of her sister. The same graoeftd pose, 
the same careless parting of the lips, the same contour, the 
same eyes. Only the chin and the shape of the head were a 
little different. How could the Hermit have got Adie's face 
to draw? 

And then she dropped the picture with a sinking heart. 
It was not the portrait of Adie, but it was the portrait of — 
Mrs. Spenser. Haggard, worn, and wasted as the woman 
was now, she yet preserved a likeness to her youth ; and here 
it was. Marion tied it up in paper, for fear her sister might 
find it, and began to think. 

The man, whoever he was, must have known Mra Spenser. 
But when? and under what circumstances? 

" It cannot be," she said — " he must have seen Adie on the 
stairs or somewhere, and drawn her." 
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And this, again, was impossible ; because Adie's bead was 
never dressed like the hair in this picture. 

She took it out and looked at it again. 

Then she put it back, with a prayer that, if the man had 
known Mrs. Spenser, he might never be moved to speak of 
her. And she resolved to have as few dealings with him as 
possible. 

Bnt the accident, which might mean nothing, made her as 
nneasy as Sobinson Gmsoe when he spied the single unac- 
companied bare footprint on the sands — Surely the finest 
incident that ever occurred to any novelist. 

She began her copying work, Adie being, as we have seen, 
in conversation with Mr. Owen. 

Presently Dr. Chacomb came back to her, beaming. 

"I have shown your picture to my patient," he said, 
^^ and I think I may cougratulate you. He likes it. I will 
not tell you all the flattering things he said of you or of it ; 
nor the faults he found in it. But you may be certain that 
it will be taken, and nearly certain that it will be sold. Are 
you satisfied ? " 

" More than satisfied,** said Marion. 

"I have bought you some flowers in Covent Garden on 
my way — quite the simplest wild flowers. Here is a rosebud. 
It must be a Devonshire nosegay. When shall we get back 
the roses to your cheek, Marion ? *' 

Sometimes he called her by her Christian name, and there 
was a lowering in the man's voice, as if he was stepping 
down from some imaginary platform of pretension. To the 
world he was loud-voiced, self-reliant, and ready to advance 
to the front 

" The flowers are beautiful " — Marion evaded the question 
of her own cheeks — " and we are very much obliged to yon. 
Dr. Chacomb, for that and everything else." 

" May I sit down and talk for five minutes, before I visit 
my gouty patients? They are all swearing in chorus at 
every moment's delay." 

"Then go at once. Dr. Chacomb, and relieve the poor 
people." 
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" In five minntes. Let me have a little five minates. The 
atmosphere of this room is a rest to me. One is out of the 
world here, looking at you quietly painting." 

Marion began to feel afraid, and looked it. 

^'I am not going to make love to yon," said Joseph 
Chacomb. " I like to be with you. So long as you know 
that I love you, that is enough. Do you think a woman ever 
understands her own power over a man ? " 

" I never thought about it." 

" You make me young again. All the old feelings that I 
had forgotten come back to me. That is it, Marion. You 
freshen up my withered old heart as — what is it the 
Psalmist says? — the shadow of a great rock in a thirsty 
wilderness. You are the shadow, and my life is the thirsty 
wilderness. But with you all the old thoughts come back, 
just as if I were a boy again, singing in the choir of the 
parish church, only with a little more vigour." 

" But how can I do all that ? " 

" I do not know. It is so. Those worst parts of life, . 
which the moralist is always lamenting, one, after all, Marion, 
very easily forgets. I have been worse than most men, I 
suppose, because I kept it up till forty-five, and the average 
run of men knock oflF at thirty. I had a rackety time for five 
and twenty years. London, Paris, and Vienna taught me 
pretty well all there was to learn ; and I think I started in 
practice with as extended a knowledge of human nature as 
most young physicians." 

" If you are sorry for what is past, is it not better to think 
no more of it ? " 

" But I'm not sorry, you see. I enjoyed the whole run. 
Hang it, I enjoy everything ! I like my present life ; I like 
pocketing fees, and going about in a carriage to see rich 
patienta But I sometimes think I liked the old life better, 
when I made a precarious living, and chiefly by borrowing 
fTX)m Chauncey Chacomb. It's a very pleasant thing to sit 
among a lot of good fellows, and talk all night. There's an 
excitement about letting the morrow take care of itself. 
It is delightful to be out of society, and to please yourself 
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what yon do and how you live. There is a freedom, too, 
about the city of Prague which you cannot get anywhere 
else." 

" What is the city of Prague ? *• 

" It is the capital of Bohemia." 

" Then yon are not sorry, after all, for wasting so many 
years?" 

" Yes, I am. I am confoundedly sorry. Only I liked the 
time. If it was not for that, I should not be afraid of 
meeting old firiends, who might remind one of disagreeable 
things. And I dare say I might be able to repent now, 
which I cannot, just when I can afford it for the first time in 
my life." 

It was not quite the repentance that Marion might have 
wished, but she let that pass. 

" Then there is the third kind of life," he said, " and that 
is what I want to lead with you." 

"The five minutes are exceeded, Dr. Chacomb," said 
Marion. " Goodbye." 

" I had a letter from Mrs. Chauncey Chacomb the second 
to-day. She tells me your brother has written for money, 
and she has answered the letter. I hope it was not a rude 
and vulgar answer." 

" Fred ought not to have written. There is the answer." 

" I shall see her on Saturday. You shall never have such 
a letter as this again. Chauncey wants to do what he can 
for your brother, and smuggled a letter to me. What can 
he do?" 

"Nothing," said Marion, shortly. **We want no help 
fix)m your cousin." 

She knew that Chauncey Chacomb was a prey to hallu- 
cination; but she could not bear that they should turn to 
him for help in any, even the direst, necessity. It was 
enough for her to know that Chauncey bore her father an 
insane and meaningless hatred. 

The doctor had spoken of meeting old acquaintances. On 
the stairs he found himself face to face with a gentleman who 
had red hair, and plenty of it, a red face, and very aeedy 
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afctire. Dr. Chacomb changed ooloar, and drew bimsdf np to 
let the other pass. 

" Hallo ! Joe— Dr. Chacomb. Who the deuce would have 
thought of finding you here ? " ^ 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. — ^Mr. — '* 

" As if you didn't know me — ^Dicky Carew. And what a 
swell you are, Joe ! What are you up to now ? Is it true 
that you've come out strong in tiie pill and powder line, and 
cut your old friends ? " 

^* I have business of importance, Mr. Carew, and must wish 
you good morning. Have the goodness to address me in 
future by my surname." 

" I will, Joe — I will. I always do, in fact, when an old 
pal has got up in the world. Not that you and I were ever 
exactly pals in the strict sense of the word. I don't think, 
for instance, that I owe you any money. But you have been 
seen at our nightly free and easy, Joe — I mean Dr. Chacomb 
— haven't you ? " 

The doctor tried to push past him, but his old friend stood 
on the stairs facing him, with one arm laid on the stair rail 
and the other propped against the wall, so that it was im- 
possible to get by without using violence ; and Dicky looked 
so genial, so glad to see him, that Joseph Chacomb became 
Joe again. 

" Come, Dicky," he said, " I am not best pleased to meet 
you, because I am out of the old set now, and cannot be as I 
was before. You understand that, perfectly ?" 

" Lord bless you ! — ^yes. I understood it in a minute. Can 
you, in those togs, be a pal of mine, while I am in these ? 
Not to be thought of, Joe — I mean Dr. Chacomb. And so 
you've got on in the world— that's quite clear. Pride, nowa- 
days, instead of going before a fall, comes after a rise. When 
I rise, Dr. Chacomb, we will be haughty together." 

" I am doing very well. And you ? " 

" Life with me," said Dicky, " is stationary. The stream 
of Time flows on without stopping, but brings no change to 
ma Perhaps, some day, the world will be sorry to think — ** 

"What are you doi^g now ? Are you on any good paper?" 
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" On two admirable papers, if they only paid better ; and 
in a Hermit's good graces, if only he valued my services 
higher. Doing pretty well, Dr. Chacomb ; rising steadily, I 
think." 

" Let ine look at yon," said the doctor. " Ah, I sea The 
old story, Dicky. I see it in your eyes and in your cheeks ; 
it's telling on your nerves. Knock it off. Good morning." 

" Yes, Joe," said Dicky, trying to intercept him, " I will 
consider your advice, which I am sure is based upon the 
soundest" — 

" Good morning, Mr. Carew," said the doctor, pushing past. 

"One moment, Dr. Chacomb— one word only. At this 
juncture, owing to my aunt in Cumberland not having re- 
mitted me my rents, my editor being away on a holiday, and 
my publishers being, like myself, in temporary embarrass- 
ment, I should be very much obliged if you would lend me 
half a sovereign. The money shall be repaid on Saturday 
morning, at half-past ten punctually, and at any spot that 
shall be most convenient to you to meet me." 

The doctor produced the coin, and handed it to Dicky, 
who, directly he touched it, sprang up the steps rapidly. 

Seeing Miss Eevel's door open, he looked in. 

"Good morning, Miss Revel," he whispered, with a face 
like the morning sun for redness and for smiles. 

" Is that you, Mr. Carew ? Are you going upstairs ? " 

" Tea Are you quite well, Miss Revel ? Ah ! And Miss 
Adie quite well, too ? Ah ! " 

TiieTi he went a few steps higher up. 

He stupperl, for a thought struck him. 

He turned round^ and began to slowly descend the stairs. 

Then he sped swiftly, so as to give reflection no chance, for 
the nearest public-house 

" I know it is Dad for me," he said, with the glass in his 
hand ; " but it doesn't do to be always thinking of oneself— 
it isn't Christian." 
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CHAPTER XXrt 



FLUSHED mentally and facially with the effects of this 
self-denial extraordinary, Dicky Carew mounted the 
steps which led to his employer's rooms three at a time. He 
did not observe at first — being a little late, and perhaps on 
that account anxious to begin work without any preliminary 
remarks — a singular change in his patron's appearance. 
When, however, he was seated, and ventured to look up, he 
was astonished. The Hermit had exchanged his long Cash- 
mere dressing-gown — which gave him, owing to his great 
height and thin figure, something the air of a jointed tele- 
graph post — for a new and fashionably cut walking coat, 
designed for a man of five-and-twenty. He had reduced his 
white hair to a more practicable length, trimmed his white 
moustache after the fashion of the modem youth, wore a pair 
of pearl-grey trousers, and a flower in his button-hole. In 
fact, he had postponed the morning interview with the 
secretary in order to call upon his fellow-lodgers. Dicky, 
beside this elderly dandy, looked almost supematurally 
shabby. The Becluse was standing before the glass, still 
adjusting and trimming, with the air of a petit crM, Some- 
how, too— was it the effect of a little rouge ? — ^his cheeks, 
contrary to their wont, seemed to have upon them a faint 
tinge of colour, a delicate bloom, very pretty to look at. By 
craft and mysterious art, known only to himself, this lonely 
dweller in a cave had made himself look some twenty years 
younger. He might now have passed for a man of thirty- 
five to forty, prematurely grey. 

"I am here, sir," said Dicky, taking up his pen and 
adjusting his pad. 

It was then that he looked up and observed the remarkable 
change in his employer's costume. 

Mr. Lilliecrip grunted, and tied his neck ribbon again^ 
catching the full effect of the light upon the downward stroke 
of the right hand end. 
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" Hold your tongue," he added, tearing off the tie in a 
rage, and taking another from a box. " Tou have interrupted 
me in an inspiration which may never come again. How 
dare you speak unless you are spoken to ? " 

The inspiration referred to his tie : his secretary understood 
him to allude to something about George the Fourth, the Prince 
Consort, Washington, or Tippoo Sahib— all of whom seemed 
somehow mixed up together in those extraordinary memoirs. 

Dicky waited submissively, only letting his imagination 
loose on that little drama of revenge of which I have already 
spoken. This old buck — this elderiy Hermit, dressing him- 
self in the glass to gratify a perfectly meaningless vanity — 
how if he had him at his mercy ! 

" Had it been myself," thought the secretary, " dressing to 
partake of the buxom, the ripe, the juicy Medlar hospitality, 
or to escort Ready Vy vyan — ^I know she loves me, poor little 
Popsy — ^to the theatre ; or going to meet Winifred Owen on 
her way frona the telegraph like Fred Revel ; or to take Miss 
Marion Revel— the angel — out for a walk, if she'd let me, 
which she never would, it would be a different thing. There 
might be some sense in my wearing peari-grey trousers, a 
lemon-coloured waistcoat, diamond studs, and a flower in my 
button-hole. But for an elderly Hermit, for a miserable 
Solitary — pah ! it's disgusting ; it makes one sick. I should 
like to spoil his beauty for a week." 

" Tell me, sir," said Mr. Lilliecrip, turning to him with an 
imperative air — " tell me if this necktie sits properly. What 
do you think of the angle ? Does it not rather spoil the 
perfect regularity of outline of the features ? Give me your 
opinion, if you are capable of having one on so important a 
matter as dress." 

" I am not a valet," said Dicky, sulkily. 

" I forgot — no. You are one of those failures of civilisa- 
tion called a copying clerk. Not a valet — no. Beau Brummell 
once told me — " 

"Were you his valet?" Dicky asked, with a fierceness 
which surprised Mr. Lilliecrip, who made no answer, but 
proceeded with his tie. At length it was finished. 
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"Now, sir," said Mr. Lilliecrip, in his coldest voice — 
" now, sir, you are bte again, I have warned you already, 
nuDd.'' 

The beer was up in Dicky's brain by this time, and he felt, 
with a glow of self-respect, that Mr. Lilliecrip had really 
better not go too far. When the humblest worm has had 
two glasses of beer in the morning, over and above its usual 
quantity, that worm will turn and present a warlike front. 
Under ordinary circumstances, it is a mistake to suppose 
that a perfectly sober worm will ever turn. In this ca^, 
Dicky was emboldened by the success of his remark. 

"I am ready," he repeated, doggedly. "Go on; go on, 
Beau Brumraell." 

" Where did I leave off yesterday ? " 

" I forget," said the scribe, with a laugh. " I think you 
were dining with William the Conqueror, after you van- 
quished Henry the Eighth at Waterloo." 

Mr. Lilliecrip looked daggers, but answered nothing. 
Dicky noticed, however, that his hand trembled, and nerved 
himself for war. 

The Recluse took a paper, and read it over. 

"You have spelt developed, Mr. Carew, with two ^'«. 
That is the French way. I thought you were totally ignorant 
of French. I see, by the way, that you are : Fouch^ appears 
on the next page with the wrong accent. So that yon 
are unacquainted — I mean only partially acquainted — with 
English. Of course, in a tenth -rate literary hack one does 
not expect much ; but surely, in the intervals of penny-a- 
lining and drinking at public-house bars, some of the imper- 
fections of an early education might be repaired by the help 
of a little industry." 

If he had accused him of shabbiness, of intemperate habits, 
of extravagance, of unpunctuality, of any ordinary small sins, 
he would have borne it patiently. But to be accused of an 
illiterate education, it was too much. The lightning played 
round Dicky's eyes, and for a moment he was like Achilles 
resenting the insults of Agamemnon. Aided, perhaps, like 
that illustrious hero, by the goddess, he repressed his wrath, 
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and answered with a mildness like the thyrsus of Bacchus, 
because it concealed a sharp point — 

" In which paper did I spell the word wrongly ? Was it 
the one where you described the only time you ever went to 
the theatre with Walter Tyrrell, the murderer of William 
Rufus ; or the occasion on which you were invited by Richard 
the Second to meet Sir William Walworth at a State dinner 
in the Tower?" 

Nothing could justify this speech, not even that second 
visit to the house of call. Still Dicky felt, though the glove 
was in a manner thrown down, that such an extemporaneous 
plunge into English history reflected the greatest credit upon 
him. He wagged his head as if more might come, and took 
up his pen again. 

"I am ready, sir," he repeated, in his mildest manner. 
** Pray go on." 

Uneducated! imperfections of an early education! He, 
who had been captain of Biddlecombe Grammar School, and 
afterwards assistant master at a commercial academy at 
Exeter, until an unpleasantness connected with the master's 
daughter, needless to relate, had driven him forth, and sent 
him to seek his fortune in London! Imperfections of an 
early education! Dicky's feelings were cruelly outraged; 
but he repressed himself, and repeated, calmly — 

" I am ready, sir." 

Mr. Lilliecrip, who had seated himself opposite his secre- 
tary, looked at him curiously and nervously. The offensive 
remarks addressed to him in reference to early kings of 
English history appeared, however, to produce no effect, after 
the first shock, upon his calm and cold air. On the contrary, 
they made him look colder of aspect. He waited a little, and 
then went on, as if nothing had happened — 

" ' At one of the Chiswick parties, it matters little in what 
year, I had the pleasure of meeting Talleyrand.' Have you 
taken that down, Mr. Carew ? There are two I's in Talley- 
rand." 

" * I had the pleasure of meeting Cardinal Wolsey/ " said 
the secretary. 
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Beally, some fate was possessing Bichai^. Raro arUece^ 
derUem — his sin was finding him out. It was all that fatal 
second glass of beer. 

"Talleyrand/' repeated Mr. Lilliecrip, mildly. "*The 
diplomatist, although then considerably advanced in years 
was in his best spirits, and said some of his happiest things. 
Among others that I remember — " 

" Remember ! " echoed Dicky. " Ho ! ho ! ho ! " 

Not a loud laugh, but an offensively quiet one, as if the 
producer was enjoying a joke all to himself. 

Mr. Lilliecrip took no kind of notice. 

** * Among other things that I remember was a reply he 
made to a young nobleman of ducal rank, who wished to 
silence the talk of certain lacqueys. * Young man,* he said, 

* let us listen to your betters.' " 

" Capital," said Dicky. " Ebve you forgotten the rest <rf 
the story ? " 

"Sir?" 

The voice was as cold as steel ; but Dicky was protected 
with the armour which goes with Dutch courage, and felt it 
not. 

*' I always want to write down the end of your stories," he 
said. "Did the noble entertainer at Chiswick kick out 
Cardinal Wolsey — I mean Talleyrand ? or did the noble scion 
of a ducal house kick him out ? And what view did Henry 
the Eighth take of it ? Were you beheaded on Tower-hill 
for laughing at the Cardinal's impudence ? " 

"When you have finished your morning's work, sir, we 
shall exchange a few words." 

"I am ready, sir," said Dicky, again with the look of 

humility. Only he spoiled his submission by a chuckle, and 

a soft " Ho ! ho ! ho ! Henry the Eighth ! " 

\ " ' It is not generally known that the way to eat asparagus ' 

-Vthere is only one r and no A in that word, Mr. Carew — 

* *as for a long time the subject of much social discussion. 
I once dined with Queen Adelaide, after she became a widow, 
in private. There was no other gnest, and she was good 
enough to give me her views on this important point. ' I 
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tell yon/ she said, * because I am glad to interchange thoughts 
with a man like yourself, who has made all the minutiae of 
social life the subject of his profound study/ " 

« Did she say all that ? " asked Dicky. " Oh, oh r 

Mr. Lilliecrip pursued his story. 

" * For my own part,' said the dowager queen, ' I always 
eat it with my fingers.' She did so in efiect, and I imitated 
her example.' " 

Dicky saw no opening for any caustic remark after this 
brilliant anecdote, and Mr. Lilliecrip dictated — still in his 
cold, impressive manner — two or three more anecdotes, which 
were also too vapid to present the slightest opening for any 
comment, involving nothing more than an innuendo against 
the virtue of a noble lady deceased, and another greatly dis- 
honouring a celebrated statesman, also deceased. Then he 
took a bundle of papers, and tossed them across the table to 
Dicky, ordering him to read them aloud for his correc- 
tion. 

Dicky proceeded to obey mechanically. Presently he ob- 
seiTed that his patron was staring straight before him, obvi- 
ously not attending. His imagination was in that fine state 
of activity which is peculiar to a condition of chronic nightly 
intoxication, gently stimulated by a '^ hair of the dog that bit 
you " in the morning. And he gave it full play, reading in 
a sonorous and even melodious tone, while the unconscious 
Mr. Lilliecrip sat with his thoughts wandering. 

I regret to say that he made nonsense of the invaluable 
Memoirs ; more than that, as he saw that he was not observed, 
he introduced irrelevant and even improbable matter, with 
anachronisms of the wildest kind, and anecdotes of his own 
invention. Never had Dicky been so carried away by the 
force of his own imagination. Like a pent-up stream, the 
waters of fancy gushed and bubbled out, and, like the winter 
torrents in a thirsty land, they brought ruin and destruction 
with them, instead of fertility and smiling vegetation. Itn- 
punity emboldened him. Now and then he looked up ; but 
seeing Mr. Lilliecrip motionless, he proceeded with his fatal 
comedy. After reading in this irreverent and burlesque 
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manner for a quarter of an hour or so, he might, had he been 
looking off the paper at the moment, have remarked a sudden 
change in the Hermit's eyes — only for a moment. His lips 
twitched, his colour came and went, and then he sat as before 
— his cold, calm eyes still gazing into space, as if he was 
thinking of something far away. 

" The first time I ever saw Peter the Hermit " — Dicky was 
reading with a full richness of tone which showed his own 
enjoyment of the situation — " the first time I ever saw Peter 
the Hermit was on the occasion when the then Dean of West- 
minster, against the opinion of the leading clergy, introduced 
him to the Abbey to preach a charity sermon for the Crusade. 
They collected eighteen marks and a groat, a large sum for 
those days. The whole was handed to Peter, who put it in 
his pocket with a genial wink. After the collection, we dined 
together — a quiet dinner at the Ship, for Peter was fond of 
whitebait. King Richard was there. Sir Robert Peel, Mr. 
Gladstone, Bismarck, Saladin, the Dean and Bolingbroke. 
Nobody else but myself. The conversation turned after 
dinner upon gallantry. I was astonished at the freedom with 
which the English statesmen expressed their opinions, espe- 
cially Mr. Gladstone. Peter told some capital stories. I only 
remember one, and that, I am sorry to say, I am unable to 
repeat. The taste of the age, as is well known, was then 
different to our own. Peter was no exception, and Sir Robert 
enjoyed a free anecdote. As for Saladin he broke his chair 
with laughing. The secret history of the Crusades has yet to 
be written. If I have time I shall write it. 

" It is not generally known that the * Wandering Jew ' was 
staying in Lowland Street, Tottenham Court Road, about ten 
years ago. He had lodgings on the second floor, where he 
used to cook his own meals. His name was never uttered to 
anybody except myself, and I have promised not to reveal it 
unless he gives permission. He was a cheery bird, fond of 
singing the * Steam Leg,' which was his only song ; but he 
was a grumbler, and often complained of fatigua The 
knowledge of drinks which he had gathered during his long 
peregrinations was extraoixlinary, and many is the artful 
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compound he has brewed for me. I have the receipts, and 
mean to write them out at the end of my Memoirs. He 
always declared dry champagne to be the best and most 
wholesome of liquors. After that he placed AUsopp — when 
you have it genuine. He did not like quassia in his malt. 
I never coold get him to tell me whence he drew his supplies ; 
but he seemed to have letters of credit on all the banks in the 
world. He was a man of innumerable bonnes fortunes. He 
loved kidneys for breakfast. He once said to me, after a 

night of it, * Lord , a man of your transcendent abilities 

ought to do something for the world, if it is only to double 
the salaiy of your secretary, and to offer him an occasional 
glass of ale — ' " 

"Enough of this buffoonery, sir," said Mr. Lilliecrip, 
rising, with great solemnity. " This is Monday. We will 
consider our engagement at an end from this moment. I owe 
you, I believe, at the rate of three shillings a visit, the sum of 
six shillings. There is the amount. Leave the room ! " 

For the moment Dicky, who was still in the full flow of 
recollections, hardly comprehended the blow. He dropped 
the papers, and gazed stupidly in Mr. Lilliecrip's face. 

"You hear me, sir. Leave the room ! Not a word of explana- 
tion or apology. Qo ; and let me see your face no more." 

Dicky made haste to seize the six shillings — that was, at 
least, something tangible. Then he pulled himself together. 
As it was quite clear that he was dismissed, and he saw very 
plainly that he had done for himself entirely, he concluded 
not to go without relieving his mind in some degree of his 
real feelings. 

" What, because I enlivened the monotony of your rubbish 
by substituting some better stories of my own ? Come forth, 
Hermit of the Dale — don't be unreasonable ! " 

Mr. Lilliecrip turned paler, if that were possible. 

"I have known," says Dicky, assuming an air of dignity 
quite beyond his income, " for a long time that the pretended 
Memoirs were nothing but falsehoods, which you intended to 
palm off upon the world as real Memoirs and recollections. 
Why, man, there is not a page in the whole collection but 
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will confute yon as soon as it is printed, if it appears in tbe 
next ten years. And if it is kept dark for fifty, the dense 
stupidity of the thing will damn it infallibly. Besides 
which, my own self-respect was at stake in being a party to 
this impudent forgery." 

" Give me back those papers, sir, and leave the room." 

Mr. Lilliecrip trembled visibly as he spoke. Perhaps a 
hermitage of fourteen years* duration does not strengthen 
the nerves. 

" No," said the rebellious secretary, folding them up — " I 
shall keep these ; I mean to show them about. I shall tell 
the whole world what a humbug lives in Lowland Street 
By Jove, there are the names of living statesmen among 
them. I will go to them, and let them know what is pre- 
paring. Your name and your pursuits shall be published, 
sir. You shall be made notorious. We shall find out who 
it is has been living here by himself for fourteen years. And 
you shall know what it is to call Richard Carew an illiterate 
copying clerk." 

He paused, for Mr. Lilliecrip was of a ghastly pallor. 
Then Dicky hardened his heart, and went on — 

" For three years I have endured you, and I am glad it is 
over. You Pagan pretender, you treated me like a dog. 
You unchristian monk, you gave me the wages of a dog. 
You had no more consideration for the man who worked for 
you than if he had been a machine. I always longed to tell 
you my mind, and now I hava Unholy Hermit, you are a 
humbug ! " 

He produced the papers, folded up in a roll, and flourished 
them in his enemy's face. 

" Now I have you in my power," he said, melodramatically. 
" Now, impostor, hiding away because you are ashamed or 
afraid to face the world, I can do what I please with yon. 
You shall be unmasked. You are in my power. Ha ! ha ! " 

It was quite the realisation of his dream, and a thing 
altogether to be enjoyed. 

" This is too much," cried the Recluse. " Give me back 
my papers, or I will force them from you." 
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** Will you fight me for them ? " asked Dicky, who was as 
plucky a man as ever drank Devonshire cider. " I wish you 
would. My wind is not so good as it was, but I could double 
you up like an empty thread-paper. Or will you ring the 
bell, and send for a policeman ? If you do, I will stay here 
till he comes, and make you go before the magistrates, and 
give your real name. All Lowland Street will come too. I 
shall tell the magistrate that I would no longer be a party 
to an abominable deception of posterity, and am before him 
in consequenca" 

He placed the roll in his pocket, put on his hat, and took 
up the clouded cane of which he was so fond. 

" You will see me again, Simon Stylites," he observed, at 
the door. " I resign your employment I shall look in upon 
you in a day or two and report progress. I am going to be 
your bugbear. For the present, good morning." 

He left the room with a loftiness of bearing which pleased 
himself immensely. His soul was in a tumult of pleasure at 
the recollection of the many fine things he had said ; nor was 
it till some hours afterwards, when the flurry of his spirits 
had in a measure subsided, that he began to realise the im- 
portance of the salary he had lost. 

It was to Mrs. Medlar that he communicated, first of all, 
the news of his revolt, and the eloquence with which he had 
conducted the business of the final scene. 

" But you have lost your salary, and how will you live ? " 

This was a new light, in which he had not thought of 
regarding the situation. 

"Go back and make terms, Mr. Carew," she said — "go 
and offer him the papers back again for what he will give. 
Lord ! what's the use of being proud ? Why bite your nose 
off to spite your face ? Make it up again. You know his 
secrets." 

" Viper ! " — he did not mean Mrs. Medlar — " Viper ! I do, 
I shall grind him to powder beneath this heel." 

" Well," she replied, " there isn't much bft to grind with ; 
and if you don't make it up with him there won't be any sole 
left either. However in the world could you go to be so 
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foolish ? The usual thing I suppose — a drop of something. 
Now, mind, Mr. Carew, you don't marry me unless you take 
the pledge." 

She offered him no refreshment; she gave him no applause. 
It was as if Amadis de Gaul, after his proudest achievement, 
when he conquered the giants of Armenia and carried them 
away captive to the enchanted Princess of the Island of 
Morocco, had been received by the chosen of his heart with 
a scoff and a question instead of an accolade or a chaste 
salute. 

Dicky felt the reception deeply. 

" For thy sake," he might have said — " for thy sake, Lady 
Medlar, have I recovered the self-respect of an honest man. 
What if the spirit which prompted the deed was fortified and 
encouraged by a draught of Burton — old and mild ? " 

Alas! many a notable jest has been lost to the world 
through the want of appreciation of those who first hear it. 
And there are some women, love they never so madly, who 
cannot convert their husbands into heroes. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

rmust be owned that Dicky, face to face with the im- 
mediate loss to his income caused by his freedom of 
speech, felt next morning a little out of spirits. He did not 
follow Mrs. Medlar's advice, and humiliate himself before his 
enemy, having an instinctive assurance that it would serve 
no useful purpose. On the contrary, he carried his plunder, 
the roll of manuscript Memoirs, to the British Museum, to 
read them, with a view of doing what mischief he could to 
the man who had dared to call him illiterate. 

Away from the personal influence of the Hermit, whose 
cold and measured manner never failed at the time to impress 
the amanuensis with a profound sense of truthfulness, Dicky 
found it horrible to realise the prodigiousness of the vast 
collection of liea They were gross, palpable, and foolish lies. 
They were slanderous. They betrayed themselves. They 
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were fall of anachronisms ; dead and living men were mixed ; 
and tbey had not, as some of these anecdotes of social life 
have, the spice of ill-nature and epigram wanted to make 
them attractive. The Hermit was a poor storyteller. The 
stories he told were like those of the very bad French 
novelists who lived under the Consulate and First Empire — 
their works are nearly all out of print, but you may get hold ^ 
of them now and then if you search — ^who have no other • 
recommendation than a gush of language without parallel in 
literature, and comparable only to the mouth of a main 
drain. The Hermit was not only a weak and foolish man — 
weak on the side of personal vanity, foolish in shutting him- 
self up because he had a spite against the world — but he 
was a man full of morbid desires and tastes. He courted 
notoriety. Men have been known, for the sake of notoriety, 
to abandon wife and children, pass as martyrs, and take up 
the most unhealthy forms of extreme opinions in a party cry. 
No one, so far as I know— except Mr. Greville and my 
Hermit — ever deliberately contemplated the purchase of 
immortality by the production of clap-trap and sensation 
memoirs. 

Dicky read and made notes, thinking best how to turn his 
plunder to his own gain and the discomfiture of his enemy. 
Mr. Lilliecrip called him illiterate! Ah! And copying 
clerk. Good. Pretended that he had no acquaintance with 
French — did he? And but a partial acquaintance with 
English. Very rich — very correct indeed. Dicky would be 
revenged ; but he did not yet quite see his way. Presently 
the clock struck one, and he was reminded of the dinner 
hour. 

There are many shady retreats in the neighbourhood of 
the British Museum where the weary student may find 
refreshment — there used to be one, indeed, in the institution 
itself; but the authorities, who in the cause of knowledge 
are inexorable, discovered 'that the country people pre- 
ferred Banbury cakes to Babylon bulls, veal and ham pies to 
mummies and marbles, and so at length removed it: 
Among the neighbouring hostelries, the one chosen by 
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Dicky and his immediate circle of fiiends owned a sanded 
floor, a large fireplace, and lialf a dozen wooden cribs, with 
settles, like those of the Cheshire Cheese and the Cock — a 
device by which the proprietors persuaded the unthinking 
that their steaks and chops had a hidden virtue unknown 
to places where the floor is carpeted and the seats are 
cushioned. 

He was still suffering from the excitement natural after a 
battle in which barren honour was the only result on which 
he could pride himself. He dined alone, although there 
were fiiends in the other boxes. After his chop, he ordered 
a glass of the beverage which best he loved, whisky and 
water hot, and lighting a pipe — you may smoke in this 
establishment — ^began to think how to recover his losses. 
Fifteen shillings a week. It was a good deal to lose. It 
was half his income. 

While he smoked, stirred his grog, and meditated, he was 
disturbed — agreeably at first — ^by the entrance of a man he 
knew. 

He was a very big man, with whiskers which grew all 
round his face and stuck out under his chin, leaving that 
feature free and clean. This gave him a truculent expression. 
He looked all round the room, and spotting his man, who 
was no other than Dicky, strode noisily across the floor, and 
banging his fist on the table, uttered these remarkable words, 
in the deepest bass ever heard — 

" You precious scoundrel ! " 

The other gentlemen in Dicky's walk of life who were 
dining at the time naturally took a lively pleasure in the 
prospect of a row ; there was a general silence, and craning 
of heads round the divisions. 

" You precious scoundrel ! " the stranger repeated. Then, 
observing the presence of others, he addressed the company 
genemlly. 

"Gentlemen, I put it to you. You shall judge what a 
villain this fellow is. I have engaged him for the last two 
years on a paper — a property of my own, gentlemen. Yon, 
as literary men, will appreciate the care and trouble I have 
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had to narse this property. My own child, gentlemen. I 
invented the title ; I found the capital to start it ; I bore the 
loss for six months — though I could ill afford it. This 
double-dyed blackguard — *' 

" Draw it mild — I say," expostulated one of the hearers. 
" It isn't parliamentary." 

" No, sir, I repeat, this double-dyed blackguard, to whom 
I have paid — ah ! paid Enormous sums of money — " 

" Well," said Dicky, driven to desperation — " it was seven 
and six a week. What is it I've done ? Tell me quickly, 
can't you ? Play up your pretty pipe, shepherd." 

The big man gnashed his teeth at this allusion to his 
voice. 

"This snake in the grass, gentlemen — but I must tell 
you that mine is a Christian paper, and a Church paper. 
It is no other than the Christian Clerk and Vestrymen's 
Bosom Friend,** 

It is difficult to explain why the countenances of the 
assembly relaxed, and their faces broadened with smiles. 
But so it was. 

" The Christian Clerk — my property, my title. You will 
hardly believe, gentlemen, that after being in my employ on 
that paper for two years — after receiving, as I said, Enormous 
sums of money — he sends me last week a collection of 
infamous paragraphs, bringing the clergy into ridicule, 
attacking the aristocracy, and breathing nothing short of 
open infidelity ! Would you believe that, gentlemen ? And 
I trusted him, gentlemen, and printed it all, without even 
reading his proofs." 

There was a universal shout. 

Dicky, in a cold perspiration, saw at once — ^with a fearful 
foreboding of what would happen next — what had happened. 
He said nothing, but looked mutely round the well-known 
faces for sympathy. 

He received none. They' were all laughing, except the 
unlucky proprietor of the paper, who raged in their midst. 

There was one other exception. In the box next to Dicky's 
but nearer the door, there sat a bearded gentleman, perhaps 
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the greatest Bohemian of them all, who, instead of laughing 
with the rest, fixed his eyes on the injured editor, and gravely 
wagged his head, expressing by this movement his profound 
sympathy with the Christian Clerk. 

Then Dicky laughed himself, and the merriment was 
general. But a worse thing happened. Another man, whose 
face was only too well known to Mr. Carew, opened the door, 
and looked up and down the room. Seeing the person he 
was in search of, he darted with a tigerish bound and some- 
thing like a yell towards Dicky's table. 

" Now, sir," he cried, in a profound voice, and banging his 
fist on the table with a crash that rattled the crockery all 
over the room — ** now, sir, what have you got to say to me ? " 

" Nothing," said Dicky — ^*' only take care of the plates, and 
don't destroy the property. They charge a great deal here 
for a broken glass." 

There was instantly a dead silence. 

The man was a very little man indeed, with an immense 
head and bearded face, a very ferocious type of man — one 
who would have called himself Lucius Junius Brutus in the 
first years of the Revolution, and paraded the streets bawling 
"Death to Tyrants!" 

Dicky knew him, too ; but he was now reckless. 

"Destroy the property?" echoed the new-comer. "De- 
stroyer of property yourself. Tell me again, what have yon 
to say? I will expose you among your friends. Listen, 
gentlemen. This man has been on my staff for two years. I 
have learned to trust him. He has written for the Weekly 
Intelligence — my property, gentlemen." 

There was a grin of universal expectation on every face, 
except that of the hairy gentleman above named, who caught 
the little man's eye, and shook his head with a sympathising 
gravity. 

" The Weekly Intelligence, No doubt many of you here 
are subscribers." There was another grin at this hypothesis, 
which showed too amiable a confidence in the purchasing 
and reading powers of his audience. " This man here wrote 
for me/' 
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** Are yon," asked the proprietor of the Christian Clerk— 
" are you the editor of that infamous journal ? And do you, 
Bir" — he turned to Dicky — "do you dare to say you wrote 
for the Christian Clerk at the same time that you wrote for 
the Weekly Intelligence f Hypocrite ! " 

Dicky wagged his head, but answered not. 

"Infbmous journal, sir! What do you mean?" cried 
the little man. "Ill make you know, sir; Til teach you, 
sir." 

As he advanced, the big man retreated, being, indeed, an 
egregious coward. But before he left the room he shook his 
fist at Dicky. 

" You are discharged, sir. You are discharged. Ask for 
what I owe you, if you dare." 

As he left the room, the sympathetic man of letters rose 
and left too. In five minutes he returned, and turned his 
grave and thoughtful face upon the other editor. 

He was still haranguing the room. He told how he had 
trusted in the Radical principles of the man before him ; how 
he believed him superior to the trammels of superstition ; 
how he denounced kings, priests, and nobles, with a cheerful 
vigour which raised the circulation of the paper — 

" Then you ought to have raised my pay," said Dicky. 

— How his own confidence grew to such an extent that he 
even allowed the proofs to pass unread ; and how — gentlemen 
— how on the last Sunday morning his attention had been 
called by a friend to an article in which the bishops and 
clergy of the Church of England were held up to general 
admiration as possessing all the virtues. 

There was no sympathy with this editor any more than 
with the first. He looked upon the grinning faces around 
with a disgust too great for words. The bearded and long- 
haired man near the door preserved a calm and even sad 
demeanour when the editors glance fell upon him, only 
raising his hands in deprecation of Dicky's iniquity. 

" Now, Mr. Carew," he wound up, " you shall not say I 
tried to cheat you ; there's your money in full " — he threw 
three half-crowns upon the table — " and take your discharge." 

Z 
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He put on his hat with tremendous vigour, and, hurling 
defiant glances right and left, walked swiftly oat. 

The man who had not laughed went out aft»r him. 

Dicky, in the midst of acclamations, rose solemnly. 

"It's all true, gentlemen," he said. "T wrote for both 
those papers, and I must have mixed the articles. Anybody 
who knows of a vacancy may recommend me." 

" If I hear of any, Dicky, that I can't fill myself, you shall 
have the office," said one of them. 

The second clause of the proviso exactly suited the sen- 
timents of the rest, who all repeated it, with slightly verbal 
alterations. Then the man with the long hair and the ragged 
beard came back, with transfigured and radiant countenance. 

He had secured both jobs. 

That man, the only one who saw the opportunity and seized 
it, is now in comparative affluence. He is the principal 
literary prop of the Christian Clerk — ^whose circulation has 
trebled during the late Christian revival — and he has led 
the Weekly Intelligence to dazzling heights of revolutionary 
audacity, in which even the editor himself sometimes feels 
dizzy. Of course his pay is trebled too. 

The moral is obvious. 

It was with a heavy heart that Dicky turned into the 
street when the afternoon sdance finished. No occasion for 
him to go back to the Museum for the present. The pam- 
phlets and the magazines might rest uncjisturbed. His 
occupation was gone, and with it his salary. 

Presently he reflected on the cause of the sudden down- 
fall of his worldly prospects ; and he remembered that a third 
glass of gin and water was the cause of the fatal exchange 
of " copy " for the papers, while an unwonted early visit to 
the house of convivial hospitality caused the outbreak with 
the Hermit. 

Then he met Miss Etheli'eda Vyvyan in Holbom, on her 
way home from rehearsal. She skipped up, in her artless 
and cheerful manner, and slapped him on the shoulder. 

" Dicky, my boy, the grandmother is ill — poor old girl !— 
and you must pay up." 
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«*Pay up, Popsy?" 

"Don't call me Popsy, because it's cheek, and I won't 
allow it. I am Ethelreda Vyvyan, of the Royal Hemisphere 
Theatre, if you please. But you must pay up, old boy, 
whether you call me Popsy or Ready ; and it's close upon five 
pounds. I'll toss you whether we make it five-ten or a fiver 
clear — come." 

" I'm going into the City instantly," said Mr. Carew, " to 
see my lawyer. He is engaged in selling out some stock 
for me." 

"Ah! and going down to Westmoreland afterwards to 
see your dear old aunt, who sends you such regular supplies, 
are you not ? Now, Dicky, pay up, and no more humbug 
between friends. I wouldn't bother, old man, if I didn't 
want the dibs — ^I wouldn't, really." 

"I haven't got any money, Popsy. That's the real 
truth." 

" Then give me what you have." 

" I've got nothing, Popsy, except a pound ; and I must 
pay my rent, mustn't I ? Your Dicky would have to find a 
lodging in the ' cauld, cauld blast.* Oh ! shelter me." 

" Dicky, it's pretty clear you've been going it a little too 
fre«. Now, take my advice, and stop it. You can pay 
grandmother at so much a week, if you like ; but no shirking. 
Come and see me to-morrow morning, and tell me what you 
are going to do." 

Poor Dicky! He was going to do nothing — ^there was 
nothing to do. 

Then he began to curse his ill fortune. 

Then he advanced a step, and cursed his fatal habit of 
drink 

Then he became suddenly and strongly repentant. 

And then, giving the rein to these wholesome meditations, 
he wandered up and down the street, revolving wholesomely 
the evil efiects of drink, till he came upon a place where a 
card was posted in the window inviting all to enter and take 
the pledge. 

Dicky thought of Mrs. Medlar s advice, obeyed the invita- 
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tion, and, withoat further consideration, put down the penny, 
and took the oath. 

At half-past nine that evening there was a knock at Mrs. 
Medlar s door. 

It was Dicky Carew. He was leaning for support against 
the doorpc)st. His hat was at the back of his head. He 
carried the clouded cane, but it was broken. His knees bent 
beneath him. He bore the external appearance of one who 
had been drinking, not wisely, but too well. 

Mrs. Medlar looked at him with rising wrath. 

" What have you got in your hand ? " she asked. 

" Itsh pledge," Dicky replied. " IVe come — tell you — 
Mishush Med — Med — ^Medlar — followed advishe, ekshlent 
advishe—took pledge, thought you'd like — look at it. Beshft 
of women. Thought Td pleashe you I " 



CHAPTER yyyr 

AS for the head of the Revel house — the unlucky Fred — ^he 
L was spending his three days of grace in a condition of 
absolute terror and remorse. He saw the hour approaching 
— he counted the strokes — when the home, such as it was, of 
his sisters would be literally stripped ; and he did not dare 
to tell the secret. He sat and listened, pretending to take 
an interest in their hopes and plans. He did not dare to 
tell his wife — the wife whom he did not dare to own. As 
always happens, he repented when it was too late. I do not 
know whether his repentance was quite of the kind advocated 
by the Christian preacher ; but it was deep and real, because 
he was extremely sorry. He knew that there was going to 
be a mauvais quart d'heurCy and he did not at all see his way 
clear to making things pleasant when the furniture was 
actually carried oft*. He foresaw the winged words of Adie, 
the tears of Marion; and he dreaded the explanation he 
bLould have to ofler to his wife. 
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For ten pounds and a box of cigars he had bought this 
misery. It was the dearest purchase he had ever made. 

Frederick Revel was not a young man who preferred evil 
to good ; nor had he what is meant when we talk of the vices 
of a young man. He did not, for instance, like Mr. Richard 
Carew, fall about the stairs on his way to bed. But he loved 
the semblance of an easy life, and he desired above all to 
keep things smooth. Had he been a prophet in Israel in 
those days when the kings liked to have pleasant oracles, 
though Rabshakeh, with the Tartan of Esarbanipal, was 
already knocking at the gate Gennath, Fred Revel would 
have sat before the king with smiling face and brow of 
unclouded sweetness, prophesying the most delightful future. 
For the sake of keeping things pleasant for himwelf, he was 
content to take Marion's money day by day. In order to 
make life more pleasant, he fell in love with Winifred. And 
not to disturb the existing pleasantness, he had forborne to 
consult his sister when he borrowed the money for which 
they were all of them now going to pay. 

A contemptible young man ? Well, yes — if you please. 
The curious thing about life is the way in which these 
contemptible young men sometimes manage to get liked. 
Everybody liked Fred. The women liked him for his 
bonny face, and that sweet smile of his which came so easily, 
meant so little, and yet seemed to mean so much. Men 
liked him, too — that is, men of a sympathetic turn — why, it 
would be hard to say, but principally because he was always 
in a good temper. Fred spoke ill of no man, because he 
harboured no malice. He never clashed with any one, 
because he had no ambition. He never refused to listen, 
and never grumbled at his own lot. Think what it is to be 
a man who is nobody's rival, who enVies no man, who is in 
no one's way, and who is always genial, friendly, and in a 
good humour. A most contemptible young man ; but there 
are plenty of his kind, like those pretty, fair-weather craft 
lying at anchor up Haslar Creek. A young man whose ideas 
of pleasure would expand with his available powers of spend- 
ing and . borrowing, but who would never cease to desire 
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enjoyment of some kind, were it only that of the Neapolitan 
beggar — to lie in the shade, and enjoy the softened reflec- 
tion of the glaring snn from the opposite wall. A young 
man to whom work of any kind is so distasteful as to be 
impossible : a man without a backbone. 

The day before the fatal morning, he made a little effort 
to communicate the trouble that was impending. 

It was after breakfast. Marion was engaged upon her 
work. Adie was preparing to go marketing. Fred was 
walking up and down the room restlessly. 

" Marion," he said, " I want forty pounds." 

She remembered a former request that she should invest 
money in a. sleeping partnership. 

" What is it for, Fred?" 

" Never mind what it is for. Will you let me have it?** 

" How can I ? I have not a quarter of the money." 

"Pshaw! always the same story. Have you not fifteen 
hundred pounds in the Stocks? Can you not sell out a 
paltry hundred for me when I ask you ? " 

" My poor Fred," she replied, " how often am I to tell you 
that the income we get from that sum is our only stand-by, 
and that nothing — no necessity, however pressing — shall 
make me part with it ? " 

Even then — had he only told her ! But he did not dare. 

She put on her hat hastily, and went out of the room, on 
her constant and never-ending errand of work and money. 
He looked after her, and groaned. His last chance of 
iwsing the money was gone. 

In the language of certain writers, Fred was not quite 
bad, because he was sorry to think of what was coming 
upon him. All the rogues who somehow miss general 
abhorrence may be def(^ded by much the same plea. The 
French jury brought in extenuating circumstances for the 
man who had murdered his father and his mother, on the 
ground that he was an orphan. We are told that M. 
Kakistos is not wholly a villnin, because he loves his mother, 
or because he sheds tears of repentance before his flogging, 
or because he has given a sovereign to convert the natives 
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of Fiji, or because he assures the chaplain that he is sorry 
for having murdered his grandfather, tortured his grand- 
mother, beaten his wife, and starved his children. Where 
is the old-fashioned villain, all wickedness, and as hard as 
nails? Nowhere. I declare that he is extinct — ^gone out 
with cock-fighting, the P.R., the highway robber, and 
Jonathan Wild. But plenty of things as l»d as those he 
used to do are perpetrated by smooth-handed young gentle- 
men like Fred Revel. What he had done was as bad. And 
yet he was no vulgar rogue, and would have scorned any 
action which might seem to him openly dishonest. 

And what would Winifred say ? 

A man of so gelatinous a nature ought not to have fallen 
in love at all. Of course, love is intended to imply intelligent 
selection. It involves an average vigour of mind, a certain 
amount of determination and pluck — none but the brave, we 
know, deserve the fair. It means perseverance, because every 
petit commis who marries on a hundred and twenty pounds 
a-year is proud of having achieved, by industry and the dis- 
play of extraordinary talents, a position which enables him 
to bring his bride to her cottage home. It means self- 
reliance; because no one would get engaged who was not 
full of trust in his own abilities. It makes, in the popular 
estimation, a great many lesser things — notably, a proof of 
the unselfish nature of the young man, in giving up every- 
thing, club life, independence, liberty, and the rest, for the 
sake of a woman. 

Yes. But Fred, unfortunately, flew in the face of the moral 
philosophy of love by slipping into it because it. was pleasant, 
and by marrying secretly because that was more pleasant. 

What is to be done with a man whose only notion of life 
is to have and to enjoy? It is fitting that sorrow and vexa- 
tion should fall upon him. It is well to read him stem 
lessons which he must learn, whether he likes it or not, and 
may lay to heart if he chooses; but what about those on 
whom his actions bring trouble? There are three women 
now — at first there were but two — who will mourn and 
lament if this young man come to harm. 
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He was a worthless chap, said schoolmaster Owen — who 
ought to know a worthless chap when he saw one, if ex- 
perience is any use. It is not for me to defend him, or to ask 
for any sympathy. From his childhood upwards, he had 
grasped at pleasure as the only good. He was blinded by his 
own passionate desire for enjoyment. He could not see 
beyond the present, he could not suffer more than the present 
pain. Why people liked him it is impossible to say, except 
that it was because he was so sanguine and so light-hearted. 

But here is a point of difficulty. He was, being a poor 
man, quite useless, and morally inferior. Suppose he had 
been rich, what a wealth of good qualities would have covered 
over and hidden, so that they could never have been sus- 
pected, these faults which bad fortune brought conspicuously 
to the front. He could not work, it is true, having no power 
of application ; nor could he refrain from present enjoyment 
if it was in any way to be obtained ; but these were defects 
quite unlikely to be noted in the daily life and conversation 
of a wealthy man. On the other hand, he was as handsome 
as Apollo ; he was physically brave ; he was truthful j he was 
honest and honourable in such general dealings as required 
no money ; he had proclivities in the direction of art ; he was 
of good taste, and as generous as Alcibiades. In fact, Fred 
often reminded me of that gallant who, in his turn, seems to 
have moulded his character on the well-known model of 
Absalom. Probably tradition brought the story of Absalom 
to Athens by way of Tyre and Cyprus. 

Whence it follows that prosperity, and not adversity at all, 
has uses as sweet as the fire to a bottle of port on a frosty 
day. I believe I should myself — but of course we should all 
be better, once out of the mire of savagery and over-feeding, 
were we free to go our own way, cultivate our taste, and 
gratify our sympathies. Lord, make and keep us rich. Amen. 

Fred appeared this morning in a state of agitation quite 
irregular and previously unknown. For the first time in his 
life he was ashamed of himself. He was in the position of a 
criminal about to be arrested, to whom escape was impossible. 

He had trifled with his breakfast, and eaten nothing. 
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Marion, busy with her thoaghts, took no notice, and presently 
went away on a commercial visit to Mr. Burls. Adie, who 
poured out his tea for him, saw there was something wrong, 
but forbore till Marion was gone. 

^^Now," she said, when the door was closed upon her 
sister, " what is it, Fred ? Tell me." 

"Nothing," he replied faintly. 

" Don't talk nonsense. Tell me everything." 

" Can you bear to hear everything?" he asked, in a hollow 
voice, not at all feigned. 

" I must, I suppose, some time or other," said his sister. 
" Come, Fred, dear, don't be a baby. Take your finger out 
of your mouth, and let me have a clean breast at once." 

" Well, hang it, Adie, you might be a little sympathetic. 
Ton know how unlucky I've been." 

" I do know that, Fred." She patted his hand with her 
soil and slender fingers, and sank down at his feet in a pretty, 
unstudied attitude — all Adie's attitudes were unstudied. " I 
do know, Fred. You've been so unlucky as to be bom with 
a great desire for good things and no money. So have I. 
I am exactly like yon. Nobody could be more unlucky than 
you and I. Let us sympathise together. Poor Marion is 
not too lacky either, because she has to work for all three of 
ua Let us sympathise with her too." 

"Three months ago, Adie, I was hard up," he began 
solemnly. 

" Why, my dear boy, what were you yesterday, or four 
months ago, or any time since I first knew you ? You were 
hard up when we were in the nursery together. For goodness 
sake do not look so solemn, Fred ; you frighten me." 

"Do let me go on, Adie; it is no laughing matter. I 
went to a man named Saul, a money-lender, and asked for an 
advance. He came here to see the security.'* 

"What security?" asked Adie, with quickening appre- 
hension. 

" The — ^the ftimiture, you know." 

" But that is not yours. It is Marion's." 

''It is mine and yours, I suppose, as well as Marion's. 
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My father left no will. At all events, it is too late to ask 
whose it is, because he came here and took an inventory. 
Then he made me sign a bill of sale — " 

"What is that?" 

" And gave me ten pounds and a box of cigars. The bill 
was dated at three months, and it was for thirty pounda Now 
it has mounted to forty. And, Adie, the bill falls due to-day." 

" But, Fred, you have no money. Tell me, can he take 
you — Fred ! can he take you to prison ? " 

" No, but he can take the chairs and things. Hush ! " — ^ho 
turned very pale — ^^I hear steps on the stairs. They are 
coming up now." 

Adie sprang to her feet, with a sudden horror upon her. 

The door opened, and Mr. Saul appeared alone. But there 
were two men behind, and a van drew up to the door. 

" Now, Mr. Revel," he said, taking off his hat with a bow 
to the young lady, " this is the day, you know, and I suppose 
you are ready to meet your liabilities." 

"No, I am not." 

" Hum ! That's awkward. Then you have found a good 
name, perhaps ? " 

" No, I have not." 

" Well, you will give me fresh security ? ** 

" I have none." 

" Not a single friend to help you ? Not any to help this 
young lady ? Not any other property ? " 

" None — nothing. You must do what you please." 

" Ah ! Well, I am very sorry, but we must proceed to 
remove the furniture. Benjamin, you may come in." 

Two men came in, and without further ceremony began to 
put chairs together and move things about. 

" What are they going to do, Fred ? " cried Adie. 

"They are going to take away all our furniture," her 
brother replied. 

" I am very sorry, young lady — very sorry indeed, to place 
you to any inconvenience ; but the law, you know — the law." 

" But it is not my brother's furniture. It is my sister^s, 
all of it." 
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** That's awkward too, because he said it was his own.'' 

The men went on in a swift business-like way. In three 
journeys up and down stairs they had nearly dismantled the 
room. 

" Not my music too," Adie cried, as a profane hand was 
laid upon her music stooL 

" Everything, Benjamin," said Mr. SauL 

" Everything ? " she asked. " Are you going to take our 
wardrobes ? " 

" Everything, Benjamin," said Mr. Saul, addressing his 
assistant, and not looking at the girl. 

" Oh, stop ! " she cried, " stay till my sister comes home. 
I think she will be able to pay oflf the money, or some of it. 
Spare our room, at any rate." 

Mr. Saul waved his hand with dignity in the direction of 
Fred, as much as to say, " You see the real culprit. I pity, 
but cannot help you." 

In the presence of the men Adie said nothing to her 
brother, who walked backwards and forwards with flushed 
cheek and restless step. 

" Can't you stop them at all, Fred ? " she asked. " Must 
everything go ? Oh, what will Marion say ? " 

He seized his hat and rushed from the room, leaving the 
girl alone with the men. 

"Show me," she said, "your authority for taking these 
things." 

Saul drew out of his pocket the bill of sale. 

" There is my authority, young lady. I would advise you 
not to resist it." 

" Resist it ? I resist it ? How can I ? Will you let me 
take one or two of my own things ? They are in the other 
room." 

" Benjamin," he replied, " go with the young lady into her 
room, and bring me what she wants to take away." 

"No, sir," she said proudly. "If I am to have the 
company of you and your assistants in my own room, I shall 
leave you to do your worst. The worst is to take away every- 
thing, is it not ? " 
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" That is the worst," said Mr. Saul. ** I assure yon, if I 
had known that I was advancing money on the security of 
furniture used by a young lady, I would have refused the 
loan — I would, indeed." 

" That is your worst. Then I will tell you that you are a 
cheat, and a thief, and a villain. You gave my brother ten 
pounds, and you exact forty. You are a Shylock." 

Mr. Saul, who had not expected to meet any one in the 
place except Fred, looked a little disconcerted. 

By this time the furniture was reduced to the carpet, which 
the men began to take up. 

*' How glad I am," said Adie, ^* that Marion's picture is 
gone ! " 

"Eh? What? Picture?" Mr. Saul was evidently alarmed. 
" Where is the inventory ? Why the devil, Benjamin, can't 
you tick off things ? Where's the picture ? " 

" Pictures — there — here you are," said the assistant. 

" Now, remember, young lady, if anything has been taken 
away, pledged, or lent, or sold, it is fraudulent, and will lead 
you and your brother into serious trouble. Benjamin, there's 
something about a picture that I don't understand. Go up 
to Mr. Revel's bedroom, three-pair back ; look into the 
cupboard first, and then go out on the roof. Ah ! I am a 
Shy lock, am I ? I've had to do with real ladies before now 
— not ladies in Lowland Street, with a brother who lives by 
billiards — real ladies, and I've always found something put 
out upon the roof. Gro and look well on the roof, Benjamin. 
There you'll find the picture, no doubt. My picture." 

" I wish my brother was here to thrash you," said Adie, with 
flashing eyes. " You cheat him because he is made to be the 
prey of such creatures as you ; but you would not dare insult 
him before his face. When he is gone, you insult me. Of 
course, no one expects from a money-lender the smallest 
resemblance to a gentleman ; but one might expect some 
trace of civilisation. Costermongers, even, are carefnl in 
their speech when they talk to ladies. Money-lenders, I 
suppose, rank below costermongers." 

The words were brave enough, but the girl's heart was 
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swelling witbin her. Mr. Saul made no reply, but presently 
carsed Benjamin roundly because his visit to the roof pro- 
duced nothing. 

Then the carpet was taken up, and Adie remembered her 
friend the schoolmaster. 

He was in school, presiding over his little band of twenty 
scholars, divided into two classes. They were the sons of the 
small shopkeepers in Lowland Street and its environs — ^people 
too proud to send them to the National Schools, where they 
would have learned quite enough for all their wants inliR, 
and feeling a glow of pride at the reflection that Johnny and 
Harry were learning Latin. Rhyl Owen, meantime, taught 
the children what he could, in the old-fashioned method of 
instruction, accompanied by the quick, old-fashioned method 
of stimulant. He was perched on his chair, with his little 
legs tucked under it, his long coat sweeping to the floor like 
an academical robe, and his puckered face bent over a battered 
copy of Caesar. He was finishing off the grammatical portion 
of his lecture, and with one eye on the clock, which pointed 
to a quarter before twelve, was beginning a short address on 
the character and exploits of his author. 

" What is it, Miss Adie ? " — becoming suddenly conscious 
that the young lady was standing in front of his desk. 
" Silence, every boy, or I will cane the whole school, from top 
to bottom. Fifty lines for Smith — half an hour for Bumpus 
— all the school an hour to stay in." 

" Come out as soon as you can, Mr. Owen," she whispered, 
with a tremulous voice. " Come out and see me ; we are in 
terrible trouble." 

The schoolmaster looked again at the clock. It wanted 
eight minutes to twelve. Nothing the parents disliked more 
than the dismissal of their boys a moment before the time. 
It was so much defrauded of their rights. Fortunately, he 
heard a clock somewhere striking the hour. 

" We are five minutes slow," he said. " Boys, you may go. 
Those I told to stay in just now shall be let off for once." 

All took up their books and were ofi" in a moment, except 
twow 
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" There's Candy Secundus and Holy bone Primns — kepfe in 
as usual/' he explained. ^' Stay, Til cane them both instead, 
and let them go. I shan't be a minute working them oSi 
Come here, you boys, and be caned. You deserve it richly, 
both of you. Candy Secundus first, because he's the worst." 

He grasped his cane and descended to the field of action — 
the small space in front of his desk, which acted as a narrow 
arena, there being just room, and nothing to spare, for the 
caning of a boy. It was also the intellectual gymnasium, 
being used for the standing of a class, and such scholastic 
evolutiona 

" No," said the girl. " Let them ofi" this time. I am sure 
they have done nothing very bad. Go away, boys, as qnick 
as you can ; Mr. Owen is the kindest master in the world, 
and lets you off" 

They needed no second invitation, but grinned and dis- 
persed themselves. To be sure a caning more or less mat- 
tered little. 

The schoolroom empty, Adie sat down, and gave way to 
the tears that her pride kept back before the men above. 

Mr. Owen waited patiently, standing before her with the 
cane still in his hand, and as if she was a culprit, and he was 
about to administer punishment. 

" When you are composed, my dear," he said at length, 
shaking the instrument as if he meant to begin as soon as 
she was ready. 

" I must cry," she said — " I am in such a rage that I must 
cry. Oh, Mr. Owen, it is woi^se than when I asked you to 
give me something to eat, and that was bad enough. Fred 
h:is been borrowing money, and they are carrying away all 
our furniture." 

"How much money?" Mr. Owen asked. "Fve got — 
don't tell Winifred, because it was meant as a surprise for 
her — I Ve got twenty pounds in the Post OflSce bank. Will 
that be of any use ? Come with me, my dear — ^no, you stay 
here, while I go and see what can be done." 

He found Mr. Saul superintending the removal of the 
bedroom furniture. 
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" What is the amount of the debt ? " he asked. 

"More than you can pay, old shaver,'* Mr. Saul replied, 
with a fine politeness. "Now, don't interrupt by asking 
conundrums, but just get out of the way." 

" What the devil do you mean ? " the little Welshman cried, 
in a boiling rage. *'I'm a friend of the family — " 

" A pretty family — " the creditor began. 

"Look here," said Mr. Owen, turning up the sleeves of 
his coat, which were much too long, in case matters should 
take an assault-and-battery turn, which he ardently desired. 
"Look here — I've asked you a civil question, and got an 
uncivil answer. I'll break every bone in your great fat body, 
you lumbering money grubber ! " 

There was little doubt, from the fiery and Early Briton- 
like expression of his eyes, that he would have done it — 
Cadwallader and Caractacus must have been awful warriors 
to tackle : one wonders how the Eomans worried through 
with the job. Mr. Saul collapsed. That is, he became civil. 

" I'm sure I don't want to say anything against the family. 
The young man will make me lose a lot as it is, and that's 
enough, I take it. But perhaps you will pay the amount. 
It's a matter of above thirty-nine nineteen. Say forty." 

That was too much. Mr. Owen groaned aloud. 

" Can't you give us a day or two to look round ? " 

"Why, you've already had three days. Be reasonable, 
now. Benjamin, wake up. Hang it, one would think you 
were working by the hour ! Now then, sir ; there's the case 
— cash advanced, bill of sale on the furniture ; no money 
forthcoming, furniture sold. Is that straight and fair, or 
isnt it? If it isn't, pay the money on the nail to me, Mr. 
Saul, of Thavie's Inn, and the goods shall all be taken out of 
the cart again." 

Mr. Owen retreated. 

" My dear," he said, " is there no one else to ask ? " 

"Of course there is. There is Dr. Chacomb. Oh, even 
Marion would not mind my asking his help in such a strait 
as this. He will be at the hospital now." 

Mr. Owen had a short interview with the great physician, 
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who was in the very rash and flow of bnsiDess. But he came 
away with the schoolmaster instantly. 

"I know Saul. I've had dealings with him. Here — 
hansom ! Now then, Mr. Owen, jnmp in." 

^' Fred Revel is a more worthless rascal than ever I thoaght 
him," said the schoolmaster. 

" You know him — ^yes, yon know the family ? I have 
heard of yon, Mr. Owen, and your daughter." 

"Yes, I know him," said the schoolmaster savagely. 
"Curse him!" 

" Ah, you would like to punch his reckless young head. 
It's no good, my dear sir, not the least good in the world. 
He belongs to a tribe on whom kicking would be quite 
thrown away. I am sure you must have observed, in your 
professional experience, some boys who are none the better 
for all your benevolent caning, and would be none the better 
if Solomon was in yoar chair." 

" I have," said Mr. Owen. " Candy Secundus is a case in 
point. And I've often thought that Alcibiades must have 
been another. He once boxed a schoolmaster's ears, and 
does not appear to have been caned for it, as he should have 
been if it had been me." 

"No doubt. I am going to see Mr. Saul, and get the 
sticks back again. No experience will teach that boy any- 
thing." 

Mr. Owen got down at the usurer s office, and hastened 
back to comfort Adie. 

He found her in the dismantled and empty room. With 
her, Marion. 

" I could sit down and cry, Marion," she was saying, " if 
there was anything to sit down upon. But one cannot cry 
standing, it's too ridiculous. It's like the nuns in the picture. 
And, besides, it won't bring back our things." 

" Where is Fred ? " Marion asked. 

" I do not know. He ran away, and left me to face the 
enemy by myself. Marion, don't say anything to the poor 
boy." 

Adie, as we have §eei^ before, res^rv^d to herself jealously 
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the right of reproaching her brother — ^a right which she 

executed in secret, and with discretion. 

" What coald I say, Adie ? The thing is, what are we to do? " 
" Come downstairs. Miss Marion," said the schoolmaster. 

*'You shall have Winifred's room, and Winifred and Miss 

Adie shall have mine, and I will sleep op here on the floor 

till you get your things back." 
" And Fred ? " asked Marion. 
" Fred may sleep on his floor," replied Adie. " As he has 

done all the mischief, let him have some of the suffering." 
" Mr. Owen," Marion said, " how shall we thank you ? " 
She took his hand, and looked her thanks with swimming 



" He wanted to lend us all the money he had in the world," 
Adie cried. " I thank him," throwing her arms round the 
little man's neck. " I thank him — so." 

She kissed him a dozen times, till his cheeks burned with 
unwonted glow, and his eyes looked as fiery as Prince Llewel- 
lyn's, or those of the bard praying that ruin might seize the 
ruthless king. Then, because his heart was full, he pulled 
himself from the girl's embrace, and hurried downstairs. 

" Adie — " Marion began. 

"Marion," interrupted her sister, "please, don't look so 
solemn. Now listen, and reproach me afterwards. Things 
were too serious for thinking about what was pi-oper, and so 
I just sent that dear little man to the Hospital for Gout, and 
told Dr. Chacomb." 

Marion sighed. 

" Yes, dear — that's just what I did. As Dr. Chacomb does 
not want to marry me, there is no pocketing of what they 
call maidenly reserva Besides, I want my dresses back 
again. If they were to be sold, we should have — ^just think 
— not a single thing in the world except what we stand in. 
Not even a cleim collar to put on." 

But they had another and an unexpected friend, who now 
tapped at the door. It was Dicky Carew. 

" Miss Marion/' he began, in a breathless way, " am I too 
late?" 

2 A 
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"What for, Mr. Carew? We have had our (bmitiire 
seized, that is all." 

" But it can t be sold at a moment's notice. They had no 
business to cany it off at aU. I saw them removing the 
things in the van, and asked whose they were. Then I 
hurried round to my place to get some papers. Please wait 
a quarter of an hour if you can." 

He left them again, and they heard him run upstairs and 
knock at the Hermit's door. He was in his dressing-gown, 
reading his valuable Memoirs. 

" Mr. Lilliecrip — " Dicky began. 

" You need not make any apologies, Mr. Carew — they are 
worthless. Nothing would induce me to employ you any 
more. Tou have brought me back my papers, I suppose ? " 

** Apologies be hanged ! " he replied. " I've lost more than 
your appointment since I saw you last. That is not what I 
came for, ilr. Lilliecrip. And as for the papers of yours in 
my possession, what would you give to get them back ? ** 

«Eh?" 

" What would you give me, supposing I sold them to yon 
back again ? Mind, they are worth a great deal They are 
worth all my revenge, because I intended showing them 
about. I was going to make you a general laaghing-stock« 
I was going to take it out of you for my three years' servi- 
tude. Now I offer to sell them to you. What will you give ? " 

Mr. Lilliecrip gasped for breath. 

"Come, now, my jovial Hermit" — Dicky, being quite 
recovered, was able to afford a little geniality. " Come, now, 
friar of the lonely dell, set the muscatel a-flowing. Ah, stay, 
gentle stranger.'' Dicky pointed to the cupboard. " There's 
no rest like the tap for the Pilgrim of Love." 

" You would — ah ! — you would like a glass of wine ? ** 

"I would, strange as it may appear. Palmer with the 
sandal shoon and cockles in thy hair, I would for once taste 
of thy hospitality." 

Mr. Lilliecrip opened the cupboard door. Dicky's wildest 
dreams were more than realised, for it was full of bottles 
with silver foil. 
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"Moselle or champagne, Mr. Carew? Or perhaps you 
would prefer sparkling Burgundy ? *' 

" Sparkling Burgundy sounds rich," said Dicky ; " but I 
should like a whole bottle of champagne just for once. 
Come, holy father, brother cellarer, brother cook, and brother 
treasurer to boot, let us have a bottle of the creamiest and 
the driest. I am like Byron, because I can't resist the offer 
of champagne. And I am not like Byron, because I was 
never offered any before. Corkscrew, aged Ascetic." 

Dicky was master of the situation, and he felt it. Besides, 
a state of absolute destitution as regards income is not at first 
without a certain exhilaration, a gentle stimulus to the spirits. 

He took a tumbler, poured out a glass, and drank it off, 
with a nod and a smack of the lips. 

" 'Gad ! " he said. " Do you positively mean to tell me 
that you mortify the flesh day after day with this" — he 
poured out another, and drank it — " this nectar ? * The Pope 
he leads a happy life ' " — another glass — " only three tum- 
blers in a bottle ? I should like another. But no." 

He finished it, and sat on the table, dangling his legs, 
with a beaming ^countenance. 

" Come, Solitary of Sahara, what will you give me for this 
precious manuscript ? Here are your recollections of King 
Pharaoh, and how you dined with Rehoboam. Here is a 
bolster of about the liveliest lies ever put together. What 
shall we say for this lot ? Refuse, and they go, with a history 
of the Hermit of Lowland Street, supposed by some to be the 
Wandering Jew, to the Daily Firework, I shall get the job. 
I shall write three columns in leaded type. Buzwing, who 
attends our evenings, will do the leader. You will be so 
shown up to derision, so illustrated and exemplified by every 
big name, from Gyges to Napoleon, that on the whole I 
think you will wish you had not quarrelled with your 
private secretary, and never gone into the hermiting line. 
Come, what shall we say ? " 

"You have me at a disadvantage," replied the Hermit, 
whose face, during Dicky's harangue, had expressed every 
shade of terror and dejection. " I wish to have the papers 
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back : that is quite traa Your presence is offensive, and I 
wish to see you gone ; and I wish also to buy your silence." 

" Buy them all," said Dicky — " buy them all," rollicking 
reveller and lonely tippler. I am in a hurry. Thirty pounds 
will buy the lot." 

Mr. Lilliecrip hesitated. 

" Thirty pounds before I count three, or I ga Ona 

"But I—" 

"Two— Th— " 

** I consent.** 

Five minutes afterwards, Dicky rushed down the stairs 
again, holding in his hand six bank notes, white and crisp, 
for five pounds each. Marion was alone in the empty room. 
He lost all the bounce he had put on with his late employer 
as he opened the door, and came in quite humUy. 

" Miss Revel," he said, stammering, " I am very sorry. I 
know something about those money-lenders. I — I — ^have got 
a little money by me— put away in a stocking, you know, 
IVe brought it to you. Take it, please, and let me fetch all 
the sticks back again. It's only thirty pounds." 

" Oh ! Mr. Carew. But I cannot." 

" You must. Miss Revel. You will, I am sure, to oblige 
me — no, not to oblige me ; for the sake of your sister." 

" But, Mr. Carew, why do you — " 

*' Because you — oh ! it's for your own. Miss Marion. No, 
don't turn away. I know well enough what a distance there 
is between you and me. Dicky Carew is not blind ; he under- 
stands more than people think. Suppose he has dared to love 
and respect you for three years, he has known all the time it 
was nothing but such love and respect as a servant may pay 
his mistress. God bless, you Miss Marion ! " 

" Mr. Carew, I cannot take your money. I cannot, indeed.** 

At that moment the door opened, and Mr. Owen appeared 
again. 

"My dear young lady," he said, "Tve got my money. 
Mrs. Candy — she's a good soul, though a little short of 
temper — advanced it out of the till on my Post Office bank- 
book. Here it is — twenty pounda We can buy back some 
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of the furniture, at any rate. They have only got the right 
to take what will pay for the bill." 

Dicky Carew patted him on the back. 

" Good man," he said — " you shall give the boys a half- 
holiday for this. Now, Miss Revel, you've got enough to 
defy the money-lender and all his malice. Let us go together, 
Mr. Owen, and pay off the sharks." 

But there was yet another visitor — Dr. Chacomb. 

He entered in his quiet and self-possessed manner, shook 
Marion's hand slightly, and nodded to Carew. 

*' You here, Carew ? Miss Revel, I am happy to say that 
the little difficulties are removed. The man will send back 
your things at once ; and you will have no further trouble 
about the matter." 

" We are deeply grateful, Dr. Chacomb." 

" Not at all. The rascal abated half his claim directly he 
saw that he had me to deal with. He will place his men at 
your disposal, and you will only have to see that everything • 
is put back exactly as they took it away. Good morning. 
Miss Revel ; I am going down to Chacomb to-morrow ; but 
I hope to have the pleasure of seeing you next week." 

" Now," said Dicky, with fallen face, when he was fairly 
gone, "I shan't have the pleasure of getting your things 
back for you. I've sold my revenge for nothing but a speech. 
What a pity ! What a pity ! " 

" And now," said Mr. Owen, grumbling, *' I shall have to 
take back this money to Mr& Candy. Miss Marion, do keep 
it for me/ 

CHAPTER XXXIJU 

THIS was Marion's darkest hour. When the bill of sale 
was settled, and the furniture brought back again she 
had a letter brought by a ragged little girl from her disre- 
putable pensioner, Mrs. Spenser. It was written in her usual 
strain — ^half of command, half of entreaty. 

"Come to me at once, as soon as you can. The boy is very ilL* 
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Marion obeyed the letter. This was a case in wbich not 
even the doctor, a kind of deus ex machind^ oonld interfere in 
her behal£ The thing had to be bceA. by herself. It was 
her own secret. 

The woman apparently had time, between the sending of 
the letter and Marion's arrival, to recover her spirits. She 
was sitting at her table as nsnal, at her work, singing to the 
boy, who lay on his mattress, propped up with pillows and a 
bundle of clothes. His childish fece, with its brigbt, ques- 
tioning eyes, looked profoundly pathetic to Marion : it seemed 
as if his intellect had been stopped at the age of six or there- 
abouts, when he might have been a child of great mental 
promise and vivid imagination. 

He had grown thinner in the few days since Marion last 
saw him ; his cough was worse, and he sank back from time 
to time upon the pillows. The St. Vitus's dance was more 
frequent and more violent. 

Marion came in unobserved. The boy's mother was sing- 
ing an old nursery song with open doors while she worked. 
Bickety Jem nodded his head, drummed the floor with his 
stick, and tried to join in the chorua 

*• Soldier, goldier, will you marry me^ 
With your musket, fife, and drum f 
Oh, no, pretty maid, I cannot marry ihee^ 

'Cause I've got no coat to put on. 
So she went upstairs to her father's chesty 
And she brought him a coat of the veiy, reiy bei^ 
And the soldier put it on. 

•Soldier, soldier, will you marry me, 
With your musket, fife, and drum f 
Oh, no, pretty maid, I cannot marry thee^ 
'Cause I*ve gut no boots to put on." 

The boy got up, and tried to brandish his cmtch as he 
limped up and down in time to the tune. It was a very 
feeble effort, for the rickets seized his limbs, and he fell back 
again, with a cough that seemed to tear him to pieces, upon 
the bed, 

Marion remembered the old song — but in a place how 
different ! — and the singer too. 
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The boy, recovering from his attack, cried out for more, 
just like a child. 

" * Soldier, soldier ! ' (Jo on, mother, finish the song.'* 

'* She went opstain to her father's chest, 
And she brought him boots of the very, very best, 
And the soldier put them on." 

" Now the last ! '* cried the boy, impatient — " when she's 
given coat, and hat, and boots, and all." 

" Soldier, soldier, will you marry me^ 
With your musket, fife, and drum I 
No, pretty maid, I cannot marry thee^ 
'Cause I*ve got a wife at home." 

The boy drammed on the floor and laaghed at this simple 
ditty, singing it over and over again in his piping voice. 

" You remember that song, Marion, of coarse," said the 
woman, half defiantly, as she looked ronnd and saw her 
visitor. 

" Tes," she said simply. " How is the boy ? " 

" Tell Marion Revel how you feel, Jem, my son." 

"Better," said Jem— "ain't I, mother?" 

" He was very restless last night. That was why I sent 
for you. I want him to have a doctor. This morning his 
cough is not so bad as it was. At least, I don't think so." 

Rickety Jem looked up in Marion's face with his weird 
smile. The likeness to Adie struck her more, as the features 
grew thinner and the eyes brighter. She kissed him on the 
forehead, and the boy shrank back, half ashamed. Like an 
Australian savage, he hardly knew the nature of a kiss. 

" He's so thin," said his mother. " What can I give him 
to get his strength up again ? Show me your arm, my boy.** 

He drew up liis sleeve, and showed an arm about the 
thickness of Marion's finger — a thin stalk of an arm, a mere 
transparent strip of fragile bone. 

" Don't look at me like that, Marion Revel," said the 
woman. "He has had plenty to eat — it isn't that. I 
have not spent the money in drink. Nothing at all has 
come into the place except tea and milk. The boy has had 
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it all. It's more than a month since he went oat of the 
house, and was run over by the cab. He's never been the 
same child since. But always the best of boys to his poor 
mother, isn't he, Jem? Always the best and most affec- 
tionate boy in all the world." 

Jem laughed. 

*' Some of the boys got no mother. Some of the boys got 
mothers as beats them. Some of 'em ar j afraid to go home, 
even in the winter. One boy ran away, and went to sea." 

" His mind runs on his companions still," said Marion. 

" They've been his friends since he could walk. He knows 
nobody else. He has been to no other school." 

Marion sighed. 

" When I go out again," the lad went on, " the boys 1\ ask 
me where I've been. I shall tell 'em I've been having milk 
and eating oranges. Ah ! when shall I go out again, mother? 
I'm tired of coughing, and the pain in my back won't go." 

"Soon, my boy, very soon now," returned his mother; 
**when we have some warm woiither — when the summer 
comes again." 

Marion's eyes filled with tears. 

" Let me bring a doctor to see him.* 

She had written to Marion expressly to ask for a doctor. 
Now she suddenly turned from her purpose. 

" What good ? I know, Marion Revel, what you think. 
It is quite true, and it is coming. I have felt it coming for 
four weeks. Lie down, Jem, dear, and have another orange. 
If you lie down yon will not feel the pain so much. There, 
my child, now you will be comfortable. Go to sleep, my 
boy — go to sleep, my darling." 

The boy complied, and closed his eyes as if asleep. 

"He lies like that, quiet and still," murmured his poor 
mother, "for hours. It's to make me think he is getting 
well. But he is not. Oh ! he is not. I know it. And 
what shall I do without him, Marion ? What shall I do. 
Hush! — speak low. It's the great mercy of God, after all, 
that he should go — isn't it ? I don't mean to me, because 
there is no mercy left for me ; but for him, for the boy. Ifc'a 
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better that tte child of shame and guiit should die, and the 
sooner the better. What is before him if he lives ? " 

"And for yourself" — Marion took her thin hand in her 
own — " for yourself; can you bear to let the child go? " 

"Bear!" she replied, with a great and sorrowful ciy. 
" Ask me if I can bear this miserable life ? What have I 
not borne for fourteen years ? Do you think there is any- 
thing that such a woman as myself cannot bear? Oh! 
Marion Revel" — she burst into low and bitter weeping — 
" he ought to forgive me ; he would forgive me if he knew 
what my sufferings have been. Not to take me back — never 
that; not to let me kiss my son and my daughter — his 
children and mine — never that ; not to take his name again, 
no — not that ; but only to be near him, and to feel that he 
has quite forgiven me. Tour mother will be his wife, Marion, 
there. She was a good woman, like yourself. Some people 
are bom good, and it is no merit of theirs ; but if I could 
only be his servant ! " 

" My dear, believe that he has forgiven. Be quite sure of 
that; do not doubt. Ask God's forgiveness too." 

" That's not what I think of," she said truthfully. " It is 
of him that I am always thinking." 

" You must think that the boy will only go before.** 

" Where am I to go, mother ? " cried the boy, who caught 
at the last words. " Not to the hospital. Don't send me to 
the hospital. There was one of the boys went there — him 
that used to turn Catherine wheels alongside of the 'buses — 
and they cut off his legs, and he never came out again. Died, 
he did. Then they cut him up to see what he was made of." 

" No, not to the hospital," said Marion — " to a much better 
place ; to a place where there is always happiness." 

" And oranges ? " 

" Yes ; finer fruit than you ever dreamed of, Jem.** 

" And lemonade, and milk ? " 

" Everything is there ; and for anybody. There are fields 
and flowers." 

" One of the boys came from the country, he did. He's 
always talking about fields and flowers." 
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" That is it, Jem. You will go to the country — a m ach 
better country than this.'* 

" Mother, why are you crying? Shan't we go together ? " 

" Yes, boy — ^yes," she answered. " Where you go, I go. 
God shall not separate us, shall He ? Marion," she added, 
after a pause, "you will forgive me, wont you? I have 
suffered so much that I am not always mistress of myselfl 
I know how good you are. There is not one woman in ten 
thousand such as you, that would come to see a woman sticli 
as myself. Do not think me ungrateful See, I try to keep 
myself from drink. I am always sober now." 

" I do not think you ungrateful — only— only — do one thing- 
that I ask you — teach this poor child a single prayer." 

She drooped her head, and answered nothing. Only she 
did not refuse. 

" Jem," said Marion, ** you have a Friend whom you cannot 
see, but who sees you. Would you like to ask that Friend 
to help you ? Listen, and say after me." 

The boy listened, and learned. 

" Now you know it — say it aloud. Never doubt that this 
great Friend hears. Do not be afraid to say it every 
morning, and every evening. When you are in pain, and 
when you are awake at night, say it for yourself, and for 
your mother, and for me." 

The boy said his prayer. He understood little enough 
what Marion taught him as yet ; but he obeyed, being a docile 
child, and unaccustomed to such gentle ways as Marion's. 

While he prayed, his mother, her head bowed between her 
hands, crouched at the foot of the bed — like a slave, who 
longed, but feared, to meet her Lord. 



CHAPTER XXXm. 

MR. OWEN spent the remainder of the day lying in wait 
to catch the author of the mischief, Mr. Frederick 
Revel, with whom he wished to exchange a few words. 
He caught him in the evening, as the unhappy young man 
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was stealing back, expecting to find a " desolated hearth,'* 
with perhaps his sisters, and his poor little wife, sitting on 
the bare boards, weeping. 

" Come with me, Mr. Revel," he said, leading the way to 
the empty schoolroom, where he took np the position of 
vantage, by sitting at his desk — Fred standing before him 
like one of his boys. The wrinkled face of the pedagogue 
was full of trouble ; he stammered and hesitated. 

"I've said nothing about it yet,** he began, without 
explaining what it was. Fred knew what he meant. 
"Nothing about it. But I have seen what is going on. 
Now, sir, what have you got to say for yourself? " 

Fred shook his head, implying that he had really very 
little to say. 

"I told her at the beginning of it all that you were a 
worthless chap." He went on : " She said you were the 
soul of honour. I told her you were a lazy chap ; she said 
you were longing to find work. I told her you were eating 
your head off; she said that you were pining away and 
getting thin with sorrow at finding nothing to do. That 
was a month ago and more. What have you found to do 
since ? " 

" I have been unlucky, Mr. Owen." 

"No, sir!" taking up the cane, and bringing it down, 
emphasis gratid^ on the desk, with a crash that made the 
young man jump in his shoes — " no, sir ! you have not been 
unlucky, you have been idle. You have gone on eating your 
head off at your ease. You have not tried to find work. You 
despise a man who does honest work — you despise ME. Good 
Heavens ! I daresay you despise your own sister. Solomon 
says, ' The sluggard is wiser in his own conceit than seven 
men that can render a reason.' You^ to despise honest work ! 
— ^you who have silent your days in a billiard-room ! You 
have borrowed money till your old friends will lend you no 
more ; you have never looked for work at all ; and, to crown 
all, you have gone to a money-lender — a blackguard money- 
lender, who dared to insult me when I asked him a civil 
question — and got advances on your sister's furniture. When 
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the Bconndrel came with his bill of sale, and seized the sticks, 
where were you? Ran away — ran away! He robs his 
sisters, this man, and runs away ; and then he dares to ask 
my girl, my Winifred, to marry him !" 

The situation was snch that the young man did not even 
dare to resent this plain speaking. It was tme ; and, more- 
over, the speaker was his own father-in-law. 

^<Was it your &alt that the fomiture was not sold at 
once? Has your sister Marion got to thank yon that it 
is all brought back safe ? ** 

" Brought back ! How ? By whom ? 

" By Dr. Chacomb, if you must know," growled the school- 
master. "Not but what thero were others willing and 
anxious to help." 

" I am glad," said the culprit humbly. 

" You ought to be sorry But what have glad and sony 
got to do with the business at all ? What are yon going to 
do about my girl ? " 

It was a most unfavourable opening for announcing his 
marriage. It was as if an Eton scholar, just under the rod of 
Dr. Keate, was about to choose that moment for announcing 
his passion for the headmaster s daughter. The news mast 
be postponed. 

" It's all true," he replied — " quite true, and I am — ^but 
what does it matter, as you say, about glad or sorry? I 
mean to keep my promise to your daughter — ^to Winifired." 

" Do yon ? " cried the peppery Welshman, in a tremendous 
rage. "Will you? Here is condescension! Here is an 
aifable young fellow for you ! He brings misery on his sisters ; 
he keeps them poor ; he refuses to work ; and now he tells 
me that he is ready to keep his word with my daughter — the 
honest daughter of an honest man. Why, sir, if it depended 
on me, I would knock your head off your shoulders. I would 
refuse to let Winifred see you any more. I would turn you 
into the streets to starve. But it does not depend on me, 
unfortunately. There are your sisters to be considered, and 
my girl. The devil of it is, that Winifred loves you ; and I 
can't get over that. Sooner than grieve my lamb, she should 
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marry a murderer, if I thought the murderer would love 
her in return. But don't think it is an honour you are con- 
ferring on our family, Mr. Revel ; because, I tell you plainly, 
I looked for better things for my daughter." 

"I suppose," said Fred grandly, "that you wanted her 
to marry some miserable little counter-jumper.** 

"I did. I looked to see her marry an honest man — 
counter-jumper or not — who would make his living as God 
should order, try and do his duty, and not be ashamed of 
his handicraft. It's a poor sort of family pride that sets up 
one trade over another. And you — what trade have you 
got at all ? What are your expectations, sir ? " 

"I have none," said Fred. " I hope, however — " 

** Tou had better give up hoping. You have no expecta- 
tions, no money, no friends, no trade, no skill, and you 
propose to marry my daughter! Truly, you are the most 
hopeless man in all this wide world. Remember that you 
will have to show you can keep her first." 

" You do me wrong, Mr. Owen. I give you my word that 
I should not be ashamed of any trade. I would do anything, 
if only to show you and Marion that I am not so helpless as 
you think me. I only want an opportunity." 

" In that case," said the schoolmaster, the boys meet here 
every morning at nine. You shall come here to-morrow, 
and work my classes for me. There's your chance." 

Fred turned pale. It was, to be sure, a chance. But 
what an opportunity ! Work, in his vague brain, meant, at 
the best, a gentlemanly lingering in an office for a few hours 
in the day ; at the worst, writing at leisure, in an arm- 
chair, by a comfortable fire. But work of the kind proposed 
by Mr. Owen was too terrible. Assistant, usher, under- 
strapper in a wretched London academy — teacher of small 
tradesmen's sons ! Possibly, considering that Mr. Owen's 
cane was not wholly intended for ornament, he would be 
expected to take his part in its use. 

" Well," said the schoolmaster, " what do you say ? I 
give you an opportunity. You shall work here as my assist- 
ant for a month, without pay. Then I will try and get you 
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a place in a larger school, where they will give you — well, I 
daresay you might get as much as thirty pounds a year to 
begin with, board and lodgings for ten months in the year 
thrown in. You'd be a made man then," he went on, with 
a queer light in his eyes — " wouldn't yon ? Thirty pounds 
a year, and all found. Walk out with the boys on half- 
holidays ; look after them in play-hours, and — Eh ? why, 
in a few years, you might be thinking of marrying my girL 
Come, Mr. Revel, it*s the best chance I see for you. You 
are an Oxford man, too — though you haven't taken any 
degree — and that always counts for something. Do you 
know Latin ? " 

" I — I — yes— of course I do." 

" Then construe me this piece. Stay a moment. Where's 
the translation ? " 

He opened a Horace, one of the books that stood for show 
on his shelves, and finding a place at random, took down 
Francis's translation to keep himself safe with. Out <rf 
Caesar, Mr. Owen's Latinity was shaky. 

" Now then — 

•Qul6t,Maecena8 ....'* 

** I am rusty. I have forgotten my Latin and Greek.* 

"Well, there are other subjects — algebra — Euclid." 

" I never learned mathematics at Oxford." 

Fred spoke as if mathematical science belonged to a lower 
stratum of society than his own. 

" Then we come down to geography and history, arith- 
metic, English, writing." 

*' It's no use. I can t be a schoolmaster." 

" Mr. Revel, if you want to marry my daughter, you've 
got to work. Now go. Make something of yourself, or 
give up my Winifred." 

" What am I to do ? " he asked, almost piteously. 

"I will tell you." The schoolmaster bent his facedown 
within a couple of inches of Fred's, and said, in mysterious 
tones, " Go abroad." 

"Go abroad?" 
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" Ay, go abroad. The world is wide, and there are places 
where they want strong arms. Find them out Go there, 
make your fortune, and then come back here for Winifred." 

Fred made no reply, but left him. 

The diplomatic schoolmaster nodded and winked when he 
was gone. 

" That was a good stroke," he said ^* Now we shall get 
rid of him." 

Why should he not go abroad ? Anywhere abroad. There 
was nothing for him to do in England. He was only a drag 
upon his sisters. He could not help his wife. Why not 
leave wife and sisters for awhile, and try his fortune some- 
where ? 

And then his sanguine imagination began to picture an 
Arcadian scene of prosperity, plenty, and happiness. 

He walked away to St. Martin's, to meet his young wife, 
gathering at every step fresh ardour of resolution. 

"Winifred," he began eagerly, "I have something very 
serious to say to you. No, nothing wrong. There has been 
a row at Lowland Street ; but it is all hushed up now, and 
smoothed over. A bill of sale — nothing you would under- 
stand — an old debt of mine. That is not it. I have seen 
your father." 

" Fred, did you tell him ? " 

" No. I was afraid to tell him after the shindy. He let 
me have it, on his own account, for idleness. I will spare 
you, my dear," he said, with commendable feeling, "the 
details of the interview. For your sake, I bore it all. And 
the end of it is — " 

" What, my dearest ? Oh, tell me — ^tell your wife,** 

" The end is, that I must go abroad." 

" With me, Fred ? Not, and leave me at home ?" 

" For a time, Winifred, I fear I must. See, dear, it will 
be better so. You do not know, my love " — he sp«ke naturally 
and simply — " the dangers I run in London. My dear, a 
man told me the other day that the only end for such a life 
as mine was to become a billiard-marker. Tour father says 
I am ruining Marion. I see no prospect of getting even the 
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smallest appointment. I have been running after shadows 
all this time. Now, be brave, my girl, and let me go." 

Winifred tried to be brave, but could not. 

"Abroad — across the ocean, somewhere — I shall find an 
opening. I have made it all out clearly, Winifred. 1 make 
a clearing in the forest, run up a log hut — only a shanty at 
first. I live in the woods, planting, sowing, weeding, and 
all the rest of it. I shoot the wild game for my dinner. 
And as soon as I have made a nest — in about a year or so — 
I shall write to you to come out too. Think of leaving this 
dingy London, and living in the most beautiful climate under 
the sun, with the most delicious fruits, no need of money, 
and no lack of good things. Above all, away from all this 
— bah ! — this straggling mass of people, fighting and quarrel* 
ling for their ill-gotten gains." 

He spoke enthusiastically, as if he had been all his life 
pining for a return to the Saturnian rule. 

« But Fred— Fred!— is it real? Will you be %ble to 
do this ? Do you think you can really and truly work in a 
field like a labourer ? " 

" Out there there is no such thing as gentlemen" — Fred's 
notions of America, it will be seen, were confused — ** a man 
may take off his coat and work without losing caste. Besides, 
it is the desk work that I hate ; that is horrible and detest- 
able. In the open air, in the sun, where there are no billiards, 
and where you want no money — there I could work. Yes, 
and you should never be ashamed of your husband." 

" Fred ! as if I could be ashamed ! " 

" You must let me go. I will be a burden on Marion no 
longer. Who knows what dreadful thing may happen next?" 
He was still thinking of the billiard-marker's prophecy. *'My 
old life is finished, Winifred ; let me begin a new.** 

This man a ^'worthless chap"? This man as idle as a 
gipsy? This man as prodigal as a Guardsman? Every 
pulse in Winifred's veins cried " No." 

" We shall not be parted long, love," the young hero went 
on. "I will write by every mail You will try to keep 
your heart up; you will not forget your husband — ^will you?" 
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They wefe at the door of the Lowland Street lodgings. 

Fred was in earnest for once. He would be rid of the 
whole trouble, and try fresh fields. All weak natures, when 
anything goes wrong, want to go away, and begin life over 
again. Some years ago when there was a crash in the ice, 
and some half-dozen men were missing, it was found that 
a few — those who knew how to seize an opportunity — had 
taken advantage of the accident to disappear in the flesh, 
leaving debts, wife, children, and other impedimenta behind 
them. Fred proposed to do exactly the same thing, only 
he did not intend to desert his wife. 

" I must go," he said — " I must go. I feel choked. It 
is as if 1 was being dragged down, and was dragging Marion 
and Adie, and you, my poor little girl, too. See, love — here 
I cannot shake off the feeling that I am a gentleman. I 
could not bear that one of the old Oxford set should see me 
at some miserable work. Out of England it will be different. 
Come, dear, take my watch and chain — the chain is sham, 
because I had to pawn the real one long ago ; but the trinkets 
are gold, and so is the watch. It is all I have Ix) give you. 
My dear — my dear — " 

" You are not going now, Fred ; not now — not to-night? " 

He held her tight in his arms, kissed her twice, and was 
gona 

He walked straight to Dr. Chacomb, told him what he 
proposed to do, and asked for the loan of enough money to 
pay his passage to any port in the States by the Hrst steamer. 

"There is some stuff in the fellow, after all," said the 
doctor. " Of course there is. How could your sisters have 
a brother with no good at all about him ? " 

When Fred shook hands with the doctor half an hour later, 
his eyes were soft;, and his voice a little husky — 

" I will send the letter to-night," said the doctor. " And — 
and — Fred, if I have been a little rude sometimes — that's 
right ; you forgive me. Write to me when you get out ; and 
depend upon it that I will look after your wife. Sly dog, sly 
dog ! You will come home a man. Good-bye, and bon voyafje.^ 

Fred's letter was to Marion. He told her what he had 

2 U 
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done. He wrote with his heart foil of sorrow, and made no 
protestations. When she had finished the letter, Marion 
came to a postscript which startled her more than all the rest. 

"P./S. — ^Winifred is my wife. I married her two months 
ago, and against her will, poor thing ! And I made her keep 
the secret. Be kind to her, as yon have always been the 
kindest of sisters to me." 

Marion gave the letter to Adie, and crept downstairs to 
Winifred's room, where the schoolmaster, listening discon- 
solately, heard the sounds of weeping and sobbing. He 
knew, somehow, that they were crying for Fred, and it made 
him angry. 

Then Marion came and told him all the truth, and would 
hear of nothing but an immediate and general amnesty. 

"And it is my bullying," said the schoolmaster, ^Hhat 
drove hira away." * 

She left her new sister in her father's arms. Winifred 
told him all, talking and crying, till she fell asleep, and lay 
there, dreaming that she was with her husband, all the 
night. Every time she moved, and murmured "Fred," a 
pang of rage and jealousy went through Owen's heart ; but 
he fought it down, and greeted his daughteTi when she 
awoke^ with a cheerful smile. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

** /^OME out, Cbauncey, or I will do more mischief." 

V^ The voice was that of Mrs. Chauncey Chacomb. She 
was standing in the great hall of Chacomb, before the single 
door which led to the wing known as Gerald's rooms, with 
which this door was the only means of communication. 

" Come out, Chauncey. It is six o'clock. Come out, and 
you shall have port with your dinner." 

There was no reply. 

" Chauncey," she went on, " I know you are listening on 
the other side. Open the door at once, or I will send Charles 
with a hammer to break it down." 
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"Ton can't — ho! ho! — you can't. The door opens your 
way, and IVe barricaded it inside." 

"Joe" — she turned to the doctor, who had arrived, and 
was surprised to find that his cousin had locked himself up 
for four and twenty hours, and still refused to come out — 
" Joe" — she was in tears — *^ it isn't iny fault I have done 
nothing to him. How can I help it if he turned rusty ? " 

" Cannot you get in at the window ? " 

" The ground floor windows are all secured with shutters, 
and he has got a pistol, loaded. He says if anybody puts a 
ladder to the first floor window, he will shoot him dead first 
and himself next. Joe, what a fool I was— oh! what a 
double fool — to marry this wretched little lunatic I " 

" Try him again. Speak softly to him. If you do not 
succeed, I will try. Now, Julia, forget that you are his wife 
— make believe to be his housekeeper again." 

She laughed. 

"I wish I was. Chauncey — ^I mean Mr. Chacomb," she 
said, in her sweetest tones, "dinner will be served soon. 
Will you have it sent in to you, or will you take it with 
me?" 

"Neither," he replied. "I shall stay here. I've got a 
box of sardines and a case of claret. I shall dine off them." 

" This is dreadful," said the doctor. " Does he often go on 
like this?" 

" No ; but for the last week he has been very queer. IVe 
got four men sleeping in the house, and I think he is 
frightened. He thinks they are watching him." 

"Julia, I am disappointed in you. I thought you had 
more tact. Now, we must get him out." 

"I can't. Its no use bullying me, Joe. If I had the 
patience of— of Moses and Aaron, I could not help flying out 
at him now and then. Is it my fault if he locks himself up ? 
Can you say that I have ill-treated him? Have I beaten 
him ? Have I starved him ? Have I asked him for money ? " 

"No— no," said Joseph. "I hardly suppose you have. 
At least, not much. But there is such a thing as contrast. 
Now, the first Mrs, Chacomb, you know, was a lady — " 
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'^ And I am not Well, never mind. If it was miseraUe 
here when I was housekeeper," she went on, " it is fifty times 
as miserable now I am the mistress. No one comes to see 
me. I go nowhere. I have no money; bnt that is yoor 
doing." 

'^ It is, Julia," said the doctor, with a smile. " I like to 
manage the Chacomb revenues myself. I have brought you 
the weekly allowance. When you choose to put the house- 
hold on a proper footing, you shall have an increase. That s 
enough for the present." 

" I wonder if a lawyer could force you to give me more ? * 
she said, looking discontentedly at the coin. 

" You had better try. I still preserve a few letters of yours, 
Mrs. Chacomb. It will not be difficult to prove that you used 
your position here to gain an ascendency over the weak brain 
of a lunatic, and forced him to marry you on the vague threat 
of doing him a mischief. Where will you be then ? " 

" Don't be cross, Joe. It isn't like your old self. Lord ! 
I wish the good old days could come back again. Do you 
remember me as Perdita the Perfidious, at the Wells ? You 
were a good fellow then, Joe. You hadn't been spoiled by 
getting a fine practice, and going about to see countesses. 
Yon didn't sit down to a finicking pint of claret to your 
dinner. You drank all the stout and the port you could lay 
your hand to, in those days. You didn't snap up a pretty 
woman then for a word here and a word there. Ah ! Joe, 
you were a very difierent man then." 

" I was, and you were a very difierent woman then. Hang 
it, Julia, it's twenty years ago ! You are Mrs. Chacomb, of 
Chacomb Hall, now — a very grand lady." 

'' Very grand indeed ! Oh ! if I had only known. What 
do you think my lord did the other day ? Forbade my going 
out in the carriage — told the grooms not to take me out. 
When I ordered the carriage round, they laughed in my fiice. 
Do you call that being mistress of Chacomb Hall ? " 

" It was an extreme measure on the part of my cousin," 
said the doctor, twinkling. " I did not think he had so much 
irlnck. Of course, you acquiesced meekly." 
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" No doubt," said Mrs. Chacomb. " Ju Cathnor always 
was a weak, easily-put- upon, worm -like thing in her younger 
days, wasn't she, Joe ? Wasn't she ? " She danced up to 
her old friend with an airy flourish of her hands — a reminis- 
cence of bygone times. " It's likely she'd acquiesce. I will 
tell you what I did, Joe. First, I dressed myself pi jperly. 
Then I made my little maid call the grooms to the kitchen, 
and give them beer. (Beer is the real magnet for the male feet 
Champagne, as you know, draws the feminine tootsicums.) 
Then I ste|)ped out, and got into the carriage, and waited. 
In a few minutes my gentlemen came out, and harnessed the 
horses for their daily drive — little thinking I was inside. 
When we had gone two or three miles, I ordered them to put 
down the head, and drive me a good round. You should have 
seen their facea When we got home, I let them have it, both 
of them. They won't forget the rough side of my tongue for 
a bit. And after dinner I let Chauncey have it." 

" Ah ! I thought we should get to the bottom of the 
barricade some time or other." 

" It is not the slightest use in the world," she pursued, 
" nagging Chauncey. You get no fun out of it, and no satis- 
faction. He only opens his eyes wide, and stares straight 
before him, as if he were looking at ghosts. And it isn't any 
good lifting your voice to him : he doesn't even listen. Always 
that far-off look." 

" I'm glad you don't feel it necessary to lift your hand to 
him," said the doctor. 

" I've done that, once or twice ; but. Lord ! it's boxing the 
ears of a man who takes no manner of notice. Many's the 
time I've boxed your ears, Joe —when you richly deserved it 
— till you've sworn again." 

" Some people swear easily. It's a habit of which I have 
broken myself." 

" Ah ! the jolly old days, when we went to Richmond on 
Sundays, Joe — yon, and I, and Jack . Well. So I deter- 
mined to punish him. I got up and went straight to the 
Collection. I took half a dozen things called Roman lamps 
— you know the trumpery — and I brought them back with 
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me. * Now, Chauncey,' I said, * Til teach you to insult your 
wifa' Then I put them under my heel, and scrunched them 
up, every one." 

" And then ? - 

" Then Chauncey shrieked as if he'd been killed, and ran 
away. It was last night. Since then he hasn't come out, 
and I can't persuade him. You heard me try." 

" We must persuade him. Gro and fetch— stay." 

He went away, and came back with an apostle spoon, a 
rusty spur, and one or two fragments of pottery. 

'^ Now, we will have a little drama. Threaten to break the 
things to pieces." 

She nodded. The time was half-past seven, and the even- 
ing had fallen. The great hall was empty and dark, save 
for the two figures and a single candle on the table. It was 
a long and lofty place, running the whole length of the house, 
with windows at the end. Originally it had been designed 
by the builder as a sort of state dining-room. Screens stood 
here and there, and the hall did not communicate directly 
with the outer door. But both the outer and the inner door 
were open. The two figures moving in the big hall in tiie 
twilight looked weird and spectral. 

"Now, Julia." 

"Chauncey, will you come to dinner?" 

" No, I will not. Go away and leave me.** 

" Chauncey, will you come out, for the first time?* 

No answer. 

"Chauncey, will you come out, for the second time? 
Chauncey, if I ask you for the third time, it will be the 
worse for you. I have got in my hands a valuable silver 
spoon, with a label on it — out of the Collection." 

"My apostle spoon — my apostle spoon!" he moaned, 
behind the door. 

" That isn't all. I've got a rusty green old spur, which I 
can bend with my fingers. Now, Chauncey, if you dont 
come out at once, I will bend it and break it into little 
pieces. It's only rubbish." 

" The spur of King Canute ! " groaned Chauncey. 
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"And break the apostle spoon into fifty fragments. 
Joseph!" 

For at this point of the drama the doctor seized her by the 
wrist, with a violence that was perhaps a little over-acting 
the part, and made her shriek quite naturally. 

" Cousin Chauncey," he said, in his deepest tones, " what 
is this ? Why do I find you locked up and barricaded in 
this way ? " 

Then arrived the very luckiest moment in all Joseph 
ChacomVs life. 

For just then a strange face showed itself at the door of 
the hall, that inner door which led to the outer porch. A 
white face — a face bearded like a pard, full of expectancy and 
curiosity. Neither of the actors in the little drama saw it. 
Finding that he was unperceived, the owner of the face stole 
across the hall softly, and crept behind one of the screens. 
Then he listened. 

" Is that you, Joe ? Is that my cousin Joseph ? " 

The voice of Chauncey sounded hollow and faint. 

" It is, Chauncey. Open the door, and come out.** 

** Send her away first," he cried. " I only want to see you.** 

" 60 to the dining-room, Julia,** said the doctor. " Wait 
for us there. Order dinner. I will bring him out in five 
minutes." 

She obeyed, and swept away, brushing the floor with her 
long silk train ; and the doctor heard her ring the bell. 

" At all events," he said to himself, " we shall have dinner. 
Now, Chauncey, make haste, and open the door. I shall be 
here till Monday morning, and you may trust yourself 
entirely with me, you know. Open the door, and tell me all 
about it." 

There was a great drawing away of boxes, pieces of furni- 
ture, chairs, and other things, by means of which Chauncey 
Chacomb had effected his barricade. Presently, his steps 
were heard in the space which he had cleared, a chain was 
taken down with a clinking, locks and bolts were undone, 
and the squire of Chacomb appeared. Marriage had done 
very little good for him. When the Cambridge Don, who 
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married late in life, was asked how he found the state of 
wedlock, be said that the breakfasts were better, but the 
dinners not so good. Channcey Chacomb would have said, 
with truth, that everything was not so good. As a house- 
keeper, Mrs. Cathnor had been a pink and paragon. She 
kept the servants in order. She kept up the house. She 
regulated his expenditure. She looked after his comfort. 
She was submissive in appearance, and she ruled in reality. 
Now that he had married her, all was changed. She ruled, 
and professed to rula She had dismissed all the old servants, 
and could not bring herself to engage a new set. She had 
no sense that an old country hall should be kept up with 
a certain amount of state. Above all, she had neither fear, 
respect, nor reverence for the master of the place ; and she 
bullied him. 

He was very miserable to look at. Thin in the face, 
stooping, his right shoulder a good deal more raised above the 
left than it had been four years ago ; his eyes closer together 
— half shut — with a thousand crows'-feet and wrinkles round 
them ; and a general look of suspicion on him, which only 
cleared away when he saw that his cousin was standing in 
the hall alj le. 

He ra-i to meet the doctor, with hands outstretched, and 
an eagerness that was affecting. 

" Joe," he cried, with a sort of sob — " cousin Joe, the only 
friend I have in the world, since Gerald went away. How 
glad I am to see you ! How glad I am you came to-night! ** 

" Tell me all about it, Chauncey." 

The way in which the poor creature clung to him struck 
the doctoi with pity and remorse. Of course, it is under- 
stood by this time that Joe Chacomb's better points were 
exactly such as to be brought out into full blossom and 
fructified, so to speak, by prosj>erity and the sense of power. 
Still, at no time had he been a stony-hearted man. Pity is 
an artistic emotion ; it soothes the avenues to the brain and 
the more delicate sensations, just as soup prepares the way 
for dinner. Hence, so many marriages are founded on pity. 
Amadis the Invincible, Sir Bors the Lady-killer, are not bad 
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fellows at bottom ; it goes to their heart to see fair Melnsine 
grow thin and pale. 

" Cousin Chauncey, cheer up," said the doctor. " Let us 
be jolly, man. You can't undo what you have done, but we 
may make the best of it. We will go back to the old times, 
and have a bottle of port for dinner, shall we ? " 

Chauncey shook his head. 

" I haven't enjoyed my glass of port," he said, " for four 
long years. I must not expect to enjoy it now. Joe, can't 
you persuade her to go away from me ? " 

" I might," said Joe. " Gad ! I never thought of that. 
But I might. When would you like her to go, Chauncey ? 
I think she is best in London — eveiybody is best there. Of 
course, I should not let her call upon me, and should give 
orders not to admit her." 

" Of course," said Chauncey, " So should I, if I could get 
rid of her." 

"I will do what I can, Chauncey. Now, why did you 
barricade yourself? " 

" She talks, she scolds, she sings, she — she boxes my ears, 
Joe. And whether she talks, or sings, or scolds, it is all the 
same ; for her voice goes through me like a saw, and makes 
me see ten thousand devils. When I hear her at night, the 
room is peopled with faces — not all of them Revel's face, only 
a good many. Some have Marion's face ; so that I am sure 
she must be dead." 

" She isn't dead. Nonsense, I saw her yesterday." 

" Joe, how the devil could I see her face with the face of her 
father unless she was dead ? Now, answer me that." 

" Upon my word, I can't answer you that But Marion is 
alive, poor girl ! " 

" Her brother wrote to me last week for money. . He said 
they were starving. But she wouldn't let me send any. 
Now I remember, Marion's name was mentioned. Then she 
must have died since then." 

Evidently the poor man's hallucination was stronger than 
ever. 

" Come to dinner, Chauncey," said Joe, with a shudder. 
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" Joe, you won't leave me, will yon ? Come and sleep in 
Gerald's room, I will have the little room. It will be very 
comfortable to wake up and hear you snoring. It is quiet, — 
so very quiet, when the faces begin their long procession. 
Promise me not to leave me. Oh, I am afraid of her. 
Yesterday she broke into the Collection, and broke my 
valuable Roman lamps. To-day, she was threatening to 
destroy King Canute's spur just as you arrived. She's a 
dreadful woman, Joe — oh, a dreadful woman ! I never knew 
that such women could be found. I have read of them, but 
I thought they only lived in novels. Joe, take her up to 
London with you — take her right away from me. Let me get 
rid of her. Joe ! Joe ! — what should I be without you ? " 

The listener, bending low behind the screen, heard and 
marked all this. As the two went arm in arm to the dining- 
room, he followed with noiseless step, listening still. 

The dinner was as bad as when the doctor last visited Mr. 
Chacomb. 

" Upon my word, Julia," he said, trying to get his knife 
through the joints of a large barn-door fowl — " upon my 
word, the state of your larder is too monotonous. We had 
tough fowl the last time I was here." 

** We have tough fowl every day, I think," said Chauncey 
humbly. 

The listener had followed to the door of the dining-room, 
which stood open. The room was lit by four candles only, 
which formed an island of light in the midst of a great dark- 
ness. So dark it seemed to him, that he was standing in the 
doorway looking at the party, without the fear of being 
observed. Facing him was Chauncey, who sat at the sida 
At one end was Mrs. Chacomb, at the other the doctor — ^the 
usual order of things being reversed. 

" Joe, said Chauncey, quite quietly, laying down his knife 
and fork, " give me a glass of sherry, Joe — thank you. Yes, 
thank you, it is quite clear now. I told you that last night 
I had a great vision ; quite a remarkable procession of &ces 
passed my pillow." 

"Ay, Chauncey, you did say something about it. You 
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are like the prophet Joel. Julia, this fowl is disgraceful. 
Well, cousin, aud what about the vision ? Tell me what it 
meant ? * 

" They came trooping past me in thousands : an endless 
file of human faces without bodies — thousands of them, Joe. 
Every minute there would be a Captain Revel among them ; 
then a Marion Revel— all dead people, yon know. One face 
I missed among them, and I thanked God, because I knew 
that he must be alive , it was the face of my son — my 
Gerald. But he is dead too — " 

" Chauncey ! '* cried the doctor, " take another glass of 
sherry, and then go on with the wing of your fowl." 

" Chauncey," said his wife, " if you talk like that at dinner, 
just when people are trying to be happy and enjoy themselves, 
after all the misery youVe made me undergo on your account, 
I will come round and shake you. I declare I will." 

"Manners, Mrs. Chacomb!" said the doctor. "Ladies 
in society do not shake their husbanda Nor do they 
threaten to do it." 

She tossed her head, and poured out a glass of claret. 
There was no servant in the room, the little maid having 
retired to the kitchen, where the grooms were helping her 
to dish a very bad pudding. 

"Now Gerald is dead, too," resumed the squire; "for I 
have just seen him.'' 

" My poor cousin," said the doctor, " do be good enough 
not to talk in this creepy way. It's not pleasant at dinner. 
Take another glass of wine. Did you get the port, Julia ? " 

Chauncey, as usual with him, was staring straight before 
him ; and, as usual, the others took no heed to the direction 
of his eyes. Then he set down the glass which he held in 
his hand, and half rose from his chair. 

" Chauncey *s worse to-night than I have ever seen him," 
the doctor murmured. " His wife has frightened him out of 
the few wits he had left." 

"It's strange," the squire said. "The other faces passed 
away, but this one remains. Revel only ,tumed his sad eyes 
upon me, and disappeared ; so did Marion — her eyes are like 
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her father's. Grerald remains. I see more than his face — I 
see his whole body in the twilight. He is pala He has 
grown thin. His beard is long, and his esyes are sad. He 
moves. He comes this way. Gerald ! — Gerald ! My son ! 
— ^my son ! Speak to ma" 

He threw himself forward, with his arms extended, and 
fell, face downwards, upon the table, with a fearful cry. 

It was echoed by his wife, who turned her head, and saw 
the form that her husband had seen — which he thought to 
be a spectre. 

" Father," cried the stranger, " it is no vision. It is yonr 
son." 

But his father moved not. 

The doctor was the first of the three to recover. He seized 
a light, and threw it upon Gerald's face. Then he, too, 
turned very pale— so pale that his friends would not have 
known him. Then he put down the candle, and said, very 
softly, as if speaking to himself — 

" Gerald come back ! " 

'* It is Gterald," the stranger replied ; " and more than 
thankful, my cousin, for the trust my father has in yon." 

" You know — ^what do you know ? " asked the doctor. 

"I was present just now in the hall. I listened — forgive 
me — I overheard all that my father said — " 

"Wonder if he overheard all that Julia said?" thought 
Joseph. 

" — and I thank you from my heart. You have earned 
my everlasting gratitude. Father, will yon not shake hands 
with me ? " 

" Voices and faces — faces and voices," murmured the poor 
little squire, trying to look at things as they were. "I see 
them, and I hear them. Joe, tell me what is real." 

" This is real, Chauncey. Your son is real. He who was 
dead liveth. I wonder if that's in the Bible," he murmured 
softly — "sounds like it. The prodigal — no, the wanderer 
has come home again. Let us kill fatted calves, and drink 
— drink old port — wine of Shechem. Sit down, Grerald. 
Have you had dinner ? " 
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Dr. Chacomb was nervous, and talkeil a little at random. 

" Here is a tough old hen." He pointed to Mrs. Chacomb 
in his agitation of spirit. " Here is your new stepmother." 
He pointed to the fowl in the dish. '^ Sit down, and make 
acquaintance, and eat and drink." 

Gerald bowed coldly to Mrs. Chacomb, and sat down. 
But he did not eat much, or drink either. The doctor ate 
and drank for everybody. The squire sat gazing steadfastly 
at his son. 

" Gerald,** he murmured from time to time, between his 
teeth. 

Presently he got np suddenly. 

" Joe," he said, " give me a sleeping draught. Make me 
sleep a long while. I haven't slept for a fortnight, and I 
don't know which are ghosts and which are realities. The 
room is full of ghosts now." 

The doctor and Gerald took him to his own wing. 

Mrs. Chacomb waited for them for two hours. Then she 
rose in a rage, and went to her own room. 

Chauncey went to bed and to sleep. The other two sat up 
and talked. Gerald told of his travels — ^how he had been 
stricken down by fever in Central Africa, and had been 
tended by faithful negroes. The doctor told how he had 
started the Hospital for Gout, and was now a prosperous 
man. 

"Andmy father, Joe?" 

" Tour father's hallucinations are stronger than ever. 
That woman I sent down here as housekeeper. She made 
him marry her." 

" Was it — was it all hallucination ? " asked Gerald. 

" Every bit. I was there. The man fell off the cliff. I 
have told your father so a hundred times, but nothing moves 
him. Nothing ever will now." 

Gerald sighed. 

"I fear I was hasty in going away. However, I have 
formed the mode of my life. I am going back again as soon 
as I have shaken off a little of this jungle fever." 
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" Back again ? With all this before you ? ** 

" Yes, my cousin. It is my fate, I suppose. Every man 
must work out his fate, eh? You are not four years in 
Africa without believing in fate, let me tell you. Do you 
ever see the Revels now?" he asked — quite carelessly, Joseph 
noticed. "I must call upon them when I go up to town. 
That will be in a few days. You can give me their address, 
please." 

He did not ask what they were doing, or anything about 
them, which was remarkable, the doctor thought. 

Then he began to talk about his stepmother. 

Next day, Mrs. Chacomb, with a great array of boxes, 
took the mid-day train to London. It is sufficient to say 
that she lives in considerable comfort and some splendour, 
but by herself, in a suburban villa at Dalston. Once a 
month or so, on a Sunday afternoon, Dr. Chacomb drives 
over to her. She is a widow now, and entertains her friends 
with long histories of the splendours of Chacomb Hall, and 
her own great doings with the other county ladies. 

When Chauncey awoke it was high noon. He was lying 
in Gerald's bed, and by him sat his son, in the flesh — no 
ghost at all. 

"Gerald" — his voice was hollow, and sounded far off — "I 
have had a miserable time since you went away. Now and 
then I know that I am suffering from hallucinations, but 
they come again. I know now that it is all a delusion. 
Think that it is so. Gerald, do not believe your father 
a murderer, whatever he may think himself! Ask Joe." 

" I do not, sir. Trust me, I do not." 

" Joe will tell you, Gerald. Remember, Joe has saved my 
reason — what little reason I have — and my life, too. Always 
let Joe do what he likes in this house. Give him money if 
he wants any. Remember, Gerald, it was Joe who saved 
your father from the madhouse." 

Then he thought he should like to get up and see the 
Collection. The doctor had pieced together the lamps with 
cement, and he saw no change. Nor did he ever, at that 
time or afterwards, make the slightest allusion to the second 
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Mrs. Chaoomb : she passed out of his mind like one of his 
old dreams. 

After a month or two he took to lying down, a habit which 
gained upon him/ And now I do not think he will ever get 
up from his bed any more. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

AFTER Marion undertook the Hermit's commission, he 
began to exercise his privilege of coming to see how 
the picture progressed every day, showing an almost feverish 
anxiety about it. Not that he cared abont the copy, which 
was his crafty pretext, but the society of the young ladies 
filled him with a delight unspeakable, after his long imprison- 
ment. It was, to some extent, a return to the world — a 
very limited and humble part of it. Mr. Lilliecrip was one 
of those men who, like La Fontaine and Oliver Goldsmith, 
expand and show their sunniest side in the presence of ladies. 
He resembled those poets in no other single quality, being, 
as has already appeared, as untruthful as a Syrian, as boastful 
as a Gascon, as selfish as a Fakir, and as cowardly as a 
Fantee. But the pleasure of seeing for half an hour a day 
these two girls, of talking to them, hearing the rustle of 
their dresses, watching the waves of their hair, breathing 
the same atmosphere with them, filled his life now with a 
delight quite new to it. He was attracted, too, by some 
strange resemblance in Adie's face, manner, and voice to one 
he had known many years before. Fancy an imprisonment 
— voluntary, but still an imprisonment — for fourteen long 
years, during which nothing beautiful in the shape of woman- 
hood has been near the prisoner. Then imagine the opening 
of a door by which, while the captivity is maintained, its 
rigour is alleviated by the talk of young ladies. Then try 
to think with what a boyish joy, what beating ot the heart, 
what pleasant excitation of the nerves, this Recluse would 
creep nervously down the stairs every morning, and knock 
at the door of the room which held those angels of a better 
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worli He dressed with the greatest care. He manipulated 
his long white hair, letting it sweep back from his brow with 
the flow of an ancient Gallic warrior. He covered his long 
fingers with rings. He decorated himself with diamond 
studs. He made up compliments, writing them oot before- 
hand, and studying how to bring up the conversation so as 
to drag them in. He acted over again in his imagination 
what he had said in the morning. He even, in his ardour, 
neglected his dinner, and made for two or three successive 
days a repast perfectly simple. 

The change in his life coincided with the severance of his 
connection with Mr. Carew. The rude, low-bred, and pain- 
fully true words spoken by his secretary gave his nervous 
system a great shock. To be sure, Dicky, whose manner was 
truculent and even threatening, had abstained from personal 
violence, a thing to which Mr. Lilliecrip had an almost 
sacerdotal objection ; but his criticism put him, for the time, 
out of conceit with the Memoirs. 

Men's imaginations take hold of strange forecasts. Mr. 
Lilliecrip, obscure in life, pictured to himself a posthumous 
glory equal to that of Mr. Pepys, and second only to Saint 
Simon. He was, so far, like Chauncey Chacomb, who desired 
to be remembered after death as the collector of the Chacomb 
Museum. The doctor, on the other hand, was contented with 
the good opinion of his contemporaries. Their praise, he was 
wont to say, leads to pudding. 

But what pleasure could a writer of Memoirs feel in work 
which even a common scribe and quill-driver like Dicky, his 
late secretary, declared was too stupid to be read, too clumsy 
not to be detected as an impudent forgery ? Undoubtedly, 
too, it was a forgery ; though, by the practice of long years, 
Mr. Lilliecrip had come to regard it as a genuine series of 
reminiscencea There are liars who have reached to such a 
point that they cannot speak the truth — imaginative liars ; 
liars of principle, habit, method ; liars who like to believe 
that they are telling the truth, who build a palace for their 
soul and live in it always, adding to it, decorating and im- 
proving it. Mr. Lilliecrip was one of these. Just now, after 
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the rude assault of his secretary, the palace walls seemed too 
much knocked aboat for the place to be habitable, and he felt 
like one who has been tarned out into the cold 

And so he basked in the sanshine of the first floor. He 
appeared every morning as radiant as Tithonus refreshed by 
kissing Aurora's rosy fingers. He brought compliments with 
him — good old-fashioned compliments with a fine crusted 
flavour — these the girls laughed at ; flowers, which they liked, 
and early fruit — things which no t)ne can ever refuse. And 
yet, as he felt with irritation, he made no headway in their 
good graces. The man, callous as regards others, was 
morbidly sensitive about himself. He felt what was thought 
of him ; he almost knew what was said of him. If he had 
overheard Adie's opinion of him, he could not have been more 
certain what it was. 

This it was. 

"Marion," said the young observer, "I don't like him. 
He was a gentleman once, I suppose ; but I don't like him. 
He is never real. His compliments are foolish, and his pre- 
tensions ridiculous. Considered as a Hermit, he is a dis- 
appointment. Hermits ought to have dirty faces and to wear 
serge gowns, with nothing between that and their tender 
skins, to punish them for being hermits — the nasty creatures ! 
Mr. Lilliecrip is dressed like a young gentleman of Begent 
Street. Lilliecrip, too — what a name! My dear, he has 
done something." 

He did not impress her at all. She only laughed at his 
magnificent talk, and almost openly mimicked him. He saw 
that she criticised him. As he spoke, moved, and dressed 
pour reffety it was natural that he should be on the watch 
perpetually to see what sort of efiect was produced. He 
liked to walk up and down the room, a habit which his long 
years of solitude had given him, just as if he had been in the 
Zoological Gardens. At the table by the window Marion 
was at work with her water-colours ; Adie in her chair, at 
work on some of her own devices. Between them he walked 
and talked, generally of himself; but always in a guarded 
manner, as if there was something to hide. 

2C 
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" My old friend, Lord Cardigan,*' lie began once, naming 
an officer whoso exploits the younger generation know only 
by hearsay — "my old friend, Lord Cardigan, once advised 
me seriously to cultivate Art as an occupation — of course, 
not as a profession." 

" Dear me ! " said Adie, in her flippant way. " That is a verj 
interesting anecdote. Tell us another, Mr. Lilliecrip ; and then 
I will try to remember how I once sewed a button on my cuff." 

"Ah, yes — very good indeed, my dear young lady, very 
good. It reminds me of poor D'Orsay's best days." 

" Mr. Lilliecrip, what do you go about under false pretences 
for ? " asked Adie. 

" My dear 1 " expostulated Marion. 

" I mean, of course, why do you live in a wretched house 
like this, where the world never comes ? " 

" Because the world never comes here," said the Solitary, 
with a sigh. 

"I am sure I wish it did," Adie went on. "But the 
world is a very pleasant world to those who have money. 
You have money, I suppose, Mr. Lilliecrip ? " 

" Money, yes, and — and — rank," he added, as if the word 
dropped out unawares. 

" Really ! are you Sir John Lilliecrip, Baronet, or Gteneral 
Sir Arthar Lilliecrip, K.C.B., or Baron Lilliecrip, or Earl 
Lilliecrip, or the Marquis of Lilliecrip, or His Grace the 
Duke of Lilliecrip? You can't be His Boyal Highness 
Prince Lilliecrip — can you ? " 

Mr. Lilliecrip made no answer to this sally, which visibly 
disconcerted him. 

" Adie, dear," murmured Marion. 

But her sister went on. 

" Tell me why you wear that ribbon in your button-hole, 
Mr. Lilliecrip ? " 

He had assumed a slender scarlet ribbon, like that worn 
by the Legion of Honour in Prance. 

" It is nothing," he answered, pretending to hide it. " A 
small personal distinction, bestowed upon me in 1 848 by the 
Emperor of Austria, on the field of battle." 
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" Dear me ! " said Adie, who did not believe a word of it. 
" I like to hear about battles. Tell me the history. Did he 
make you kneel, and knight you on the spot ? " 

He gravely shook his head. 

" Pardon me ; it is an affair of history. I can hardly, even 
to gratify a lady's desire, tell the story without revealing — 
revealing what it is best to keep concealed. 

" Can you not understand, young ladies," he went on — ^by 
this time he was standing in the window, where a reflection 
of the sunlight from an opposite window fell full upon his 
face and head, and lit him up with a kind of aureole — ^*' can 
you not understand, without putting me to the pain of ex- 
plaining, and thereby uncovering what it has been my fixed 
resolution to conceal, the sad history of a deceived and dis- 
appointed life ? SuflBce it that I found, at the age of forty — 
late, you may say — the world a mockery, its pleasures a vanity, 
the profession of friendship hollow, the vows of women false." 

" I cannot understand that at all," said Adie ; " that is, 
speaking for myself. I find the world's pleasures charming, 
and I believe women are always true. Marion, dear, can you 
understand that the pleasures of the world are vain ? You 
see, Mr. Lilliecrip, we have known so few of them that it 
would not be fair to judge. When I have gone on a little 
way further, say half as far as you, I might possibly agree 
with you ; but at present I can only say that I do not under- 
stand it at all. It seems to me stagey to talk in this way." 

Mr. Lilliecrip was staggered. The girl's way of catching 
him up in an elaborated sentence put him out. He leaned 
against the window for a moment, and considered. 

There was a woman in the street below, staring up at the 
window, with haggai*d look. A woman in rags — a disreput- 
able woman. She came with hun'ied steps into the street ; 
but when she arrived at the door of No. 15, she hesitated, 
stopped, and crossed over to the other side. Then she 
walked up and down, gazing with all her eyes at the windows 
of the first floor — those of Marion's lodgings. 

It was a bright morning ; the sunshine was reflected across 
the street upon one of Marion's windows. There, presently, 
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this unqiiiet watcher — for she walked up and down, tAllpTig 
to herself clenching her hand, and clutching her wretched 
shawl round her wasted figure — saw a head appear, dad in 
long, white hair, and standing out in the sunshine as if it 
were a silyer head set in ebony. 

When she saw it, she started^ then she looked again, 
bending forward and straining her eyes, as one who wants to 
catch at every vantage point of sight. The head turned a 
little, and she saw the full face for a moment ; the figore 
straightened itself, and she saw the slope of the shoulders. 

Then like a mad dog, she ran up and down the kerbstone 
in misery, with eyes full of rage and terror. 

And lastly, as if she had no more control of her limbs, 
she shrieked aloud, and running across the street, dashed 
open the door — which was, as usual, lefl ajar — and rushed 
up the stairs to Marion's room. 

" Let me try to make myself clearer," Mr. Lilliecrip was 
going on, in those clear, calm tones which convinced Dicky 
Carew against his better knowledge that the man was truthful 
^' You are both £etr too young and inexperienced to feel the dis- 
appointments of a man who was for twenty years in search of 
a career. Wealth and rank ; family connections and — ^if I 
may say so — hereditary intellect ; accomplishments and — if 
I may be allowed to speak of it — personal distinctions — the 
Victoria Cross, the Iron Cross, the Eagle of Russia, the Cross 
of Maria Theresa, are a few of my rewards. All these things, 
dear to most people, to me were vain. What are they, indeed, 
compared with a disappointed heart ? In diplomacy, I looked 
for truth and honour, and found falsehood and treachery ; in 
war, I looked for courage and found cowardice ; in friendship, 
I looked for devotion and found self-interest ; in love, I looked 
for fidelity and found betrayal Everywhere self, eveiy where 
luxury, everywhere interest, everywhere falsehood. England, 
my native England, where is the ancient virtue gone ? " 

" That sounds very pretty," said Adie. " But suppose you 
had started like me, without expecting too much. As for 
myself, I look for nice people, and I pray for money in order 
to put myself in their way." 
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There was a step outside the door, which Marion heard, 
and, lifting her head, waited for a knock ; but none came. 
Had no one spoken, they might have heard a loud quick 
breathing outside. But they could not guess the wild passion 
that held the woman there motionless till she could bear it 
down low enough to find her voice again. 

" It was my leading principle through an active life," went 
on this pompous moralist, "to seek out Virtue. Rarely have 
I found it. At last, after repeated trials and disappointments, 
I resolved to quit the world for which I had toiled in vain, 
and endeavour to find in solitude such happiness as my 
meditations alone might give." 

"Meditation and mutton cutlets," said Adie. "I have 
heard they go well with claret. It all sounds like a piece of 
an old novel." 

"Young lady, forbear to scoff at a man who has seen 
Courts, who knows the roar of battle, who has lived in cities, 
and who, with all his experience, can proudly say with Bayard 
that he is a knight sans peur et satis repivche" 

He delivered himself in measured speech, raising his figure 
to the full height of six feet two as he spoke, and folding his 
arms with an attitude which spoke volumes. He swelled out, 
too, like the frog in the fable, and looked bigger. 

Adie felt abashed at the rebuke and at the aspect of the 
godlike man. Still, in her frivolous way, she might have 
answered, had not the door been flung open. There stood 
the woman — ^the same whom she remembered seeing with 
Marion — standing tall, defiant, and threatening. Her eyes — 
bright blue eyes, the same colour as Adieus — ^were fixed upon 
Mr. Lilliecrip. She neither moved nor spoke for a space. 
Only her right arm slowly lifted, as if mechanically. Madame 
Rachel, a gipsy woman in a rage, a Hindoo whose husband 
has eaten her cakes, an Arab woman who is having an alter- 
cation with another lady of the same camp — alone could equal 
that gesture of unbounded and unstudied ragel Her lips were 
parted; her nostrils dilated; the flush of wrath upon her 
sunken cheeks filled them out, and made her look ten years 
younger. 
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Marion started from her chair, and placed herself between 
the woman and her sister. 

" Yon dare to come here ! " she cried — ^^ herty of all places 
in the world ? " 

" Hush, Marion Revel !— hush ! " the other said, « Don*t 
be afraid. It is not to you I come. Tell me — tell me — why 
is ?ie here ? What is that man doing in this room ? My God, 
what fresh misery is he preparing ? Marion Revel, tell me 
before I kill him!" 

At the voice of the woman, at the name she spoke, Mn 
Lilliecrip seemed to shrink together and collapse. He did 
not change colour, because his ghastly pallor could not well 
grow whiter; but he grew suddenly six inches shorter of 
stature, and ten years older. His hair seemed to lose its silky 
flow, and fell over his face ; his eyes grew crowsfooted, his 
cheeks wrinkled, his hands trembled. The youthful coat he 
wore looked like some horrid mockery. 

" Tell me what he is doing here, Marion Revel — if not for 
your own sake, tell me for hers." 

She pointed to Adrienne, who cowered with terror behind 
her sister. 

" Revel ! " murmured the man, with chattering teeth. 

" Ay, Kevel ! You ought to know the name well — ^no one 
better. What have you to do here — and with his daughters ? 
Yes, Captain lievel's daughters. And who am I? Do yoa 
remember me? Do I ever cross your thoughts? Am I 
changed? Am I wasted, worn, and miserable?** 

** You are, Carry." 

The answer came like a whisper from dry and trembling lips. 

" Carry ! Yes, Carry ! Marion, do you know now who 
this man is ? You do not. I see you do not. Perhaps yoa 
cannot even guess. But you know — oh ! you know what I 
am ; and he is the cause. He is the wicked cause, and I am 
the miserable, wretched victim." 

She passed, in her swift way, from lamenting to threatening. 

" I told you, Marion, that I should meet him some day, 
I prayed for this, and that makes the second prayer answered 
I told you I should have my revenge." 
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The man who looked on, shivered, shook, and trembled, 
trying to stop the torrent of her words. 

" Come upstairs, Carry. Not here. For God's sake, come 
away with me." 

" Marion," the woman went on, " I came to tell you that 
the boy is dying. Better so — better so. I will have my 
revenge by the death-bed of his son." 

He shrank back, as she stepped towards him, with a 
pitiable terror and horror. 

"I did not know," he murmured — "I did not know who 
they were. Miss Revel, I give you my word of honour — " 

" His word of honour ! His word of honour ! Come with 
me. Both the parents shall be at the bedside of their dying 
child. That is proper — that is right. The boy shall give 
you his blessing before he goes." 

Marion, bewildered as she was, felt pity for the poor wretch, 
80 utterly broken down, and at the mercy of this woman. 

" Have pity on him," she said. " He is old — and — and — ** 

" Marion Revel, you are a fool. Shall I nurse my revenge 
for fifteen years, and lose it at last ? Shall I suffer want and 
misery, shame and disgrace, and forgive him when I meet 
him after all this time? Come" — she seized him by the 
arm — " come ! " 

Then she turned, and saw Adrieune clinging to her sister, 
frightened. Suddenly her whole face changed. She let the 
man's arm drop, and, with a bitter cry, threw herself at the 
girl's feet. 

"No, Marion — suffer me — only this once in all my life. 
Never again— oh ! me — never again ! Both your hands, my 
pretty — ^both your hands, my darling ; both your hands for 
me to hold and kiss — and kiss. O Adrienne — little Adie 
— little, little Adie !— do you remember, Marion ? And she 
never knew, did she ? — never knew. What shall I say to her 
— what? She is as beautiful as the day; she shall be as 
happy as a princess ; she shall have every blessing that the 
Lord has to give her ; and she shall be — she shall be — good." 

She went on like a mad woman, crying, talking, and kissing 
Adie's hands all the time. The girl yielded passively. The 
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tears stood in her eyes ; but they might have been tears of 
surprise, sympathy, or anything. She understood nothing, 
and suspected nothing. The miserable Hermit stood irreso- 
lute. There was a moment when he might have made his 
escape, when Mrs. Spenser was crying over Adie's hands. 
He lost that moment, looking at the woman with eyes of 
foreboding. All the uprightness was gone out of the man ; 
he seemed shrunken into the semblance of a terrified and 
beaten cur. When it was too late, and her passion had some- 
what spent itself, he bethought himself of the door, and 
stealthily moved in that direction. 

Mrs. Spenser sprang from Adie, dashed away the tears 
from her eyes, and seized her prisoner once more with a 
clutch of steel. 

" Marion," she whispered quickly, " I have not told her — 
never tell her. Make up something. Forgive me. Come, 
sir, come — we have something to see together." 

She dragged him, resistless in her wrath, from the room. 

" Marion," said Adie tremulously, " what is it ? What 
does it all mean ? Who is she, Marion ? " the girl repeated. 
" Why did she kiss my hand ? Why did she look so wild ?** 

But Marion made no reply. Her cheek was pale, and her 
lips dry. She kmv). She knew without needing to be told, 
all that it meant. The man with the silky, white hair — the 
man whose face had inspired her with a distrust at first 
sight, was he who had brought ruin and wretchednesB upon 
her father's happiness. 

And the woman ? 

She soothed her sister as best she could. It was her great 
comfort, for herself, that Adie had no suspicion, not the 
slightest suspicion, of the truth. She was only firightened 
and curious. 

" Is she mad, Marion ? " 

" Yes, dear, yes. She will not come back again. Adie, 
you are not afraid to be left alone, are you ? I must go and 
look after that poor creature. Never ask me who she is, 
dear. Never speak of her, or think of her again. If you 
are nervous, go and sit in Mr. Owen's room. He is in the 
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school, and you are qaite safe there. Don't be frightened, 
dear. The poor woman has had a terrible life, and a fearinl 
punishment for sin. The wretched man was, it appears, her 
tempter. Do not think harshly of her, Adie. I must go to 
her lodgings.** 

Marion found the unfortunate Hermit planted by the 
pallet of the boy, just where Mrs. Spenser placed him. His 
hands hung down his side; he looked sometimes at the 
woman, sometimes at the boy, and sometimes at the wretched 
room. 

His face brightened when he saw Marion. 

" Don't let them murder me," he moaned. ** I will make 
expiation ; I will pay something every week.'* 

The mother was attending to the boy, still with her wild 
eyes and shaking limbs. She seemed to take no notice of 
the man, but if he moved she placed herself at once between 
him and the door. 

Marion turned to the boy. He lay back upon the pillow, 
his cheek pale and thin, his frame wasted. Death was 
written, so plain that even his mother could see, in his bright 
and fixed eyes. His lips played with a thin, sweet smile, and 
his face wore the intensified, peculiar expression of absolute 
vacancy, which yet was not quite idiotic, but even pleasing. 
He did not belong to the world — he never had belonged to 
the world. There was no tie with humanity, except that with 
his mother, which it would pain the boy to break. There 
was no thought of the next world to excite in him the tears 
of terror, or those of a grateful trust. He was an infant 
still, although of fourteen years, on whom the ills of the 
world had passed over innocuously, because he did not know 
they were ills. He was that creature whom the Arab has 
ever regarded with respect, and the Christian, until the last 
few years, with loathing — a boy with half a brain. Nature 
had been very kind to him. He was to live for fourteen years 
only, and then to die. She gave him the gifts of gentleness, 
sympathy, and love. 

^' Look at him, Marion," said the poor mother, ^^ Do you 
think he is looking easier ? " 
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" Jem," 8aid Marion, kneeling beside the child, " you know 
me, don't you ? You have seen me here before." 

He smiled. He would have nodded his head, but was too 
weak. 

" I know," he murmured. " I told you the hymn— 

' Adama Neave they turned him out, 
'Cos he knocked the apples down.' 

Mother, give me an orange. I say " — ^he turned feebly to 
Marion — "don't you wish you was ill? It's jolly to get 
oranges all day long, and all night too. I should like to see 
the boys again. There's one boy — tell him — ** 

He stopped and coughed. 

" Yes," said Marion. " What shall we tell that boy ? He 
is a friend of yours." 

" Tell him," said Jem — the words were ferocious, but the 
meek manner of utterance redeemed their ferocity — "tell 
him that he owes me for two Globes and an Hchoy and if he 
won't pay me, I'll cut his liver out. It's twopence altogether." 

This seemed to Marion a poor way of starting for the next 
world; but the boy's childish face belied his sanguinary 
threats. 

They watched — the three of them — while he had another 
fit of coughing, which seemed to tear him in pieces. Pre- 
sently the fit ceased, and he sank back. His mother held 
his hand, and began, always with one eye on her prisoner, a 
sort of trembling monologue. 

" When he was only a day old," she said, " I wished I was 
dead, and the child as well, till I felt those little fingers at ray 
breast. Marion, I never felt so with the other two — not quite 
so. It was for this boy that I gave up my husband, and my 
home, and — and — you, little Marion, that I loved, only not 
my own. It was for him — for him. Ah ! and he will never 
know what I gave up. He will never learn the madness of 
his mother and the wickedness of his father." 

Mr. Lilliecrip moved uneasily, and in the direction of the 
door. A gesture from the woman stopped him, and he stood 
at the end of the bed, looking miserably, not at the boy, 
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but at the woman who had found him out. His dignity was 
gone; his figure was bent; his bearing was cowed. It 
seemed impossible that so great a change should happen in 
so short a time. 

" Look at him, Marion. Look at this miserable creature. 
He has not even the common courage to brazen it out. And 
it was with him — with him — that I ran away from the best 
husband in the world, and the dearest children — with this 
man. Look at him well. He was handsome, after his kind. 
He could do things. He wore his uniform gallantly. He 
was not so clever as my husband, and I was not afraid of 
him. I was a fool — oh, heavens, what a fool I was ! — and 
he persuaded me. 

" My boy," she went on, after a while, " who was your 
mother ? " 

He was breathing slowly, and with difficulty. The cold 
dews rested on his forehead, and his eyes were closed. 

" She was a lady," he replied, slowly, and with pain. 

" And who was your father ? " 

"He was a gentleman." 

" What else, my boy ? " 

" Oh, hush ! " said Marion. " For pity's sake, spare him. 
The boy is—" 

" What, Marion Revel — what? The boy is going to have 
a quiet sleep ; and then, perhaps, he will get better. Say, 
my boy — what was your father ? " 

** A scoundrel ! When I meet him, I will kill him." 

The man at the foot of the bed trembled in all his limbs. 

" He was more than a scoundrel," said his mother. " Plenty 
of greater men are scoundrels. He was a coward— a convicted 
coward. He was a disgrace to the cloth he bore, and to the 
array he belonged to. He refused to go^the only officer in 
the service who ever did it— he actually refused — look at him 
well, Marion ! — to go out on trench duty. They tried to hide 
it in the regiment ; but I knew it — oh ! I learned it. Only 
think, Marion, that for this miserable creature I lost my al] i "* 

Marion was wiping the lips and forehead of the dying boy, 
and hardly listened to the poor frantic woman. 
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" Jem," she whispered — " Jem, dear boy. Say after me, my 
boy. Say, 'Onr Father.'" 

"That's my father— 111 kill him," the boy replied, in 
snllen words. '^ When I see him, Til kill him. Mother says 
I am to." 

" Say, then — * God help and forgive us every one.' " 

" God help and forgive ns every one," the boy repeated, 
dutifully. " What is your name ? " he asked feebly. 

"Marion," 

" I*m Rickety Jem. Mother ! " 

His mother seemed stupefied. She sat stupidly gazing at 
her boy, trying by some superhuman effort to realise the full 
bearing of things. But she could not. It seemed like some 
dreadful nightmare. The years rolled away. She was with 
Marion, but Marion was a little girl. She was with this 
man, but he was a brave and gallant officer. She was — bat 
no — the dream would go no farther. 

" Mother," said Jem. 

His senses swam about him. His eyes and lips lit up for 
a moment in a smile. 

" One of the boys — " he began. 

But he stopped short, laid his cheek on Marion's hand, 
and ceased to breathe. 

Only Marion noticed that the boy was dead. But in a 
minute the mother's heart misgave her, and she stooped to 
kiss the boy. Then, with a bitter cry, she fell upon the 
body, kissing it a thousand times in her agony. 

When Marion looked round again Mr. Lilliecrip was gona 

He had slipped away at the first relaxation of the woman's 
watchfulness. He crept noiselessly down the stairs, imd he 
fled. The first thing that occurred to him was that he ought 
to get a hat ; for Mrs. Spenser had dragged him through the 
streets hatless, an object of pity and derision to the world. 
He had his purse in his pocket. Provided with this necessary, 
he turned east, and, with furtive steps and much looking 
behind him to see if he was followed, he began a pilgrimage 
to some place — he knew not where — where he might be wSd, 
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He marcheO, with downcast eyes and stooping figure — a 
strange tigure— drawing the eyes of all after him, through 
the crowded streets. He was unused to walk abroad for so 
many years that he ran against people, got over crossings by 
a kind of miracle, drew upon himself the imprecations of 
cabmen and the warnings of policemen. But he kept on. 
He was so terrified that he could think of only one thing — . 
the best way of escape, and only one way— escape to a*» 
foreign country. He would go down to the docks ; he would 
take the first ship which was going to sail ; he would go to 
America. Other purpose he had none — only to escape from 
those dreadful eyes of the woman he had wronged, from the 
memory of the scene he had just witnessed, from any future 
consequences that might arise. We do not, unhappily, 
repent of our sins ; we only dread the consequences. 

Then he found himself at the docks^ and further flight 
seemed, for the moment, impossible. 

He went to a hotel — there are some good hotels at the 
East End of London — and ordered a private room. It was 
getting on for evening. He ordered dinner as well. And 
then he sat down and began to think. 

"It was an awkward position," he said — "most awkward. 
I do not know that I can remember a more remarkable situa- 
tion in any novel. The old love — she — the old love, and 
actually her daughter, with the step-daughter — elements, if 
one had only gone a little farther, of an excellent French novel. 
Devilish unlucky thing her finding me out ! And most dis- 
agreeable business that in her lodgings. However, it has forced 
me to leave my retreat. I will go back to the world. Not 
London — no, not there. In some place where I am not known 
— where there can be no chance of my being found out again, 
where the name of Lillingworth has never been heard." 

He rose abruptly, and walked up and down the room. 

" Curse the Crimean War ! Curse my own folly in going ! 
I might have sold out — lots of fellows sold out. I might 
have exchanged — lots of fellows exchanged. I might have 
come home on urgent private affairs — lots of fellows did. 
But I must needs go in for gloiy. And if I had done — ^if I 
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had obeyed orders, I might have been snng, and been a 
general with a reputation by this timo. 

"Poor Carry! she's gone off terribly. Fancy my ever 
being in love with that little dolL I suppose I mast have 
been once, else I shouldn't have run away with her. I was 
devilish afraid Revel would call me out. He didn'tw Why 
didn't he ? He wasn't afraid. 

"And that's his daughter! — that splendid beauty; that 
glorious girl, with the deep brown eyes, that go through a 
man like a gimlet. Gad! and if it had not been for the 
cursed woman's interference, she might have been mine. 
We would have gone to Italy, she and I together, and 
practised Art. We would have lived at Spezzia — ah! I 
know it. I was there once with — with one of them, and 
looked over the blue waters of the bay, and drank the 
Chianti wine. Oh, what a chance to lose ! " 

He rang the bell. 

" Waiter. If you have any curaqoa, give me a small glass. 
Dinner at six, if you can. And a bottle of Piper's Sec, if 
you have any. None of your sweet stuff . No, not a pint — 
a whole bottle. 

"I am devilish low to-night. This curaQoa is not dry 
enough, but it is better than nothing. Poor Carry! she's 
like a devil to look at. Women are, when they go off in 
that shocking way, and neglect their dress. 

" Hang her 1 Why should I trouble my head about her 
at all. What is she to me, or I to her, now ? It is all past 
and gone. Let me forget the past. I am fifty-five years of 
age. I have ten years more of enjoyment before me, and 
then ten more of care and misery, I will go to America. If 
I don't like it, I will come back to Europe. Waiter, let me 
have dinner as soon as you can. I shall sleep here; and — 
waiter, get me a telegraph form." 

He telegraphed to his lawyers; went out to the docks, 
hard by; found a steamer — the Triton — going to sail at 
twelve the next morning; returned to his house; had a 
good dinner; bought a novel, and read it with great enjoy- 
ment ; went to bed, and dreamed of Marion ReveL 
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Not a thought of the woman he had mined, or of the 
wrecked boy, his son. The woman was one instrument out 
of many which had subserved his selfish purposes. Why 
should he feel for her ? 

The next day he was steaming down the Pool, on board 
the Triton. In his pocket were lettess of credit. In his 
hand was another novel 

He strolled forward. In the forecastle, a steerage pas- 
senger was sitting — a handsome young fellow, whose face 
struck him with terror, for that also was the face of Carry. 

" Good God ! " he cried. " Can I never escape her ? " 

And hurried back to the after-deck. His enjoyment was 
gone. 

For the young man was Fred Revel, his fellow-passenger. 

While Captain Lillingworth — we may as well give him his 
real name — was drinking brandy and water, and laughing 
over the novel, Mrs. Spenser was wandering up and down the 
streets. Not in search of him — he was not in her mind at 
all, save as some refrain to a song, or as a song which gets 
possession of the brain, and keeps singing itself over and 
over again, always in discord with the thoughts that pass 
backward and forwarda 

Presently she wandered down to the Embankment — ^uncon- 
scious where she was, or how she got there. 

She was past thinking— she could only remember. Her 
life passed before her in easy stages, beginning with the brief 
courtship, when the grave young widower asked her — her, 
the girl who thought of nothing but balls — to be his wife, 
and made her believe that she was clever. 

" I wasn't," she said. " I was only silly— only silly." 

Then she thought of her marriage. That took her a long 
time, because it was a happy thing to think of Then she 
remembered the life in London, and at Portsmouth, where 
her husband got a ship. Then the quiet life in the country, 
while he was on the Mediterranean. Then the birth of the 
boy. Then the captain's return, and the coming of the little 
girl ; and then — ^then — ah ! then ! 
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She was tired. There were no eeata The Embankment 
was deserted, because it was a rainy night She went and 
sat down on the steps that overhang the water. The tide 
was rushing up through the arches of Waterloo Bridge before 
her with a load swirl and sweep, tearing past the granite 
wall by which she sat, foaming against the steps, rashing 
inland, as if to escape some pursuer. There were lig-hts 
beyond the river, which were reflected in the water ; and as 
she looked across, there seemed to stand out upon the black 
water a face which the poor distracted creature knew too 
well 

It gave her a shock at first ; but in a minute or two she 
grew accustomed to the sight of it. 

And then she began to grow rational. 

" My boy is dead," she began, speaking to the phantom. 
"I have been very miserable — almost starving, except for 
your daughter, who is the best woman in all the world. 
Forgive me. I have never been happy for a single day since 
I did it — never once. Oh ! forgive ma I found him out for 
what he was the day after I left you. I knew then — but it 
was too late — what I had given up. I was so silly — so silly ; 
and you thought I could understand when you talked about 
books. God ! I was so silly ! And I got tired and cross 
because you would not see how stupid I was ! And then he 
came, and then — oh, forgive me ! Husband — say you forgive 
me!" 

She stretched out her arms. The waves were flowing over 
her feet, but she felt nothing. Something seemed to lift her 
from the cold stones on which she sat, and to lay her softly 
in the water, which bore her swiftly — the face beckoniug her 
always — past steps and granite walls, under the dark arches 
of the bridges, by barges and steamboats, rolling her over 
and over, beating her face and washing her limbs, carrying 
her, cold and insensiblOi to the land where her husband had 
long forgiven her* 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE doctor came back to town thoughtful, but not, on tbe 
whole, depressed. It was true that the rightful heir 
was come back to his own. That was bad for himself and his 
succession. On the other hand, it was by the most blessed 
— by the most providential — arrangement of time and cir- 
cumstance that the young prince should have arrived in the 
very nick of time, while Chauncey's demonstrative gratitude 
was in open evidence. There was very little fear, after this, 
that he would ever have to give an account of his steward- 
ship at all ; or, if any account, then such a one as would be 
best in his own interests. Two courses were open to him. 
He might simply declare that the Chacomb revenues had 
been spent on the Chacomb estate ; or — it was an alternative 
of some moral importance — he might tell the actual truth. 
He might say, " I have received the rents. I have kept a 
careful and accurate statement of all incomings and out- 
goings. I have seen that my cousin was looked after, and 
the place properly kept up. I have borrowed four or five 
thousand for my own purposes, for which I am ready to give 
interest, and to pay it ofi* in a reasonable tima And the rest 
is all lying in the bank, or invested in the funds, in my 
name, as the tmdetr No legal documents ; no nasty binding 
conditions; nothing but the word of a gentleman and a 
cousin. 

'^ And, by gad ! " he said, after an hour's cogitation in the 
train, " there is nothing in the world like honesty. I will 
write to Gerald when I get back to town, and send him the 
real statement." 

This he eventually did, with such heightening of favourable 
details as even the goddess herself, fresh from the well, could 
not avoid. The result was as satisfactory as he could wish 
for Gerald in person assured him that he valued his services 
to the owner of Chacomb at far more than the small sum 
(this remarkable young man called it *' the small sum ") 
which his father had lent him — the doctor was careful to set 

2 D 
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the facts so as to make it appear that everything was done 
by permission of the squire, after careful consideration — and 
that no demand would ever be made upon him for the interest. 
Ti'avellers and colonials, when they come home to England, 
are apt, ^ is well known, to be free of money, not rightly 
knowing its value or the diflSculty of getting it. No doubt 
Gerald has learned better by this time. 

The accounts which the doctor roughly drew up in his own 
mind — he knew the value of a correct statement, from read- 
ing Balzac — formed, when set down, a remarkable record of 
honest dealing. There was, first, the sum total of the rents 
for four years — a trifle of fifteen thousand pounds. From 
this sum was to be deducted the expenses of keeping up 
Chacomb — amounting to no more, with the reduced establish- 
ment, than fifteen hundred a year. That left nine thousand 
pounds. Now, of this sum he professed to have borrowed 
four thousand, and invested the rest. He had not, it was 
certain, embezzled, defrauded, made use of trust money, or 
done any of the things by which men sometimes come to 
grief. He had simply — being a self-appointed trustee, 
answerable to no one, and acting in an inoflScial manner 
— taken the liberty of borrowing some of the money, and 
investing the rest to what he considered the best advantage. 
And he had prospered greatly — so greatly that, although 
to repay the advances he had taken to start himself on his 
successful career he would have to sacrifice nearly all his 
earnings ; yet he felt that he could do it, with a sure con- 
fidence that a few years more of work would put him in a 
position to retire fi'om active practice. He might, too, and 
did, charge in his account for all those journeys undertaken 
in his cousin's interest. 

The moral of this novel, as, no doubt, everybody has found 
out — it is absurd to append a moral in set terms — is that 
prosperity, and not adversity at all, is needed to develop 
the higher virtues of mankind. Some people have foolishly 
taught that self-denial and maceration are the only virtues. 
Rubbish! The most delicate flowers are fostered by the 
warmest sunshine. Generosity, measured by a sense of 
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justice, prudence, thrift, common sense — all these fair 
blossoms are produced by prosperity ; and they are nipped 
by the cursed east winds of ill- fort nne. In the old days, 
the doctor borrowed, spent, gave, lent, and scorned the 
qualities which make collective man strong. In this his 
wealthy time, he was actually proposing to charge his cousin 
all his journeys to Barnstaple and back. Now the virtue of 
thrift is very great. It makes England what it is. And it 
is possessed far more largely by the rich than by the poor. 

It is not to be disguised that he was strongly tempted to 
evade the moral obligation of truth, and to enact the part of 
the unjust steward. Gerald's return was, in itself, an act at 
which he might fairly show some indignation. He had so 
long been irresponsible, that it was almost intolerable to 
resign his guardianship. And, besides, he had so accustomed 
himself to regard the silence of Gerald as indicating his death, 
that the rulings of Providence appeared a personal injury. 
It must be marked, as a clear advance in the moral nature 
of the doctor, that he shrank from the temptation as a dis- 
honour ; whereas, in his days of adversity, the unregenerate 
times, such a temptation might — one is not quite sure — 
mi/jht have been considered from the standpoint of risk. But 
when the train rolled in at Waterloo terminus, the doctor's 
brow was clear, and his resolution firm. His brow had 
smoothed itself out, and he had resumed his ordinary aspect 
of calm and thoughtful prosperity. 

But there was another person to be considered. How 
should he act to Marion ? 

He dismissed Gerald and the accounts from his thoughts, 
and turned them in the direction of Marion. The doctor 
had at least one gifl — that of being able to shift his mind. 
As with all clear-headed men, his subjects arranged them- 
selves in pigeon-holea Marion and Gerald were together 
in one, separate in two others; Chauncey and his housekeeper 
together in another, Gerald and the future auditing of 
accounts in a third. And so on. 

Marion. She had to be told of Gerald's return. Should 
he tell her ? 
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It seemed as if a crisis of his fate was approaching. For 
four years everything had prospered with him. If he bor- 
rowed money, it returned to him with interest wherever he 
invested it. If he started a speculation, it succeeded. K he 
wrote a book, it sold, and brought him credit. He was 
carried for four years along the tide of fortune, almost with- 
out effort of his own, save to guide his craft. All around him 
he saw the barks of other men — dismasted, rudderless, foun- 
dering, even keel uppermost — at best, making slow and un- 
certain headway, like a Thames barge when the flow is well- 
nigh spent. And now — ^the heir returned, the girl whom he 
had hoped to marry lost to him, and the borrowed money all 
to be repaid. 

He resolved to see Marion that same evening. 

He dined at a restaurant — things looking a little brighter 
after dinner — and drove home to Adelaide Street. Among 
the letters lying on his table, which he tossed over to be read 
the next day, was one which he seized and opened. 

" I had forgotten that matter altogether," he said. 

The letter was from a well-known artist. 

" I am glad to tell you that your protegSe's picture is 
accepted, and will be, if I can manage it, well hung. Come 
to the private view and see it, if you can find time. My 
opinion of it is vastly improved. There is force in the con- 
ception ; and, if some of the drawing is not too firm, it is 
correct. I do not think that the young lady will make a 
great artist, but she has gifts. The picture will sell. When 
you dine with me next, tell me all about her." 

"By Jove!" said the doctor. *'If the news had only 
arrived before Gerald's return. Perhaps it is not yet too late. 
Gratitude is a strong passion with women ; as for men, they 
mostly wonder what it means. I will go at once." 

He went, taking the letter with him, and found Marion 
alone, playing in the twilight such old music as she remem- 
bered — reminiscences which brought peace to her anxious 
heart 

She looked up as he entered, with those deep eyes of hers. 
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which always went straight to the doctor's heart. Adie's 
eyes were larger and brighter, but they nerer moved him — 
they were too bright and shallow. 

" I have brought you news," he said. 

" Is it good news, Dr. Chacomb ? " she asked, with a little 
laugh. "It is such a long time since we heard anything 
good." 

" Yes ; it is very good news. I have a letter from , 

the Academician. May I read it to you? No; take the 
letter, and read it yourself. Shall I light your candles ? " 

" No, thank you. I like to sit in the twilight. And I can 
read it by the light of the street gas." 

She took it to the window ; and when she brought it back 
to the doctor, he noticed that her eyes were full of tears. 

" Poor Fred ! " she murmured. " If this had happened a 
week ago, perhaps he need not have gone abroad." 

" Nothing ever happens when it ought," said the doctor, 
thinking over his own affairs. " People and things always 
arrive just too late, or just too early. If it's an even chance, 
as actuaries tell us, when a thing happens, I don't understand 
why it always happens wrong. We must not build too much 
upon the picture. Miss Revel. You have got into the 
Academy — that is a great thing. We will hope you will sell 
your picture, and a great many others. But all the pictures 
are not sold." 

"No. I understand. Only" — she turned a face which 
looked, in the new light of happiness and hope, beautiful, 
even more than with the beauty of youth — " only, let me 
hope. Oh, Dr. Chacomb ! do you think they will abuse the 
picture in the papers ? " 

" That's quite another thing. Art critics are perhaps the 
worst people of any that pretend to do work. I've known 
lots; and I never knew one -not one— on whom I could 
depend for a good judgment of a picture. They get up the 
slang — that's easy enough. You have got to find the proper 
adjectives. If you criticise a portrait, say it is * wrought for 
strength and brilliancy.' Lug in the words arbitrary and 
self-assertive. Write that the artist has created difficulties 
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in order to conqaer them. If you criticise a landscape, yon 
must have delicacy, neatness, fertility. Nothing is so easy 
as to go in for Art. Do not worry your head aboat what 
they say. And as to that, I can get hold of some of them." 

" Oh, but I should like an independent judgment." 

*^ That is just what you shall have. That is to say, no one s 
mind shall be set against you. Bemember that the Art critic 
has first got to praise his own friends. When these are 
cracked up, he has got to bully his enemies. After these are 
well slashed, then come the general mob of painters, to whom 
he is indifferent. All I shall try at, will be to guide one or 
two of these gentlemen into the right groove for admiration." 

It always grated on the girl's mind, this constant assump- 
tion on the part of Dr. Chacomb that everything in the world 
was done for some personal motive. He spoke out of the 
depths of his own knowledge of evil ; she out of her belief in 
good. 

" I will leave it all to you," she said. " How pleased Adie 
will be ! And, oh, Dr. Chacomb, how grateful I am to you 
for all your kindness ! " 

She half held out her hand, but withdrew it again with a 
blush, which the twilight of the room prevented the doctor 
from seeing. 

He was silent for a moment. For a great battle was 
raging in his soul. 

"Marion," he began presently, and in a strange, hoarse 
voice — " I have worked for you, not without hope of a reward. 
You know me now. I do not pretend to be what I am not. 
My life has been that of most adventurers. Pirates and buc- 
caneers in all ages live in much the same way. They fight, 
drink, sing, gamble, and make love — those who live outside 
the world, and do not work in the usual grooves. I was no 
better than any of them — perhaps worse than most But I 
passed through it without harm to my name ; and for four 
years I have left the ranks, as you know. And I love you." 

She made no answer. 

This great, strong man, who had as much passion in his 
soul as any young fellow of five and twenty, seemed to be 
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taking possession of her, whether she would or no. She 
trembled. 

He stood over her, as she sat upon her music stool, his 
arms half open, as if for her to fall into them ; his face, she 
could feel, looking down into hers; his eyes lit with that 
strange light of love which she had seen once, and only once, 
before, and remembered ever after. 

" Marion ! — I feel as if before to-night I only loved you a 
little. Now, when I feel that I may lose you altogether, I 
love you with all the strength of my heart. Have pity 
on me! 

"When I asked you six months ago, you must have 
laughed to think what a half-hearted wooer I was. Because 
then I thought you safe, and now you may be snatched away 
from me. Remember, Marion, that it is I, and no one else, 
who has loved you all this time. To take away hope would 
be to take away the whole happiness of my life. Have pity!" 

She did not answer. 

" Marion, you miist take me. I will not go away from you 
till you promise to be my wife. 

" Oh ! my dear " — his voice sank low — " my dear, who 
could watch you, as I have watched you, brave and strong, 
working for the others, always contentedly, and not love 
you ? Who could talk with you, day after day, and read in 
those eyes of yours their truth and honesty, without loving 
you ? Good Heavens ! could I — / — who know all, go away 
for years, and come back, forgetting almost your very exist- 
ence ? Marion, love me, too, a little." 

The doctor had his chance, but he threw it away. Marion 
was strangely moved by his sincerity — mesmerised a little, 
perhaps, by the impetuous current of his eloquence. She 
might perhaps have yielded, and engaged herself to Joseph 
Chacomb, but for the unfortunate allusion, covert though it 
was, to Gerald's return and Gerald's faithlessness. 

She caught his words, and started to her feet, seizing him 
by the hand. 

" Dr. Chacomb," she cried, " tell me what you mean ! Why 
am I no longer safe ? Why do you talk of losing me ? Who 
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is it that has gone away and forgotten ? Who — who— who 
has come back ? " 

He did not answer. 

She held him tighter ; she cried and sobbed hysterically ; 
she implored him to tell her. As she wept and entreated, 
the doctor*s face, could one have seen it, exchanged its 
passionate eagerness for a look of pity and sympathy, which 
suddenly ennobled it. Was all this fidelity to be in vain ? 
Was this sweet remembrance of a brief love passage to be 
smothered and marred ? Was this loving and faithful heart 
to be tossed aside like a worthless weed? It seemed too 
cruel. His own passion vanished as he saw the quiet, ^If- 
possessed girl shaken out of all reserve by the news that her 
lover had returned ; his own wrath at the dashing of the cup 
from his lip was calmed when he saw her joy, and thought of 
her coming misery. For of one thing he was very sure — as 
sure as he was that Marion could never love himself— that 
Gerald no longer thought of her. 

He soothed her, stroking her soft hair with his hand, as 
one would soothe a child. 

" Hush, Marion ! — ^hush, my child ! Do not sob, and I will 
tell you all. Gerald has returned." 

" Oh ! — Gerald ! — Gerald ! — Gerald ! " she cried, falling on 
her knees in a passion of weeping. " Oh, my love, my sweet- 
heart ! He has come back to me. Oh, God be thanked ! " 

"Forgive me," Joseph Chacomb went on — "I only saw 
him last night. He returned unexpectedly. He is at 
Chacomb with his father. I came here to-night to ask you 
once more if you — " 

" When will he come to see me ? " She cared nothing for 
his explanations. She even remembered nothing of his 
passionate pleading. She could think of nothing but that 
Gerald was returned. " Tell me what he said, and how he 
looked, and everything. Sit down, dear Dr. Chacomb. 
Let me put your hat on the table for you. You are always 
so kind. Will you have candles? Tell me all about it — 
exactly as it happened. Let me picture it all clearlyin my 
own mind.** 
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** He 18 well, but has been ill with fever, and looks pale — 
older, perhaps, as yoo would expect; and certainly much 
graver. To be sure, there is not much to laogh at in Chacomb 
Hall just now. He asked particularly for your address, 
which I gave him. He will come to London shortly, and, of 
course, will visit you immediately." 

" Perhaps he will write," said Marion. " There may be a 
letter coming for me now. But then it will be better to see 
him. Did he send no message, Dr. Chacomb ? Surely, one 
little word.** 

"My dear young lady, how was he to know that I should 
arrive here to-night ; and as for messages, he will bring them 
all himself 

"That is true,** Maridn replied thoughtfully. "He will 
come here, and we shall talk over the dear old days : of Comb 
Leigh and my father ; the little cove where my father kept 
his boat — did I ever take you for a sail in our own boat. Dr. 
Chacomb? She was the neatest little craft, papa used to 
say, along all the coast of North Devon. Then there were 
the woods, where we used to wander when we were children. 
In the spring there were the birds ; in the sunmier you could 
find wild strawberries ; and always there was something to 
be seen and found. Gerald knew the woods as you would 
know a printed book. Oh, what we shall have to recall I 
Why, the past four years will seem just like a bad dream, 
when he sits here, and we talk about dear, dear Comb Leigh. 
The good old days ! — they can now come back, can t they ? 
But we may make some new good days, and they may be 
better still." She stopped, and her eyes filled again with 
tears. " Dr. Chacomb, I am foolish ; forgive me. The 
memory of— of those things always makes me cry. Adie 
was too young to remember it all so well as I. And how 
shall I thank you? What shall I say to you? What can 
I do to show my gratitude ? I will tell Gerald. Yes, I will 
tell Gemld. It is all I can do. You were the only friend 
we had in our trouble. You came and helped us ; you lent 
poor Adie money ; you got my picture in the Royal Academy 
—oh ! Gerald will thank you too." 
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She seemed to have forgotten that, five mmat^ before, tbe 
man was passionately praying her to forget the past, and fx> 
marry him. 

" Forgive me, Marion," said the doctor, strnck with con- 
trition. " Tell Grerald any kind thing yon please ; but do not 
tell him that I tried to win you away from him." 

" Oh no — oh no," she laughed and cried. She was foUe 
— foolish in her joy. " All that is past shall be forgotten — 
all except kindness and sympathy; those we can neirer 
forget, Gerald and I, never. They will last with us all our 
lives. Dr. Chacomb, thank God with me that Gerald is 
returned." 

"I would rather," thought the doctor afterwards, "have 
considered prayerfully a thanksgiving for the &ct that lie 
could not return any more." 

" Will he come to-morrow ? Will he come in the evening*, 
do you think ? Could Fred meet him at the station ? No, 
Fred is gone — I forgot that. How shall I meet him ? What 
shall I say to him ? Shall Adie be here ? " 

" Miss Revel," said the doctor solemnly, " do not let Adie 
be present when you see Gerald first. You have never told 
her of your engagement, and how it was broken off — ^but just 
begun. Do not let her be with you. I will take her out in 
the afternoon, and bring her home to you in the evening, 
after you have seen him. Will you do this ? " 

*' Will it be best so ? " she asked eagerly. " Do what you 
think fittest and best for me, doctor — ^you are always right. 
Perhaps we should meet alone. We shall have much to say. 
I shall tell how we have suffered, and what you have done 
for us. He will tell me where he has been, and — and — oh ! 
I do not know what I am saying, I think. It is all so 
strange — so strange." 

" Where is Adie now ? " 

" She is with Winifred Owen, downstairs, trying to comfort 
her. Winifred has lost her lover too. It was Fred, poor 
girl ! She has married him secretly." 

"Do not tell her yet. Tell her nothing — not even of the 
Royal Academy. You shall go with me to the private view, 
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and see your own picture. Tell Adie that, if she will trust 
herself with me, I will take her out to-morrow afternoon. 
You can let me give her a new dress, as a reward for the 
picture, can you not ? " 

She took his hand, and her tears burst out again. 

" I pray only that you may be happy, Marion," said the 
doctor, with a softened heart — "there is nothing else for 
me to hope for. And, Marion, if not in one way, there 
is another. Tell me, if Gerald is not what you hope and 
expect, if— if — " 

" Ah," said Marion, " there is no if, I know Gerald. It 
will be long to wait till to-morrow evening ; but what is that 
compared to the four years we have been parted ? " 

" Be brave, my girl," he murmured. 

They shook hands. Her cheek was bright ; her eyes were 
dancing with happiness; her lips were trembling. Never, 
in all the promise of her happy youth^ had Marion looked so 
beautiful 

CHAPTER XXXVn. 

TTTHEN' the great Atlantic liner, the Bismarcky homeward 
VV bound from New York to Hamburg, ran into the 
little steamer I'ritony outward bound from London to Quebec, 
and that famous collision ensued which furnished material 
for such long and complicated litigation, it was Fred Revel's 
lot to be on board the smaller craft. Once resigned to that 
unlucky chance, he had reason to be thankful that when the 
disaster occurred he was on deck, and in the bows. The 
accident, as was fully demonstrated by the evidence, happened 
the Tiord knows how. It was a clear, still night at the end 
of April. The water was smooth, save for a little choppy 
sea, which made no difference to a ship, and would have 
mattered little to a wherry. There was fine starlight, if no 
moon. The ships were on an even keel. It was long afber 
the time of " all lights out," and some of the passengers on 
both vessels were still lingering on deck, loth to go below 
and exchange the air of the sea for that of the cabin, when 
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the lights showed that two vessels were nearing each other. 
Then— but at this point the evidence was entirely oontra- 
dictoiy. The passengers and crew of the BisTnarck all swore 
that the Triton suddenly changed her course, and steered, as 
if purposely, athwart their bow& The few who survived from 
the Triton swore positively that the big ship put her helm 
hard a-starboard, and ran them down, with malice and 
deliberate intent to destroy. 

Fred Revel's evidence to this effect was considered perfectly 
worthless. Also, he was unable to write a graphic ac(X>ant 
of the calamity, or even to give a verbal description. All he 
knew was that they were run down, without — as it seemed — 
time to steer out of the way ; that there was a sudden grind- 
ing and crunching of beams, a rush of water, then a cry of 
drowning men, a shriek of the women from their cabins — 
and that was all. For the Triton went down like a stone, 
with all on board. 

The disaster happened a few miles off the Cornish coast, 
and there was, of course, a rush of correspondents to the place 
nearest the scene, to write up the details of the " tragedy," 
and then collect the narratives of the survivors. Of course, 
too, there were pictures in the illustrated papers showing the 
sinking of the ship — with, in those sold for a penny — scenes 
in the ladies' saloon as the ship went down. Of course, there 
were letters from correspondents indignant, correspondents 
sarcastic, and correspondents calmly philosophical. Hera- 
clitus and Democritus both have their innings at such 
articles; and, what with the sham tears and the sham 
derision, we manage to make the worst out of calamities 
which give us at first a comfortable thrill of horror. One 
man wrote out an elaborate system, which occupied a whole 
column of the Times, and appeared in leaded type. He said 
that sailors had only to provide themselves before going to 
sea each with a life-saving belt, which might be purchased 
of Messrs. Catch, Chance & Co., provided with a water- 
])roof bag, in which were placed, in separate compartments, 
biscuits, preserved meat, cigars, lights, a spirit lamp and 
portable teapot, a pound of best Souchong, a flask of brandy, 
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a pistol to fire at sharks, a rocket or two, and a chair to sit 
down in the water when it was desirable to change the 
position. This in case of wreck. As regards passengers, 
they wonid take not only the patent belt sold by Catch, 
Chance & Co., bot also the patent guttapercha boat, 
manufactured by the same benevolent firm, combining at 
once the portmanteau, shaving apparatus, a bed, a mast and 
sail, Bob Boy cooking apparatus, and a small carronade for 
firing signals. Thus equipped, a whole family, the writer 
stated, might get ashore as easily as did the Swiss Family 
Bobinson in their tubs, which, every one remembers, were 
lashed together by planks. Tommy being placed in the centre 
to prevent him getting into mischief. Further, with a view 
of preventing collisions, there was to be a grand division of 
the sea — ships going one way to take the North Atlantic, 
and the other way the South, and so on, and so on ; with a 
hundred other patent inventions. It was beautiful, and only 
wanted sailors to be machines to be perfect. That is where 
all the systems break down. There is so much of humanity 
in things human. Philanthropists, religionists, social re- 
formers, all the world of hobby-horse riders, break down 
through not considering this great fact. Have we not seen 
a great cause shattered, and the strongest Ministry of the 
day go to pieces, because its leaders forgot that the nation 
was made of men, and that the men are like the butcher's 
famous beefsteak, inasmuch as they may be humoured but 
cannot be drove? 

A grinding up of iron ribs as if they were the bones of a 
partridge, a heeling over of the deck, a mighty wave of black 
water rushing in from all quarters — ^that was all Fred Bveel 
knew of the calamity. The whole of the tragic details, after- 
wards graphically described, were lost to him — perhaps 
because his berth was forward. He saw and heard nothing 
of the poor ladies rushing from their cabins, and falling at 
the captain's feet; he saw nothing of the captain himself, 
standing with folded arms on the broken bridge. Heroism, 
cowardice, resignation, faith, despair — all these things, which 
appeared in the daily papers, had no place in his memory. 
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when he came to remember. He could think of noihing but 
a great horror, the swifl destraction of the ship, and the 
sadden rash of black water. It was like a dream. 

Everybody owned that the Bismarck^ when the mischief 
was done, did her duty manfully. She steamed right over 
and through the vessel, whose stem she had cut in two, and 
kept way on for three hundred yards or so. Then she 
lowered the boats, and stopped the engines, being alive to 
the necessity of action. She picked up half a dozen sailors 
who were floating about, and then the boats, seeing no one 
else, returned to the vessel ; and she went on her way, little 
the worse for the accident, the captain swearing in andis- 
guised disgust at the stupidity of the other ship, and chiefly 
afraid that his licence might be suspended. 

But the boats did not pick up all. 

When Fred Revel returned to a consciousness of himself 
and had done fighting his way upwards through the whirling 
waters, which rolled and eddied over the sinking Triton; 
when his head emerged above the surface, and he was able, 
like Neptune, " to look out over the main, and raise his head 
in majesty above the summit of the waters," it was a black 
prospect that he discovered. Floating near him were two 
oars from a deck boat. These he seized with such thankfal- 
ness as the dying man may hear the respite of his sentence, 
and partly resting on them, partly paddling, began to con- 
sider what next to do. 

First he kicked oflF his boots ; then, with a little manoeuvr- 
ing, he pulled off his coat, and let it go; then he picked 
up two more floating oars, which made four — almost a rafk ; 
and then, while he was binding them all together with a rope 
extemporised of his braces and his necktie — a feeble line, 
but suflicient for his purpose and a short voyage, unless bad 
weather should come — he tried to realise the position. 

He never saw the boats at all. In his evidence at the 
inquiry, he declared that, so far as he knew, the Bismarck 
neither stopped nor sent out boats. That was not the case ; 
but it was curious that in a starlight night, and with smooth 
water, the boats should not have seen him — perhaps some 
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carrent hnrried him away. He was not alone either; for 
presently there came floating past him, on an empty sheep- 
pen — a thing like a crockery orate whose bottom has fallen 
out — another human salvage. A crockery crate, as one may 
imagine, is not a comfortable craft for even the shortest 
voyage in the fairest weather. It travels without any regard 
to keel. It is useless to label it " this side up : " equilibrium 
is unstable. If it floats, it makes no pretence to support 
any one in an easy position; if it saves a passenger from 
drowning, it is careless about ducking him. On this coop 
was clinging a figure, with long arms, convulsively clutching 
the ribs of what had been a pen. Now and then it turned 
over, and the occupant would be seen, after a few moments 
of immersion, clinging on the other side. 

J^red hailed him, and then paddled his raft of four oars 
towards this other shipwrecked mariner. 

" Come," he said cheerfully, " let us lash your boat to mine, 
and make room for two." 

The occupant of the coop was apparently too exhausted to 
reply. Fred got him alongside, and managed to pass one of 
the oars through the open bars. This gave an additional 
buoyant power to his raft. 

" Now, then," he said, " you may take your fingers oflf the 
bars, and see if the oars will not keep us both up." 

It was too dark to see the other man's face, bat Fred made 
out that he was old ; for he had very long hair, which shone 
in the glistening starlight like silver ; with a heavy long white 
moustache. On his back there hung a bag. 

The man, without saying a word, shifted his hands from 
the bars of the coop, and threw his body athwart the oars. 
The feeble raft was not calculated to keep up the whole weight 
of his body, and went under. 

" Hold up ! " Fred cried. " Don't hang on to it that way, man. 
Rest your arm over it — hang it ! we can't sit upon the thing.*' 

" I was first," said the newcomer, uttering the most bare- 
faced falsehood. "I was first, and the oars belong to me. 
You must go and find more oars for yourself. It won't bear 
both. Be oflF, I say." 
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Fred looked round upon the tranquil waters. There were 
no more oars, nor any trace of the ship floating about. 

"That's pretty cool," he replied. " But I suppose you are 
frightened — don't know what you are saying. However, we 
are too heavy. What have you got round your neck ? It's 
heavy. If it's nothing to eat, throw it off." 

"I won't throw it off," said his companion. "It is the 
work of my life. My Memoirs." 

" Damn your Memoirs ! " cried Fred, in a great rage. He 
had got his knife in his right hand, the left holding on to 
the raft, and his body floating pretty easily. " Damn your 
Memoirs ! Do you think I am going to be drowned to save 
your mouldy Memoirs ? " 

With a dexterous movement he cut the string of the bag, 
dragged it from the man's shoulders, and let it drop into the 
water. 

As they drift;ed, the bag went with them for a little, 
gradually dropping astern, and finally disappearing. 

The man cried aloud, and made a feeble dftsh at Fred, as if 
he would cast him off the raft. 

" No, you don't," said the younger passenger coolly. " Tiy 
it on again, my friend, and off you go, if you were Jon^ 
himself." 

" Don't blaspheme," the other said, in a hollow voice, 
" There's only an oar between you and death." 

" Four oars and a sheep- pen," said Fred. " Look — there 
is a light on land. How far can a light be seen? Three — 
four miles. We are only so far from the shore. Pluck 
up, old boy; you will live to write your Memoirs all over 
again yet." 

" No," he said. " No — no. I shall not live. It is the 
curse of that woman. Carry cursed me solemnly, and the 
boy cursed me. I shall die. I shall be cut off in my prime. 
I am unprepared — oh dear! quite — quite unprepared; and 
too young — much too young to die." 

" He's wandering," thought Fred. 

" It's different for you," he went on, in a wandering way — 
choking now and then, when ^ wavelet dashed in his face. 
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" Yon are only a steerage passenger. You have no money. 
There is nothing to keep you to this world ; and very likely 
you will be better off when you get to the other. I can t. I 
am happy as I am. Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! — if I was only safe 
back in Lowland Street. Why did I ever leave the room 
where I had lived happily for fourteen years ? " 

" Lord ! " said Fred. " Are you the Hermit ? I know you 
now." 

" I was — I was. Everybody knows the Hermit of Low- 
land Street. I wish I was back there again. Ugh I I believe 
the wind is blowing up. Young man, there is not — ^there 
really is not room on these oars for two of us. I am the elder, 
and I was on the oars first. Take one or two bars from the 
pen, and go your own way. I rescued you from the sheep- 
pen, as you know. I daresay I shan't miss one or two sticks ; 
but you must not take many. I saved your life, but not to 
be a means of destroying mine." 

" That's a staggerer," said Fred. " Mr. Hermit, whatever 
you are, you are a coward. Don't cry and snivel, man. If 
we are to die, let us die like gentlemen." 

" Oh, I never could think of dying. It's constitutional. I'm 
the bravest man in the world, except when it comes to dying. 
But this is worse than the Crimea — worse than the trenches. 
A man had a chance there — what chance has he here ? " 

A wave broke over his face ; and in his terror he shrieked, 
and nearly fell off the slender support that kept them up. 

" Come, old boy," said Fred cheerily. " It's cold and dark 
— it isn't pleasant for either of us. Can't you pretend, just 
for honour's sake, not to be a coward ? " 

" Three miles fix>m land — only three miles — and to float 
about here, getting colder and colder, until we die ! Young 
man, if you will swim ashore — you are strong, and swim 
well; I can spare you one of the oars; only three miles — 
and fetch out a boat for me, I will give you — whatever I. can. 
I am Captain Lillingworth. I have served her Majesty. I 
am rich. Only help me to get ashore." 

"If you are a soldier, you ought to face death without 
ciying like a girl over it," said Fi-ed. "I do not know 
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whicli way the current is carrying us ; but we must hope. 
It is about midnight now. When the day breaks, we shall 
see if there is any hope." 

For three hours Captain Lillingworth moaned and cried, 
lamented and prayed. At intervals Fred remonstrated with 
him. It was useless. The man had but one feeling — that 
he might be drowned. He was a sensualist, and a coward. 
He clung to life. He was religious, too, in the same sense 
that the fallen angels are religions — because he trembled 
when his thoughts wandered in the direction of his creed. 

The night sped on. Fred clung silently to the oars, and 
watched the east. His limbs were numb with cold, his 
fingers stiflF. He began to wonder how long he could con- 
tinue to hold on. He ceased to take any further notice of 
his companion, who went on moaning and crying unin- 
terruptedly. 

When they were lifted into the boat that saved them, the 
sun was high. They were only a mile from the shore when 
they were picked up. One of the boatmen had a little water, 
which revived them. The elder of the two cried and sobbed, 
lying in a heap at the bottom of the boat. The younger, 
toying to warm his stiffened limbs, took an oar, and helped 
to row the boat ashore. 

They brought the first news of the disaster. A sort of 
lev4e was held in the evening, at the little inn of the fishing 
town where they were landed. Captain Lillingworth had 
the only private room ; and received — after dining as well as 
the resources of the place would admit — ^the special corre- 
spondents, the Coastguard oflScer, the parson, and the doctor. 
He was quite recovered. Dressed in a rough boatman's 
costume, lent him for the occasion, he sat in the only arm- 
chair, and smoked affably, drinking brandy and water, while 
the people plied him with questions. 

In the kitchen, which was also the common smoking-room, 
sat the other passenger — the steerage passenger. He wore 
his own clothes, a good deal spoiled by the night's adven- 
turea The sailors and fishermen sat round him while he 
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told the story, so far as he knew. He did not think it 
necessary to inform his auditors of the unbecoming way in 
which his companion passed the night. Captain Lilling- 
worth, for his part, was improving the occasion. He told 
how, on the first intimation of the danger, he had rushed 
from his cabin, seized the helm, and dashed it hard a-port. 

"She swung round, sir, with a will — the gallant craft! 
The steersman, as honest an old salt as ever chewed an inch 
of pigtail, seemed bewildered. But it was too late — too 
late!" 

Here he paused, and wiped away a tear. 

" Bah ! I am a soldier. Let us face death manfully — eh, 
gentlemen ? We can but die once. Happy he — you know, 
all of you — dulce et decorum est pro patria mori That means, 
I take it, to die in the discharge of duty. Then came the 
crash. I cannot bear to think of it. There were three or 
four women on board. I seized a child in one hand and a 
woman in the other. I saw, just at the last, the captain 
standing near to the boat on the bridge. The engineers 
came running up the gangway. I endeavoured, in the few 
moments which remained, to effect a little organisation ; but 
too late! — the boats were entangled. Well, there was the 
end of it. Nothing could have been finer than the behaviour 
of the oflScers. I hope some of them will prove to have been 
saved, and will bear me out. The ship struck, gentlemen. 
I held the child and the lady ; but when I came to myself I 
was floating on the surface with my hands upon a spar, and 
I saw no one else. Stay, there was the young man below 
fitairs — ^not a sailor, poor fellow — and his wits were well-nigh 
gone. I rescued him, at least — that is some comfort — and 
did my best to cheer him up all night" 

There were many more details ; in fact, the graphic account 
called " The Foundering of the Triton" done into the most 
picturesque English in the daily papers, which made so great 
a sensation at the time, was mainly due to details supplied 
by Captain Lillingworth. How he battled with the terrors 
of the night ; how he nearly perished in the attempt to save 
a whole shipful of passengers and men ; how he triumphantly 
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broaght asbore one out of all ; bow be made tbe deck of tbe 
sinking sbip a field for tbe display of tbe most beroic oonrage 
and coolness — all tbis was fully set fortb. 

" Tbis gallant oflScer,** said tbe special, " does not talk of 
bis exploits; tbey are forced fixjm bim by questions and 
cross-examination. Like all brave men, be is modest as 
regards bis own acbievements. We bave yet to leam what 
otber details will be supplied by tbose wbom tbe Bismarck 
picked up. Tbe young gentleman, Mr. Revel, wboee life 
Captain Lillingwortb was instrumental, under Providencse, in 
saving, can remember very little of tbe disaster. We believe 
that Captain Lillingwortb is already known as no carpet 
knigbt. He served in tbe Crimea," 

The young man, indeed, was of no use to tbe reporters at 
all. When be read Captain Lillingwortb's account be only 
laughed ; and the half-dozen whom the Bismarck picked up 
were unable to confirm or contn\dict it. There were one or 
two who were struck by the name, and showed it to each other. 

" Arthur Cleveland Lillingwortb," said Colonel Firebraoo 
to General Pyrgopolinices — " that's tbe fellow's name. Same 
man, of course." 

"I remember him — ^bad business; bushed up, though. 
No one knew outside the regiment, except the chief. Let me 
read the story again. Lies, Firebrace, lies. You see bis 
gallantry rests upon nobody's word but bis own. He never 
did anything except lie. Here is a curious coincidence, 
Firebrace. The fellow saved with bim was named KeveL 
Wonder if it is any relative to the man whose wife be ran 
away with. Gad! the fellow was always ready enough to 
run away. Old story now — husband in tbe navy, excellent 
good oflScer; wife pretty woman and a fool — Carry Hevel, 
they called her. It was a year or so before tbe Crimean row. 
Some of the fellows wanted the colonel to take it up. Wish 
he'd gone to the bottom, Firebrace. Upon my soul, I wish 
be was at the bottom with the rest ! '* 

The gold medal of the Royal Humane Society was presented 
the next year, by common consent of the council, to tbe 
brave and gallant officer who distinguished himself at the 
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loss of the TritoUy Captain Arthur Cleveland Lillingworth, 
formerly of the Royal 125th Regiment of Light Infantry, 
the Swashbucklers, or Isle of Wight Fusiliers. He was 
living in retirement in a small town on the Garonne in 
France. On the receipt of the intelligence, the Prefect gave 
an official banquet to do honour to their illustrious ally, his 
old brother- in-arms, and in memory of the entente cordiale. 

Fred, of course, got no medal ; and as he seldom read the 
papers, he heard nothing about it. Therefore he was raved 
from the emotions of envy, malice, or derision. He went 
straight back to Lowland Street, arriving there just as the 
news of* the disaster, with the names of the survivors, 
reached the place. Marion and Adie had not begnn to weep 
for him as a brand snatched from the burning. Winifred 
was still at the telegraph office; but the schoolmaster was 
sitting at the window reading the graphic account with 
mingled feelings. 

" I sent him away," he said. " If he had been drowned, 
how could I ever have looked my girl in the face again ? " 

And then he saw him hastening along the street, and went 
out to be the first to welcome him. 

" I know now," he said, his wrinkled old face lighting up 
with welcome. " I know now. Winifred told me all. And 
so you escaped, and swam ashore, like St. Paul at Malta, did 
you ? Come in and see them all. I think they have not so 
much as heard that you were in danger." 

"I am come back, like a bad half-crown," said Fred. 
" But I have not come back to loaf about again, Mr. Owen, 
you may be sure. Where is Winifred?" 

And there was great rejoicing among the three loving 
hearts who welcomed back again this resolute pioneer of 
industry. 

CHAPTER XXXVIIL 

MARION sat in a sort of stupor when Joseph Chacomb 
left her at last, repeating the glad tidings to herself. 
Gerald home again ! Her thoughts flew back to the day when 
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they sat together on the clifi^ and looked oat upon t&e bhie 
sea, flecked with the passing clooda The wind fiumed her 
cheeks again as they flushed once more at Gerald's bnming 
worda His hand held hers dose, close; again her heftxi 
leaped op with the unspeakable joy <^ a woman who lores 
her lover. AH the present vanished. The twilight wrapped 
the mean lodgings of Lowland Street in obscurity, so that the 
room looked like the drawing-room of Comb Leigh. The 
cries of the children and footsteps of the passers-ly fell on 
her ear unheeded, or resolved themselves into tiie dashing of 
the waves upon the mouth of the cove, and the long-drawn 
moan of the shingle as the waters rolled them up and down. 
Then the beating of her heart grew too violent, and she cast 
her thoughts back five years before, when she was yet a giri 
trembling on the brink of womanhood. Then she roamed 
with Gerald about the hillsides, clothed with lofty bracken ; 
or the woods inland, where wild birds answered their call, 
and Gerald hunted strange creatures, unknown except to 
those versed in woodcraft. There together they wandered 
from morning to eve. And when they came home at sunst^, 
there was the kindly face to meet them at the gate, with the 
voices and laughter of the children. 

Far away, that vanished life, yet present still. And always 
her thoughts turned again to the evening when Grerald kissed 
his last good-night upon her lips, her cheek, her forehead, 
and her hands, when he drew her trembling to his arms, and 
kissed her all over again. Then came the next day — ^the day 
that broke deceitfully with radiant vest, ending in clouds and 
the blackness of a deep sorrow. 

" Marion, are you asleep ? Marion, dear, you are sitting 
all alone in the dark. Are you ill ? Is there anything the 
matter?" 

She roused herself, and came back to London. The room 
was shabby and mean ; but the glamour of the trance was on 
her, and she was still in Devonshire. 

"Is it you, Adie?" she answered. "Is it yon? Come 
here, my darling, and let us talk. Do not light the candles." 

Adie sat on the footstool at her sister's feet— the old atti- 
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tnde of love and trust — while Marion petted and caressed her 
face. 

" Winifred is better to-night," said Adie. " She has been 
telling me all about it, and we have had a great cry. My 
dear, poor IVed has been living in an atmosphere of delusion. 
He thought he was going to get a good place somewhere 
through the interest of his old college friends. He promised 
Winifred to give her a great house and make her a fine lady. 
Poor Winifred ! We will not desert her, Marion, will we ? " 

"No — ^poor Winifred ! We will not desert Fred's wife, Adie. 
We have not been very happy for the last four years, have we?" 

" Not your fault, Marion. Oh ! not your fault, my best of 
Marions," she replied. "And you have forgiven me my 
impatience and bad tempers, have you not ? Not your fault, 
my dear. You have worked for all, and we have been so 
helpless— oh ! so helpless and exacting. Now Fred is gone, 
and there is only one left for you." 

" Yes, dear, and I wish Fred was back again. Adie, I have 
had good news." 

"Good, Marion ?'* 

"Yes ; so good — so good that I can hardly believe it true. 
My picture is accepted. Dr. Chacomb's friend writes every- 
thing that is kind of it. He says that it will sell, and that I 
shall do well yet. Are you pleased, dear ? " 

" Pleased ? Marion ! And we can leave this place." 
She sprang to her feet, because she could no longer keep 
stilL " We shall actually leave this dreadful place at last — 
where we have suflfered so much sorrow ? Marion ! can 
it really be that we shall live properly again ? " 

" I hope so, Adie — indeed, I think so. And — and there is 
another piece of news; but I will tell you that to-morrow 
evening." 

" She is engaged to the doctor," thought Adie. " Is that 
good too, Marion ? " 

"Ah, yes! "she replied — "very good. Adie, do not ask 
me any more about it." 

" Tell me more, dear, about the picture. Do let us talk 
about the future.** 
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She sat down again. In the darkness you conld not see 
the difference between the two faces. Marion's eyes were 
full of tears, and her lips trembled with the great and over- 
whelming joy of her soul. Adie, thinking of the new life 
that seemed to lie almost within her reach, talked with eyes 
aflame, and glowing cheeks. She looked like her brother on 
that night when he built his castles in the air in Lincoln's 
Inn Fields, and beguiled the heart of pretty Winifinei 

" Marion, where shall we live ? You do not want to be in 
London; we will go back to Devonshire. Not to Comb 
Leigh — not there, Marion ; it would be too sad — ^but to some 
quiet place by the seashore, where we shall find a cottage 
just large enough for you, and me, and Winifred. We will 
have a garden with roses, like the roses of Comb Leigh. 
You shall paint the rocks and boats. We will have a village 
girl to wait on ua We will sit in the shade, and tiJk abont 
these dingy old rooms, and all we have done and suffered. 
And think of being ladies again, among ladies — if there are 
any in our Devonshire village ! Think of a country church, 
and the sweet air ! Marion, it seems too much that the 
old time should come back again to us," 

" My dear, the old time is gone. The past never oomes 
back again. But we may have happiness again. Sing me 
something, Adie — sing me a hymn." 

She sang one of the newest. Most new hymns are irritat- 
ing beyond expression with their pretence and their shallow- 
ness; but this was not. Adie sang it because the air 
pleased her; but the words fell upon her sister^s ear like 
rain upon a thirsty soil. 

As she sang, Marion sat with clasped hands, thinking. 
And to her crept, in the gloom, her new sister, Winifred. 
She stole up the stall's, listening to the hymn. She hesitated, 
because she was uncertain ; it might be that Marion would 
not want her. But love, which casteth out fear, prevailed ; 
and she timidly came into the open door, and laid her hand 
upon Marion's. 

Her new charge! Surely the world was full of love to 
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lier. Marion was so happy, that what Winifred meant as 
a mute appeal for protection and forgiveness, she took for 
sympathy with herself. 

"My sister Winifred,'* she whispered. 

All night she lay awake, till the red morning glowed 
through the windows ; and then she fell asleep, praising God 
in her dreams. 

The doctor came next day, in the afternoon, and took Adie 
oat with him. 

"You have not told yonr sister?** he whispered to her. 
" Gerald will call on you as soon as he comes to town, between 
five and six. Ah, Marion, be brave." 

He repeated what he had said the day before, and the 
words fell upon her heart like frost upon the flowers of May. 
" Be brava" But why ? What was there to be brave about ? 
The doctor bade her be brave when her father opened his 
eyes to speak his last broken words of prayer and blessing. 

"Be brave!" 

She put the words by ; they did not belong to her. They 
might have been spoken years ago, when all this trouble was 
coming on them ; but not now — surely not now. The cause 
which parted her lover and herself was removed. It was but 
a ghastly dream, that hallucination of poor Mr. Chacomb's. 
The love that had never died would revive and flourish as if 
there had never been any interruption. She would see once 
more the light of passion, joy, and hope in the eyes of the 
man she loved; she would have again his arm about her. 
Pity poor Marion. She was only a woman, with all a 
woman's desire for the love of one man. She had never 
learned to unsex herself She obeyed the instincts of her 
nature in thinking the wedded life the happiest and holiest 
lot. She did not hope for anything but the common lot of 
humanity. She lived in the dream which all good women feel, 
of universal love and sympathy. A most commonplace woman. 
Not a heroine at all ; not even strong-minded ; not even given 
to religious doubts. A woman bom to be a wife and a mother. 
Four o'clock. She made and took some tea, to quiet her 
nerves. 



Digitized by CjOOQiC 



442 WITH HARP AND CROWK. 

Half-past foar. He wonld come in an honr. 

She put her room in order, making it look as pretty as die 
oonld. She dressed herself —not that she had any choice of 
dresses — with an anxiety she had never felt before. She 
looked in the glass. The Spenser woman told her the ^nth 
when she said that her figare was gone, and her beaaty faded. 
She saw a pale, thin cheek, with lines of care and suffering. 
She saw a wasted form. She saw eyes that seemed to have 
lost the capacity of happiness. What she did not see, and 
nobody paw but the doctor and poor Dicky Carew, was the 
steady light of steadfast love that homed there, and the seal 
of goodness on her forehead, set there by seven and twenty 
years of patient daty. 

The afternoon seemed strangely silent. She missed the 
step of Mr. Lilliecrip overhead — ^the Hermit disappeared on 
the day when Mrs. Spenser had her revenge. Men came and 
removed his things, and the rooms were empty. She missed 
the anxious expectancy which was associated in her mind 
with her brother. The boys in school, downstairs, made a 
soft murmur over their lessons, through the closed doors ; it 
sounded like the buzz of many bees. When the master's 
voice was raised in reproof, it was as if a thrush chirraped ; 
and when he caned a criminal, it was like a peacock screaming. 
The very street for some reason of its own, seemed hushed 
and quiet Her nerves were strung beyond the point of being 
touched by ordinary things, and she did not notice them. 
She tried to do some work, but her fingers would not hold a 
pencil. She tried to read, but it was just as when, four years 
before, the poet Pope took credit to himself because a nymph 
was reading the Essay on Man, inasmuch as the words floated 
before her brain, and she saw them not. And then she tried 
to play, and soothed her soul with some of the old things 
which never tire. 

At five o'clock, the boys streamed out of the house, and 
began to play in the street — their only playing field — with a 
chorus of shouts. Leap-frog and fly-the-garter were " in,"* 
games which require, to bring out their full flavour, as much 
shouting as a Homeric battle. Marion did not hear them. 
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She wandered about the room restless. Bat the boys scroamed 
so loud that Marion did not hear a cab drive up to the door. 
But she heard his step upon the stair. Was it likely that 
she should forget his step ? 

He came in — ^her Gerald ! 

As his eyes met hers, as his outstretched hand advanced to 
take her own, the words of Dr. Chacomb recurred to her 
with a force that drew the blood from her cheeks, and made 
her pulse stand still — 

" Be brave, my girl ! ** 

She was brave. She resolutely pushed away from her this 
pressure at her heart, which seemed to stop its beating. 
See took the offered hand, which had lost the remembered 
touch. She met the calm eyes, which looked as if they had 
never been stirred by the magic of love. She greeted him, 
as if no words of love had ever passed between them, with 
the warmth of an old friendship. 

As for love, there was no more any thought of love. His 
face told her so much. It was set with a warmth which was 
different from the warmth of love. 

^' Marion," he said, taking her hand and holding it. 

Did no thought of the past flash across his mind ? 

" Gerald," she replied. 

Had they been lovers still, they could have said no more. 
As they were friends, they could say no less. 

She saw that he was older, firmer of step and efface. She 
saw that his eyes had changed to her, and were now cold 
and hard. His lips had lost their smile. His very head, 
which used to bend as if with pleasure when he met her, 
was stiff and rigid. She had left a lover ; she met a friend. 

It came upon her with a suddenness which stunned her. 
She turned pale. Her face resumed its worn and wasted 
look. The ring of black colonr returned to her eyes. Her 
happiness died swiftly out of her look. 

Gerald saw a thin and prematurely ^ed woman — she was 
but seven and twenty ; and — alas ! for the quickness of poor 
Marion's perception, which showed her, at first sight, that 
love was dead, and so killed the beauty with which she was 
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prepared to meet him — ^he saw a wasted fignre, a shaking 
hand, eyes that were dimmed with tears which even that 
br^ve heart coald not wholly keep down, and — woe is me 
that I mast write it ! — the first love-making seemed to him 
like some impossible dream, which he had forgotten so long 
that it was a pity to begin it again. And what he saw, 
Marion read in his eyes. 

This was their meeting. This was the end of her fidelity. 
He cared no more to reopen the closed chapter. It was for 
her to close it too with what speed and security she might. 

She flushed a moment, thinking of Joseph Chacomb. Then 
her pride came to her help, and she greeted him with a smile 
— a thin, worn smile, like a gleam of sunshine in December. 

"Tell me about yourself, Marion," he said kindly. 

" First, tell me what you have been doing." 

He talked, she listened ; and the effort of listening and 
trying to understand, and the tumult of bitter emotion, 
hardened her nerves. He told her how he had been wander- 
ing on the uplands of Southern Africa ; how his resolution at 
first was never to come back at all ; how he had lived among 
the friendly savages, or among the simple Boers, unoorrnpted 
then by diamond fields ; careless of civilisation, with England 
like a fiBu*-off dream, and only the memory of that last dread- 
ful interview with his father to trouble him; how, little by 
little, the thirst for talk with his own kind drove him back 
to Cape Town, and so home again. A simple story of a 
simple journey, with no adventures to speak of, no sufferings 
and privations, no hopes and no fears. 

"I have discovered nothing," he finished, "or next to 
nothing. I have returned as I went — empty-handed. Never 
mind, now. Tell me about you and yours, Marion." 

" My story is simple. I have been painting, to keep the 
house together." 

" And you have succeeded ? " 

Involuntarily he cast a glance at the shabby room, ths 
furniture of which — ^the old furniture from Comb Leigh^ 
fitted with the street and the house. 

" I did not succeed — not very well, that is ; but I think, I 
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hope, that I may succeed now. For I have a pictare accepted 
at the Royal Academy." 

Gerald did not seem much moved by the announcement. 
Colonial folk, as you may have observed, are provoking that 
way. They will not observe the nice gradations of success. 
If you tell an old Colonial friend that you have been dis- 
covered to rank with Tennyson or Browning, he is no more 
moved than if you told him that you have been compared 
with Tapper. To Gerald it seemed only proper that Marion's 
picture should be in the Academy. 

" That's right," he said cheerily. " And where are Fred 
andAdie?" 

''Fred is gona He tried hard to get something to do, 
poor boy ; and, as he could not, he has emigrated." 

" A very good thing too. England is a bad place for men 
who have been brought up to nothing. I am very glad I 
went abroad. And little Adie ? " 

'' She is not little Adie at all now. She is taller than I am. 
If you will stay and have some tea with me, you shall see her. 
She will be back again soon." 

Gerald had not yet dined, but he stayed. Marion was glad 
that he did. She dreaded being left alone. 

She made tea for him, Gerald helping in his old brotherly 
fashion ; laughing, and telling her stories of bis travels, in a 
pleasant, happy way which recalled the days even before he 
went to Brazil. Then he began to talk about Chacomb. 

**My father is a good deal shaken," he said. "You will have 
heard about him from the doctor. The old hallucination, which 
gave us all such a shock once, is still strong upon him. And 
this miserable second marriage — but you know, probably." 

" I know something," she said, wondering of what stuflP 
men were made, that Gerald could talk so coolly of the great 
" shock," after all it had done to both. " I know something. 
Do not talk about it if it is painful to you." 
"Not at all painful." 

And then he began to take up the thread of his &th6r^s 
history from the funeral of Captain Bevel, omitting all men- 
tion of the engagement. 
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Had tbe man no memoiy ? Was it possible that he had 
actually forgotten ? 

Gerald had not forgotten. But the kiss which bnmed 
itself into the soul of the girl, and had become a part and 
parcel of herself, so that she felt it still upon her cheek like a 
brand, had long since gone out of his mind, or only lingered 
there as part of a pleasant day. There was an afbemoon, and 
he kissed a pretty girL Then came the evening, and he 
kissed her again. Then came a dreadful calamity, with tbe 
suspicion of worse disaster behind, and they parted. 

Now they met again : he in the bloom and prime of earlj 
manhood, thirty years of age ; she faded and worn, the shadow 
of her former self — the fruit that had withered on its stalk, 
the flower that had never bloomed to its fullest beauty. The 
kisses had been forgotten — Marion was a memory only. In 
the savage and wandering life that he had led, bodily fatigue 
drove out sad thoughts. The long marches and thirsty 
stretches, the fierce African sun, the hunting days, the camp 
life — all these had killed and crushed the lingering shoots of 
tender love. 

And what was there to revive his passion ? The umbra of 
what had been ; the shadow of sweet maid Marion ; the form 
without the light, and life, and laughter ; the face without — 
ah ! but he did not see her eyes — Marion's eyes — or else he 
would have loved again. 

Eight o'clock struck, and they were still talking, when 
Adie came home with the doctor. 

" Adie," said Marion, " I told you I had some good news. 
Here is Gerald come home again." 

She had lit the candles by this time. Gterald rose to greet 
his old friend, who had been little schoolgirl Adie. 

Heavens ! Was this glorious creature, this queen of beauty, 
on whose brow sat all the graces, as the poets used to say ; 
whose lips, and eyes, and dimpled cheeks were a multitudi- 
nous smile ; whose hair was a coronal of glory — was this little 
Adie? 

His eyes lit up as they had not done for her sister. Marion 
saw it, with a pang which struck her heart like a knife. 
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She beckoned the doctor to the window, and murmured, 
with dry lips — 

"What was that you advised me yesterday? Did you 
know?" 

" I guessed. I did not know." 

" I have been brave. Keep my secret, doctor— dear Dr. 
Chacomb, I trust my secret with you. Keep it, and be my 
friend always." 

" I will be whatever — good God ! Marion, that it should 
be possible ! — I will be whatever you let me be." 

She touched his fingers with hers. It was a compact. 

" We will always be as we are now, and always Wends, 
dear Dr. Chacomb." 

Then they joined the other two. 

Presently the doctor, who had been very silent, went away, 
and they all began to talk of him — how good and great he 
was; how kind and unselfish. And because two were 
women, who believed what they wished to believe, and one 
was a stupid Colonial, who was inexperienced in the sin of 
great cities — the sin, namely, of selfishness, struggling to 
the front, trampling down those that are in your way, and 
appropriating to yourself the Icvdos that belongs to others — 
they all lauded, praised, and magnified the name of Joseph 
the Good, who had stood by his poor cousin Chauncey, 
sacrificed his own time and interests to the good of Chacomb, 
and been more than kind to themselves, till admiration of 
his virtue took away their breath, and they were fain to stop 
and admire him in silence. 

When Gerald took his leave, it was in Adie's face that he 
looked last, with an admiration which Marion, taught by 
experience, construed into passion. 

" Marion, he is splendid ! It is delightful — ^it is happiness. 
Marion ! " cried the younger girl, clasping her sister round 
the neck, " this wcls good news.*' 

It was, indeed, good news. Such good news as some people 
try to persuade us is the good tidings of the gospel — good 
news of sorrow, misery, and impossible salvation. 

" Go to bed, Adie, dear," said Marion. " I will come pre- 
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sently.** She was longing to be quiet. She yearned for i 
place where she woald be alone in her sorrow and blttemeea. 
^^Qoj Adie," she added, in a voice harsh with impatienoe. 
" I will come — presently.** 

Adie left her at length ; and Marion sat down, and tried 
to think. 

Let ns leave her to herself. There are some sorrows, 
besides those of bereavement, which are of a life, and cannot 
be told. Why paint the tortures of a man upon the rack ? 
Why try to show how Marion battled with the agony that 
rent her, all the night, until gleams of peace came when, in 
the reddening east, God made a tender rose of dawn ? 



CHAPTER XXXIX 

GERALD remained in town. He resumed the old brotherly 
relations with Marion, talked about his projects and 
his experiences, asked her advice, and, like all the world, 
assum^ her entire sympathy with him. He came daily, and 
took them both for walks and drives. Joseph Chacomb it 
was who secretly provided Adie with the means of procuring 
a " proper " dress or dresses for these excursions. Perhaps 
it was not only the pleasure of talking with Marion that 
brought him to Lowland Street. 

Fred, who, after his dash into virtue and energy, fell the 
need of a little rest, resumed his loafing — except the billiards. 
The very thought of that prophetic marker filled his soul 
with horror. Gerald was good enough to lend him a little 
money, with which he entertained himself in the daytime 
and his wife in the evening. 

Then the Academy opened. Whether Joseph Chacomb 
was romancing when he offered tp " square " the reviewers, 
I do not know. I incline to think that he was. I love to 
believe that there is as little envy, as little eamaraderU, as 
little malice, as much appreciation, brotherly love, and kind- 
ness in Art as there is in Literature. Let me never cease to 
find cause for gratitude to critics, whether of pictures or of 
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books. No doubt, Joseph Chacomb exaggerated bis powers 
of influencing Art criticism. However this may be, the fact 
is certain that, when of the leaders some had been slashed 
and some had been stroked, all the papers with one accord 
turned to Marion's picture, and said good things about it. 
It was only by reading all the reviews and combining her 
information that Marion found out all the faults in her work. 
Then, indeed, she learned that it was sketchy, laboured, heavy 
in colour, pedantic, frivolous, weak in drawing, unreal in 
light, too real in the light, with so many other contradic- 
tions, that she was fairly puzzled. And then the picture 
sold, and for a good price; and the great picture dealers, 
Messrs. PuflBt, Pushem & Co., men to whom Burls was 
humble, and before whom such creatures as Hermann Gott- 
fried tried to efface themselves, took her up, and gave her 
commissions. 

Marion saw her way at last. It was not the hme of 
immortality that awaited her, nor the fortune of a Turner ; 
but it was comfort, ease, and a life of ladyhood that came 
within her reach. 

She went a good deal to the Academy — partly to look at 
her own pictura Gerald sometimes went with her. They 
walked among the thousand gaudy frames where the Don 
Quixotes, the boats on the river, the " bits " of Haslemere, 
betray the poverty of artists* reading and resource, and 
where the unmeaning portraits of commonplace people stare 
from the walls ; and always to Marion's solace, a little crowd 
gathered round her own picture. 

Every stroke in it was dear to her. She remembered the 
slow progress, the studies for the drawing, her hesitation 
about the colour, her desire to get things right, her anxiety 
about the costume. The people saw nothing of all this; 
they looked at the sweet face — Adie*s face — with its insoicciajU 
look, its parted lips, and the light of youth in the careless 
eyes : they saw the result. 

"It is splendid, Marion," Gerald whispered. "I like it 
better every time I see it. We are proud of you." 

Marion smiled. She was no longer unhappy — only a little 
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sad and ashamed of herself; and she said to herself what 
the Emperor Alexander said to the Poles — 

" Above all, no dreams." 

"I should like to talk to you," said Gerald, qnietly, 
" where there will be no one to interrupt us." 

It was only ten in the morning, and the Academy was 
comparatively empty. He took her into the refreshment 
room, where there were two or three people taking breakfast 

^^ Marion," Gerald began with great solemnity, and then 
stopped. 

" Have you ordered, sir ? " asked a waiter. 

Gerald glared. Then he remembered, and ordered an ice: 
and then he tried to start afresh. 

Marion s pulse did not quicken, nor did her cheeks flush. 
Whatever Gerald was going to say, there would be nothing 
to move her from her tranquillity. 

"When I came home, Marion," he said — it was only a 
fortnight since that event, but he spoke as if it had been a 
year at least — " when I came home I intended to stay long 
enough to shake off the fever, and then to get back to Africa 
for another spell. Now, you would hardly believe it, I have 
changed my mind. I no longer care for African travel. It 
seems to me that nothing can be better than life in England. 
I am thirty years of age ; my father is feeble ; I ought not 
to expect mv cousin to go on giving up his time to the care 
of Chacomb Hall. I shall stay at home.*' 

"I am very glad indeed," said Marion. 

"Yes — ^yes. We have always been brother and sister to 
each other, have we not ? " 

" Always brother and sister." 

"There was a time when it seemed" — (only "seemed,** 
Gerald ?) — " as if we might be something more to each other. 
But it is better as it is." 

" Better as it is," Marion murmured. 

" I am not worthy of you. No one is, for that matter. If 
you only knew, Marion, how we all respect and love you ! 
However, what I want to say is this. My father has never 
let the Rosery. Come back there. Forget the trouble that 
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drove you from the place. You will be able to work there 
better than in London. You will be back in the old place 
that you love. And besides — " 

" What besides, Gerald ? Let me hear everything." 

^' I have not spoken to her yet. I would not speak to her 
without your permission. But — Marion ! — will you let 
me be your brother indeed ? '* 

Marion neither flushed nor turned pale. For a moment 
it seemed cruel to mock her ; but she put the thought away. 

" You mean Adie ? Of course, you mean Adie. Grerald, 
she is dear to ma Examine your heart well. Four years 
ago— I am not reproaching you — you told another girl that 
you loved her. Now you love her no mora Remember, 
Gerald, I am not reproaching you. It is better so, as we 
said before. But — you have ceased to love her. How do I 
know that you may not cease to love my poor Adie ? " 

Quietly as the words were said, they went home to Gerald. 

" I can say nothing," he replied. " Marion, if the past 
could return — " 

" It cannot. Let me only think that you love Adie stead- 
fastly. Let us have no more mistakes. Life, Gerald, is not 
long enough for such blunders. They cannot be repaired." 

" They cannot," he said. " You will believe me when I tell 
you that Adie's happiness is dearer to me than my own." 

Bhe laid her hand on his. 

" I do believe you, brother Gerald." 

And he never knew the efibrt by which she had enabled 
herself to say this honestly. He accepted the sacrifice, as 
everybody always accepted Marion's gifts, without asking 
what they cost. 

" I wish you success, Gerald. And I will think over your 
|Sroposal about the Kosery. I think we might afford to live 
there — Winifred, Fred, and I. It would be a great change for 
us, and almost too great happiness. Let me think it over." 

It was no loDger unhappiness to feel that Gerald had 
never loved her, as she once thought — that she could never 
love him again. Perhaps she would have been higher than 
human had she witnessed without a pang the transference of 
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his affections to her sister. But she hardened her heut 
against the thought, and preserved, to Gerald's eyes, the 
firank smile with which she always met him. Lower than 
hnman would he have been had he not remembered some- 
thing of the troth which should have been sacred by the 
memory of the dead man who sanctioned it. He did re- 
member it, and with shame. But the past, as Marion said, 
can never return ; and he was dazzled by the loveliness of her 
sister. Venus Victrix laughs at the pale charms of Vesta^ 
One needs to be a monk to rank St. Cecilia above Phryne. 

Gerald had forgotten. It humiliated and pained him to be 
reminded, even in terms as gentle as those in which Marion 
clothed her plaint. This served him right. It was just that 
he should have a glimpse, even a momentary and imperfect 
glimpse, of the ruin he had wrought. "Only a woman's 
hair," Swift wrote. Only a woman's heart, which Gerald 
Ghacomb mocked and wounded. Had he known how deeply, 
there would have been small happiness for him in the after- 
years. But Marion smiled and passed on her way, no one 
but Joseph Ghacomb knowing the truth. 

She went back to the pictures, Gerald following with a 
sense of discontent and shame. Among the visitors was a fiit 
man, with a large head, a flabby white face, and big white 
hands. He had a catalogue, on which he made notes with a 
big, square pencil. It was Mr. Hermann Gottfried. He 
took off his hat, and bowed politely. 

" The pewtiful Miss Reffel," he said, loud enough for all 
the world to hear. "The sweet jung bainter. Ach! mein 
Gott ! — what a bicture ! what a bicture ! You never painted 
zoch a bicture for me — neffer. But I forgif you. Ach! 
Herr Je — yes — I forgif you. Zo, Miss Reffel, I was wrong. 
You will not — no neffer — be one of my jung men. Eh? Ze 
jung men will make their gobies from you. Where is the 
most pewtiful of all young laties that effer was bainted? 
Where is the lofely zister ? " 

A week later, they were leaving the old lodgings. Once 
more the well-used furniture was to go back to DevonshirOi 
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and to the Rosery. Chauncey Chacomb, deprived of the 
society of his fond and loving wife, and awakened to the fact 
that his son was really restored to him, wrote a humble and 
contrite letter to Marion. He begged forgiveness for cruel 
words and for dreadful suspicions. He asked humbly to 
be allowed to see her again at Chacomb Hall. He expressed 
his joy at Gerald's engagement. 

" Since," he wrote — " since I heard of it, a great thing has 
happened to me. I have ceased to see your poor father s face 
at night. So that I know now — what my cousin Joseph 
always told me — that it was hallucination. Perhaps I shall 
forget it, even the memory of it, in time ; but 1 fear not. I 
have suffered greatly, Marion ; and if you will all come back 
to your old cottage it will help me to greater peace of mind. 
I beg your acceptance of the greatest treasure in all my Col- 
lection. It is no less an heirloom than the identical dagger 
with which King Edward was stabbed. It was dug up at 
Corfe Castle by myself, and identified as of the period by the 
Council of the Swanage Archaeological Institute. I give it to 
you as a pledge of my earnest desire to win back your friend- 
ship and forgiveness." 

The treasure was very much like an old dinner knife rusted 
by lying in damp ground. By holding it so as to catch the light 
sideways, Marion once thought she saw the name of " Rogers, 
SheflSeld," upon it. But we know that to be an old firm, and very 
likely it supplied the Court of the Wessex King with cutlery. 

" Marion," said Adie, " let us jump for joy. Let us sing. 
Let us dance. We are going back to Comb Leigh. Oh, if 
only we could find everything there just exactly as we left it. 
Winifred, we will dance upon the lawn. Think. The wistaria 
will be all out in great purple bunches, like lovely grapes ; 
and the yellow jessamine — it is too late for that. There will 
be the lilacs, and the laburnum, and roses all ready to burst 
into flower, directly they see me again." 

^Then Mr. Owen crept into the room, looking as tmhappy 
as if he were about to lose his scholars. 

" I shall have no heart left for anything," he said. " What 
shall I do when you are all three gone ? " 
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"You will have no one to tease you," said Adie. "Too 
will read Platarch and the Book of Proverbe, and smc^e 
your pipe all by yourself every evening. There is always 
compensation, you know. Tou have often told us so." 

"Compensation! what can compensate (o^ losing my 
daughter?** 

" But you shall come and see ns. Shall he not, Marion ? ' 
This was Winifred. 

" Nothing can compensate,** he said, mournfully. " It is 
like the cow's tail. You Imow that the cow's tail. Miss 
Marion, was made to brush off the flies. Bui U is not long 
enough. That's the compensation of things. When are yoa 
going to be married, Miss Adie ? Ah ! There's more troable. 
Why can't girls — no, Winifred, my dear, I won't say it." 

"I shall miss Adie," said Marion. "But I have got 
Winifred instead. And we are all proud of Fred now, ara 
we not, Mr. Owen ? " 

" Ay," he replied. " He's made a man of himself 

These simple folk believed that Fred had retrieved hia 
character, and faliilled entirely the promise of his youth, by 
simply embarking on board the Triion^ and swimming ashore. 
Providence clearly intended him to remain in England. Its 
finger — as the clergymen say when they change a lean living 
for a fat one — was visible to the naked eye, pointing in tlie 
direction of superior material comfort. 

'" Poor Fred ! " said his wife. " It makes me so happy to 
think that he has won back everybody's good opinion. I 
always said he was the noblest of men." 

He was indeed — as Gerald was the truest. 

There was a knock at the door. 

It was Dicky Carew. He was attired in an entirely new 
suit of black cloth, with a large expanse of white shirt front. 
In his left hand he bore a banch of roses. His face presented 
a mixture of pride and shame. Behind him came the portly 
person of Mrs. Medlar. 

" Miss Revel," he said, " we have taken the liberty — allow 
me to present to you my wife, Mrs. Richard Carew, the late 
Mrs. Medlar — learning that you have at last taken the poei- 
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tion yonr talents, as well as yoar birth and social qualities, 
entitle yon to take — taken the liberty, I say, of calling to 
wish you, if we may, our most sincere congratulations and 
hearty hopes for the future, before saying farewell — *' 

He stopped, choked, laid the roses on the table, and added, 
in a broken voice — 

" For ever." 

"I've seen you. Miss Revel, every day a'most for three 
years and more," said Mrs. Carew, " and all Lowland Street 
knows you for the best of good women and the hardest 
worked. My husband is one of them that worship the 
ground you tread on — there's lots more — but we know our 
distance, and we keep it." 

" Perhaps, Mr. Owen," said Mr. Carew, feebly — " perhaps you 
will bear me out in saying that I am not the only one in this 
respectable street who knows and values Miss Marion Revel." 

" Indeed he can," cried Winifred, seizing Marion's hand. 

"There's not one," said the schoolmaster — "I don't care 
where you look, high and low, in ancient and in modem 
history — ^there are no women in Plutarch — you won't find a 
woman — I beg your pardon, Miss Marion, a lady — that can 
hold a candle to Miss Marion Revel. ' She is a tree of life 
to them that lay hold upon her ; she is like the merchants 
ships — she bringeth good things from afar ; her price is above 
rubies ; strength and honour are her clothing, and she shall 
rejoice in time to come. Let her own works praise her in 
the gates.' That's what the wise man said of the good 
woman ; and he would have said it of Miss Marion Revel if 
he'd only known." 

"And so he would," said Mrs. Medlm* — we mean Mrs. 
Carew — " so he would. Miss Revel, we wish you the best of 
happiness, and — Richard, come away ; don't you see you've 
made me crv? It's always the way with men — and their 
stupid compliments." 

She nodded at Mr. Owen, as much as to say that his 
extracts from the Book of Proverbs were misplaced. 

"No^no," said Marion. " But you are too good, all of you." 

" The best woman in the world," said Richard. " I told them 
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down below in the street that you were all going, and there 
is a little crowd assembled to wish yon good-bye. Mr. Owen 
here, who was going to cane Candy Second as, has let him off."* 

"I hadn't the heart," said the schoolmaster. "It was 
wrong ; but I was obliged to forgive him. A wise son hearetJi 
his fathers instrnction: Candy Secundus never hears any 
instruction. A whip for the horse, a bridle for the ass, and 
a rod for the fooVs back." 

" Miss Revel," Dicky continued, " there are all the women 
you have helped crying because you go away and leave them ; 
there are the poor girls who looked to you when they were 
starving and tempted. You cannot go without saying * God 
bless you * to them — can you ? 

"There's myself, too/' he went on. "I came because I 
couldn't help it, and Mrs. Carew because she wanted to 
show that she wasn't jealous." 

"Quite right, Richard," said his wife; "and to show Miss 
Revel that it wasn't philandering with her that I was afraid 
of." She transfixed poor Winifred with a look which spoke 
volumes. " Go on, my Richard." 

" Her Richard ! " exclaimed Dicky, " Yes, Miss Revel. 
The dream is o er, the vision faded. I have been lazy, and I 
am now rewarded. I have missed all my chances. I have 
lost the reputation I might have won. 

* Like a door on its hincjes, so he with his head. 
Turned round and winked at her, and went back to bed." 

You remember the hymn, ^fr. Owen ? I have deserted the 
Muses, and am going in for business. The— ahem! — the 
late lamented Mr. ^fediar, a man of great weight and con- 
sideration — " 

" He was only five feet two in his stocking feet, and he 
weighed two hundred and twenty-five pounds," said his 
widow. 

" — was a distinguished purveyor. He left behind him a 
connecti<m — " 

" In the pork and fancy pie line," said Mrs. Carew. 

** Precisely." Dicky shuddered. " A connection which it 
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would be a sin to allow quite to drop. So we are going to 
reopen the — the emporium — " 

" The pork shop/' said his wife. 

" And — in fact^my energies will be henceforth devoted to 
the retailing of murdered swine. I believe that I shall not 
personally stick those interesting and toothsome animals. 
No other ignominy, however, will be spared. I have also 
taken the pledge.** 

" For a second time,*' said Mrs. Medlar. " And he means 
to keep it, this time, or 1*11 know the reason why.** 

Dicky shook his head, and groaned — 

" She will know the reason why ! *' 

Then Fred arrived with cabs to take the luggage, and 
experienced persons came to pack up the furniture ; and pre- 
sently they all drove away, leaving Lowland Street, with its 
joys and sorrows, behind them. 



CHAPTER XL. 

MY story draws to an end, and is nearly told. All these 
things occurred in the spring of the year of grace 1 870. 
In the summer of that year, as all the world knows, happened 
the overthrow of France, accompanied by such a cock-crowing 
on the part of the conquerors as may be expected when those 
who have been accustomed to defeat suddenly gain the victory. 
We have not forgotten, nor are any of us likely to forget, the 
honest rejoicing of the Fatherland. Socialism, junkerism, 
militarism, press- gagging, press-inspiring, absolutism, peda- 
gogism, professorism, terrorism — all the other isms which 
make life in Prussia admirable, and Germany a land of sweet- 
ness and light — were forgotten in that great scream of rapture 
and astonishment which still echoes in our ears. The country 
of Geist, with a wonder that it has not yet overcome, saw 
itself in dreams the leading power in the world, and a living 
proof of the Great Frederick's creed that the God of battles 
sides with the bigger army. 
The roaring of the cannon beat upon the ears of one 
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listener in a quiet little Devonshire village, rousing hhn ficm 
an indolence which seemed invincible to a vrrath heroid 
Day after day, as the tidings carae to England of more 
disaster, Fred Revel bethought him more and more of the 
French blood in his veins. He could not sleep. He wandered 
up and down, with the news of each morning ringing in his 
brain. Day and night the force which drew him with invisible 
bonds grew stronger. He pored over the map ; he reckoned 
the chances ; he talked, dreamed, thought of nothing bat the 
war. Marion watched him, suspicious; his wife w^tcied 
him, suspecting nothing, but wondering at the passion "whicb 
filled her husband's heart. 

One night — it was after the crushing fight of Gravelotte^ 
when the French might have won, had they been a few 
thousands stronger, or had — ^but they lost, and it was enongii 
— he spoke. 

The papers came in the evening, and Fred read the letters 
in the Dailj/ News — the paper which first showed the world 
what a war correspondent ought to be — with flushing cheek 
and excited eyes. 

" Marion," he said one evening, " have you read to-day's 



news t 



9* 



She knew what was in his mind, and waited. 

" We are of French descent, Marion." 

"Yes, Fred." 

" We have been soldiers and fighting men fix)m generation 
to generation — all but myself." 

"Yes, Fred." 

" Marion, tell me what you think. Say what I ought to do." 

She trembled. It was a heavy responsibility that her 
brother threw upon her — the responsibility of his life. 

" Can you bear to leave Winifred ? " 

" I can bear anything. Tell me I ought to go." 

She obeyed the voice within her. She arose, went to her 
own room, and returned with her father's sword, 

" Keep it for me, Marion," he replied. " If I come back, 
I will claim it as my right. If I never return, give it to 
Winifred, for — for the unborn child." 
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It was eleven o'clock. He sU^pped gently into his wife's 
room — where she lay asleep, poor girl — and kissed her on the 
forehead ; bat so lightly that it did not awaken her. Then 
he made up a small bundle of necessaries, and came back to 
bid farewell to Marion. 

" Better so," he said. " Break the news to her to-morrow. 
Tell her — no— let her think that I am not so worthless as I 
seem. And God bless her — and you, too, Marion ! " 

Exactly four years before, under such a summer moon, he 

had taken the same road to catch the night train to town. 

Four years ! He thought, as he strode along the quiet lanes, 

beneath the tall hedges, on whose leaves the moonlight lay in 

silver, of all that had happened since then. The misspent 

years might have followed his footsteps, accusing. But 

Fred's conscience was not so sensitive. He only thought that 

the time had been wasted. He only remembered that on one 

or two occasions — such as that bill of sale business — he had 

been imprudent. He did not repent of the past, because it 

never occurred to him that, with a few trifling exceptions, 

there was anything to repent about. But for the future he 

had no fear. He was going to be a soldier. He ought to 

have been a soldier from the first, like his fathers before him. 

He joined Chanzy, and before many weeks gained his 

colours. It was the life for which he was best fitted. In the 

movement and continual change of the camp, spite of the 

disasters that crushed his cause, ho was far happier than he 

had been, wasting his sister's substance in riotous living. 

His letters home were full of hope and enthusiasm ; and the 

hearts at Comb Leigh were kept at ease through the infection 

of his good spirits. 

Suddenly the letters ceased ; and Gerald managed to find out 
that the Lieutenant Count de Eeville — Fred, needless to say, 
enlisted under his French name — was among the missing after 
one of the battles, which were mostly skirmishes before Orleans. 
Marion went herself in search of him. She sent Winifred 
to Chacomb Hall, in charge of Adie, comforted her with 
hope, and started alone to look for her brother. 
Over the battle-fields and in the camps she sought. She 
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made her way among the Frenchmen, mad with defeat and 
shame ; among the jubilant Grermans, anxiooa only now to 
have an end of it, and fight no more for the madness of an 
Empire tottering to her fall; where the ambolance corps 
performed their dnties under the protection of the mndi* 
abased Geneva Cross. She searched for Fred as Evangeline 
searched for Gabriel, bat with a better res alt. For she fbond 
him. To be sare, she had not to wander over the whole of 
America ; and the battle-fields of the Midi did not cover a 
greater extent of ground than the county of Yorkshire. 
She found him at last, lying in a fiurmhoose, strickeii 
grievously, but not unto death. Oatside, the grapes hong 
in ripe clusters, the com was reaped, the antomn flowers 
blossomed, and the convolvulus clambered about wall and 
porch Nat a re, in that unfeeling way of hers which I have 
already noted, took no notice of the war, and went on with 
her flowers, as if there were no weeping women and heart- 
broken men. In the shade was a soldier, a (xerman, smoking 
a placid pipe, and thinking very likely of Gretchen. Why wo 
always associate a German soldier with Gretchen, I do not 
know. When he clearly understood that the gracious lady 
was not intent on slaughter, he informed her that they had 
wounded men in the place — French and Grerman. Might she 
see them? The gracious lady might see the door open: 
there was nothing to prevent her walking in. 

Within the place lay, in half a dozen rooms, pallets filled 
with the wounded. Some — ^but no, it is too near the end of 
the tale. Among them, in one of the smaller rooms, lay her 
brother Fred. 

His right arm was gone — ^that was immediately apparent. 
His forehead was tied up with a cloth, for it was laid bare to 
the bone — perhaps a piece of shell, or a spent shot. He 
had an open wound in the leg, and he was raving with fever. 

Marion obtained permission to stay here. There were no 
nurses in this farmhouse used for a hospital, only a young 
army surgeon — a dreamy, expert German who talked a 
brutal materialism and acted the highest Christianity. Him 
Marion conquered. She was a very Venus Victrix for 
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reducing every man to a state of abject reverence and admi- 
ration ; and in a day she was mistress of the hospital, and 
nurse-in-chief to all the poor fellows on the pallets, from 
Jacques Bontemps, the Auvergne peasant, to Max Herbst, 
from Posen. All knew that she was come after her brother ; 
but every man felt that, next to him, he was himself the 
chief object of her solicitude. 

In November, when the yellow leaves of Chacomb Park 
were heavy with autumnal dews, and the air faint with the 
odour of crushed and decaying leaves, Marion bixjnght her 
brother home to his wife. 

He was scaiTed. He had only one arm, and that the left. 
He was pale and wasted. But he was home again; and he 
was a hero. 

Marion brought him once more his father s sword, and laid 
it in his left hand. 

" Take it, my brother. It is yours." 

" Yes, Marion," he said humbly. " I may claim it now, 
may I not?" 

Winifred buckled it on for him, smiling through her glad 
and happy tears. 

I^Ved was a hero. As long as he lives he will enjoy the 
honour and respect which men in all ages have agreed to pay 
to him who acquits himself manfully in the battles of his 
country. No other honour is equal to this. The poet's 
crown and statesman's statue are poor things compared with 
the praise and envy bestowed on a gallant fighting man. It 
is better to be Turenne than Colbert. Wellington seems a 
greater man than Pitt. Murat iu his lifetime was a more 
gallant figure than Talleyrand. 

Fred, for all the countryside, was a hero. The women re- 
membered how he stood, brave and handsome, at his father's 
faneral, the prop and support of his house. No doubt he 
had propped it and supported it during the four years of 
exile from Devonshire. What but good was to be expected 
of one so handsome ? 

A hero. And yet it does not seem that his moral nature 
was altered. He had been as lazy as Lawrence, and he con- 
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tinned in his laziness — of course a man with only the left arm I 
couldnot be expected to work. He isjust exactly what heal ways i 

has been — as indolent, as good-natnred, taking as keen a Vj 

delight in merely breathing the air of heaven, as affectionate, ( 

as avid of pleasure. Only his pleasures now cost nothing. 
He can fish with his left arm. He can sail with Gerald. He 
can go to Exeter with his brother-in-law for such dissipation 
as that city affords. He cannot, happily, play billiards. He 
can ride ; he can play with his children ; and he can be the 
joy and happiness of his wife and sister. Always a faTonrite 
with everybody. Great is amiability, and it shall prevail. 

When Mr. Rhyl Owen comes down once a year to see his 
daughter, he allows himself to be overcome with shame at the 
folly of his former predictions. 

" That man worthless, Winifred ? Why you ought never 
to forgive me. A fool talks folly. What says Solomon? 
* Whoso keepeth his mouth and tongue keepeth his soul from 
troubles.' And again : * He that is void of wisdom despiseth his 
neighbour ; but a man of understanding holdeth his peacei* " 

And yet, most certainly, had this young man remained in 
London, his end would have been like unto that of the pro- 
phetic billiard-marker. 

And so the end of action has come — the problem of what 
each shall do with his life is solved. There will be no more 
anxiety for Marion and the rest till the little ones grow up, 
and a new generation begins its own troubles. 

At Comb Leigh there is peace, and but little intercourse 
with the outer world. The most frequent visitor is Dr. Cha- 
comb. Quite recently he has achieved his highest ambition. 
He has not only become the acknowledged leader in his pro- 
fession for gout, but he has received the honour of a baro- 
netcy. He is now Sir Joseph Chacomb, Bart., M.D. This 
distinction was acquired in pulling a certain exalted personage 
through an attack which threatened to fly to the stomach. 
Dr. Chacomb, who was called in at an early stage, manifested 
the very greatest devotion throughout. He sat up for four 
nights, without leaving the patient's bedside. He never left 
it at all, in fact, till the danger was over, and the great man 
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safe. Then they knighted him. Of coarse, Dr. Porteous, of 
Savile Bow, declared that there never had been the slightest 
danger ; that the bnlletins issued every two hours by his rival 
were quite unnecessary ; and that all the racket was got up 
by himself, for his own ends. How hateful a passion is envy ! 

Sir Joseph has never renewed his suit to Marion. He 
knows, indeed, that it would be useless. But there is no one 
in the world in whose society he takes such pleasure, with 
whom he is less cynical, or more hopeful of his fellow-crea- 
tures. Like the wicked man, his eyes swell out with fatness; 
but Sir Joseph is a wicked man no longer. Observe that, 
like Fred, he has improved with prosperity. He owes not 
only his success, but also his present virtue, to the artful 
measures which I have had as historian to chronicle, and as 
moralist to deplore. All my people, indeed— except Marion, 
Adie, and Winifred — ^have been sinners ; and nobody, some- 
how, except poor Mrs. Spenser, has been punished for his 
sins. My friends, it is only in copybooks that people get 
punished in the material manner. There are some sins which 
even carry their own reward, in the shape of prosperity, with 
them. There are some, on the other hand, which carry their 
own punishment. These latter, young candidate for worldly 
success, find out and avoid. Fred, you see, who never would 
work, any more than the Idle Apprentice, is comfortable and 
happy, provided with the best of wives, and kept in affluence 
by the painting of his sister. Gerald, who broke every pledge 
of love and constancy, never felt any repentance, never knows 
how great and glorious a woman he threw away, never insti- 
tutes comparisons between the present and the possible past, 
and is perfectly happy with a wife of whom he is beyond 
measure fond and proud. The doctor, who found a way to 
greatness by paths tortuous and questionable, is on a pinnacle 
of fame. Dicky Carew is really eminent in his new walk. 
And even the second Mrs. Chacomb has been rewarded for 
her bold stroke by a comfortable annuity. 

Compensation ? Yes. But, like the cow's tail, it does not 
reach far enough. These sinners will never repent; they 
will never be punished. All that the moral philosopher can 
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prophesy ia that from time to time thej may be reminded of 
the past, and feel a pang of remorse or shame, sharp in direct 
proportion to their present happiness. 

Is Marion, the innocent scapegoat of all the sins and mi»- 
fortunes of others, the only unhappy one ? 

No. Happiness — as people who have got everything they 
want are fond of telling us — does not depend always on 
obtaining what we vehemently desire. There is — only- 
preachers very seldom know anything about it — a happiness 
independent of all human desires, which issues from the 
higher, unselfish life. In the years to come, Marion sees a 
long life of labour ; but it is labour rewarded with some 
honour and sufficient pay. She will not be a great artist, 
like Hosa Bonheur ; but she will command a sale for her 
works. She will not be remembered for ever, like Uaffaelle ; 
but she will please the better taste of the day, and advance, 
by her purity, truth, and sweetness, the highest interests of 
Art. Her house will not be lonely, for Winifined and the 
children will light it up ; with Fred — the lazy, careless Fred, 
of whom his wife can never be too proud, or his sister too fond. 

And all shall love her alike. As the children read of 
women to be worshipped, they shall think of Marion. When 
they grow up, and can understand something of the mystery 
and meaning of good works, they shall associate all good 
works with Marion. When they hear of those who give and 
spend for others, their thoughts will turn to Marion. She 
has — as Mr. Owen was fond of saying — she has the fruit of 
her own hands: her own works praise her in the gates. 
There is a CR0\^7f for those who live for others, more glorious 
than any wreath of the Nemaean games. Hers is the golden 
Harp, with which to celebrate the victory over sorrow and 
disappointment — the solution of the problem, insoluble to 
the selfish world, the final triumph of Love over Pain. 
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